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Editor s Introduction 


A FTER four moderately happy, moderately social 
l years at Bowdom College, Hawthorne came back 
to Salem in 1825 and disappeared like a stone dropped 
into a well. He used to say that he doubted whether 
twenty people in the community so much as knew of his 
existence. He had thought that while writing his first 
books he might support himself by working for his 
uncles, who were prosperous stage-coach proprietors; 
then later he might travel into distant countries. But the 
books didn’t come out — except for a poor little romance 
called Fanshawe that was printed at his own expense — 
and meanwhile the place in his uncles’ counting house 
was deferred from month to month, the travels from year 
to year. Day after day he spent in his room; it was like 
an owl’s nest, he said, from which he emerged only at 
dusk. 

If he had lived in Boston he might have found others 
who shared his ambitions 01 at least understood them. 
Boston in 1825 had the beginnings of a literary society, 
but Salem was a little desert where it seemed impossible 
for any writer to flourish. Salem was shipping and poli- 
tics; it was the waterfront, the new Irish slums, and the 
big houses on Chestnut Street where people asked, 
“Who are the Hawthornes?” Any young man of Salem 
who tried to enter liteiature as others entered business 
or the law was condemned to solitude; and Hawthorne 
was doubly condemned, by his character as well as by his 
interests. He was intensely shy and proud — shy because 
he was proud, with a high sense of peisonal merits, a re- 
spect for his ancestors, and a fear of being lebuffed if he 
1 
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went into society. The fear grew stronger as his clothes 
grew shabbier and his manners more reserved. “I sat 
down by the wayside of life,” he said, “like a man under 
enchantment, and a shrubbery sprung up around me, 
and the bushes grew to be saplings, and the saplings be- 
came trees, until no exit appeared possible, through the 
tangling depths of my obscurity.” 

As the years passed he fell into a daily routine that 
seldom varied during autumn and winter. Each morning 
he wrote or read until it was time for the midday dinner; 
each afternoon he read or wrote or dreamed or merely 
stared at a sunbeam boring in through a hole in the blind 
and very slowly moving across the opposite wall. At sun- 
set he went for a long walk, from which he returned late 
in the evening to eat a bowl of chocolate crumbed thick 
with bread and then talk about books with his two ador- 
ing sisters, Elizabeth and Louisa, both of whom were 
already marked for spinsterhood; these were almost the 
only household meetings. The younger Hawthornes were 
orphans; their father was a sea captain who had died of 
yellow fever at Surinam when Nathaniel was four years 
old. Madame Hawthorne, as his mother was called, had 
fallen into the widow’s habit of eating in her room, and 
Elizabeth often missed dinner because of her daylong 
solitary rambles. There was an old aunt dressed in black 
who wandered through the house or, in summer, worked 
among the flowers like the ghost of a gardener. 

In summer Hawthorne’s routine was more varied; he 
went for an early-morning swim among the rocks and 
often spent the day wandering alone by the shore, so idly 
that he amused himself by standing on a cliff and throw- 
ing stones at his shadow. Once, apparently, he stationed 
himself on the long toll-bridge north of Salem and 
watched the procession of travelers from morning to 
night. He never went to church, but on Sunday mornings 
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he liked to stand behind the curtain of his open win- 
dow and watch the congregation assemble. At times he 
thought that the most desirable mode of existence ‘might 
be that of a spiritualized Paul Pry, hovering invisible 
round man and woman, witnessing their deeds, search- 
ing into their hearts, borrowing brightness from their 
felicity and shade from their sorrow, and retaining no 
emotion peculiar to himself.” At other times — and of- 
tener with the passing years — he was seized by a fierce 
impulse to throw himself into the midst of life. He came 
to feel there was no fate so horrible as that of the mere 
spectator, condemned to live in the world without any 
share in its joys or sorrows. 

No man is a mere spectator, and even Hawthorne had 
a somewhat larger share in worldly events than he was 
afterwards willing to remember. Each summer he took 
a fairly long trip through New England, riding in his 
uncles’ coaches, and once he traveled westward to 
Niagara and Detroit. During those trips he talked — or 
rather, listened — to everyone he met in coach or tavern 
and “enjoyed as much of life,” so he said, “as other peo- 
ple do in the whole year’s round.” Even at home he was 
less of a hermit than he later portrayed himself as being; 
sometimes there was company in the evening and some- 
times he paid visits to his three Salem friends. One of 
these, William B. Pike, was a carpenter and a small 
Democratic politician, in that Whig stronghold. Haw- 
thorne shared his political opinions and must have dis- 
cussed with him the questions of party patronage that 
would play an important part in both their lives. He 
could sometimes be seen at a bookstore that stocked the 
latest novels and, as time went on, he began writing for 
the Salem Gazette. He must have had still other contacts 
with the world, but not enough of them — the point is 
important — to destroy his picture of himself as a man 
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completely alone. He began to be obsessed by the notion 
of solitude, both as an emotional necessity for a person 
like himself and also as a ghostly punishment to which 
he was self-condemned. “By some witchcraft or other,” 
he said in 1837 when he was trying to escape from his 
owl’s nest and had staited to correspond with his Bow- 
doin classmate, Longfellow, "... I have been carried 
apart from the main current of life, and find it impossible 
to get back again. Since we last met, which, I remember, 
was in Sawtell’s room, where you read a farewell poem 
to the relics of the class, — ever since that time I have 
secluded myself from society; and yet I never meant any 
such thing, nor dreamed what sort of life I w r as going to 
lead. I have made a captive of myself, and put me into a 
dungeon, and now I cannot find the key to let myself 
out — and if the door were open, I should be almost 
afraid to come out.” 

Those years of self-imprisonment in Salem were the 
central fact in Hawthorne’s career. They were his term 
of apprenticeship and his early travels, corresponding 
to the years that other American writers of his time spent 
traveling in Europe or making an overland expedition 
to Oregon or sailing round Cape Horn on a whaler. In 
modem terms they were his postgraduate studies, his 
year in Paris, his military service, his job with the Luce 
organization, everything that prepaied him for his career. 
Left alone, he traveled into himself and worked or idled 
under his own supervision. It was the Salem yeas§M;hat 
deepened and individualized his talent. 

Talent cannot be acquired or explained, and in Haw- 
thorne’s case we have to stait with the fact that he pos- 
sessed it from boyhood. Moreover, it was a sturdier sort 
of talent than is usually assigned to him by critics — at 
least by those with the habit of regarding him as a deli- 
cate plant that was incapable of bearing much fmit and 
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would have withered in the sun. His Concord neighbors 
had a different picture of him. Emerson, for example, 
was convinced that he had greater resources than he 
ever displayed ir his works, and Margaret Fuller said 
of him in the Brook Farm days, “We have had but a 
drop or two from that ocean.” We never had more than 
a trickle and perhaps the inner ocean was not so vast as 
she believed, yet Hawthorne's hundred-odd stories were 
only a few of those foreshadowed in his notebooks. Be- 
sides his four published novels he once had five others 
fully outlined in his head. The wonder is not that he 
never wrote them, but rather that some of his projects 
were finished with perfect workmanship at a time when 
circumstances were hostile to Hawthorne's type of richly 
meditated fiction. His talent had to be robust in order to 
survive and had to be exceptionally fertile in order to 
produce, against obstacles, the few books he succeeded 
in writing. 

We can merely wonder at the talent in itself, but we 
can try to explain a few of the factors in its develop- 
ment. At the age of nine he injured one foot in a game 
of bat-and-ball and the doctors judged that he might be 
permanently lame. The lameness disappeared after two 
years, but meanwhile it had kept him home from school 
and left him alone to read storybooks hour after how. 
Almost all great writers have been great readers at some 
period of their lives, and Hawthorne, having acquired 
the habit early, continued reading till he died. The books 
he read, first and last, were not the right ones for a Ro- 
mantic novelist trying to keep abreast of the movement 
to which he belonged. Apparently Hawthorne never be- 
came acquainted with the works of Balzac, Stendhal, 
Hugo, or with any of the German Romantics except 
Tieck, one or two of whose stories he read laboriously 
in the original. His favoiite book — the only one men- 
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tioned frequently in his writings — was Pilgrims Prog- 
ress; but he was also fond of the eighteenth-century 
writers, from whom he acquired a Latinized vocabulary 
and a formal sentence structure not a’ ways appropriate 
to the misty emotions he was trying to express. In his 
boyhood he would read anything, no matter how diffi- 
cult, so long as it told a story. He raced through the 
Waverley novels one after another, almost as fast as they 
reached Salem. 

Besides reading stoiies as a boy, he also retold them to 
his sisters with wild variations of his own, and certainly 
he fell into the habit of telling stories to himself. All 
imaginative children do that, but Hawthorne did some- 
thing more: he started an inner monologue that lasted 
for most of his waking hours and seems to have con- 
tinued from youth to age. It was this shy man's sub- 
stitute for spoken conversation, once he observed in his 
notebook that he doubted whether he had ever really 
talked with half a dozen persons in his life, either men 
or women. The inner monologue also served another 
purpose: it was the workshop where he forged his plots 
and tempered his style. He dreamed in words, while 
walking along the seashore or under the pines, till the 
words fitted themselves to his stride. The result was 
that his eighteenth-century English developed into a 
natural, a walked , style, with a phrase for every step and 
a comma after every phrase like a footprint in the sand. 
Sometimes the phrases hurry, sometimes they loiter, 
sometimes they march to drums. Although he had no 
ear for music and couldn't tell one melody from another, 
Hawthorne developed an exquisite sense of rhythm. 

There is more to be said about this inner monologue 
which played such an important part in his life and 
work. In one sense it was a dialogue, since Hawthorne 
seems to have divided himself into two personalities 
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while dreaming out his stories, one was the storyteller 
and the other the audience. The storyteller uttered his 
stream of silent words, the audience listened and ap- 
plauded by a sort of inner glow, or criticized by means 
of an invisible frown that seemed to say, “But I don’t 
understand.” “Let me go over it again,” the storyteller 
would answer, still soundlessly, and then he would re- 
peat his tale in clearer language, with more details, and 
perhaps repeat the doubtful passages again and again, 
till he was sure the invisible listener would understand. 
This doubleness in Hawthorne, this division of himself 
into two persons conversing m solitude, explains one of 
the paradoxes in his literal y character: that he was one 
of the loneliest authors who ever wrote, even in this 
country of lost souls, while at the same time his style was 
that of a social man eager to make himself clear and 
intensely conscious of his audience. For him the audi- 
ence was always present, because it was part of his own 
mind. 

Another paradox is also connected with his solitude 
and self-absorption. Hawthorne was reserved to the 
point of being secretive about his piivate life, and yet 
he spoke more about himself, with greater honesty, than 
any other American of his generation. Not only did he 
write prefaces to all his books, in which he explained his 
intentions and described his faults more accurately than 
any of his critics; not only did he keep journals in which 
he recorded his daily activities; but also most of his 
stories and even, in great part, his four novels are full 
of anguished confessions. One can set side by side two 
quotations from his work. In the preface to his Mosses he 
said, “So far as I am a man of really individual attributes 
I veil my face; nor am I, nor have I ever been, one of 
those supremely hospitable people who serve up their 
own hearts, delicately fried, with brain sauce, as a tidbit 



8 EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 

for their beloved public.” But he also said at the end of 
The Scarlet Letter, when drawing a moral from Mr. Dim- 
mesdale’s tragic life, “Be true! Be true! Show freely to 
the world, if not your worst, yet some trait whereby the 
worst may be inferred.” Divided between his two im- 
pluses, toward secrecy and toward complete self-ievela- 
tion, he achieved a sort of compromise: he revealed him- 
self, but usually under a veil of allegory and symbol. 

2 . 

No other writer in this country or abroad evei filled 
his stories with such a shimmering wealth of mirrors. Poe 
detested mirrors; when he wrote an essay on interior 
decoration he admitted one of them — only one — to his 
ideally furnished apartment, but on condition that it be 
very small and “hung so that a reflection of the person 
can be obtained from it in none of the ordinary sitting 
places of the room.” Hawthorne, on the other hand, 
adorned his imagined rooms and landscapes with mir- 
rors of eveiy size and nature — not only looking-glasses 
but burnished shields, copper pots, fountains, lakes, 
pools, anything that could reflect the human form. And 
the mirrors in his stories had other functions as well: 
sometimes they were tombs from which could be sum- 
moned the shapes of the past (as in “Old Esther 
Dudley”); sometimes they prophesied the future (like 
Maule’s Well, in The House of the Seven Gables ) , often 
they revealed the truth behind a delusion (as in “Feath- 
er top,” where the scarecrow impresses people as a fine 
gentleman, until they look at his image in a mirror) ; and 
always they served as “a kind of window or doorway into 
the spiritual world.” “I am half convinced that the reflec- 
tion is indeed the reality — the real thing which Nature 
imperfectly images to our grosser sense,” Hawthorne 



EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION 9 

wrote in his notebook after describing a scene minored 
in the little Assabet River. Once he wiote a story, “Mon- 
sieur du Miroir,” in which the hero was simply his own 
reflected image. 

“From my childhood I have loved to gaze into a 
spring,” says the narrator of another Hawthorne story, 
“The Vision of the Fountain.” One day he sees his own 
eyes staring back at him, as usual, but then he looks 
again — “and lo! another face deeper in the fountain 
than my own image, moie distinct in all the features, yet 
famt as thought. The vision had the aspect of a fair 
young girl with locks of paly gold.” This substitution of 
a girls face for that of the youth bending over die spring 
makes one think of Narcissus in love with his twin sister 
— according to one version of the legend — and gazing 
into a pool because he fancies that his own mirroied fea- 
tures are hers. In Hawthorne’s life as well as in his stories 
theie are curious suggestions of the Narcissus legend. He 
had been a beautiful boy, petted by his lelatives and ad- 
mired by strangers; I think it was one of his aunts who 
said of him that he had “eyelashes a mile long and curled 
up at the end.” Always he loved to wander by the edge 
of little streams. One characteiistic he showed from the 
beginning was a physical distaste for ugliness in women. 
“Take her away!” the little boy said of one woman who 
tiied to be kind to him. “She is ugly and fat and has a 
loud voice.” Forty years later he would be roused to 
thoughts of homicide by looking at English dowagers. 
“The gum, red-faced monsters!” he said in his usually 
even-tempered notebook. “Surely a man would be justi- 
fied in murdering them — in taking a shaip knife and 
cutting away their mountainous flesh, until he had 
brought them into reasonable shape.” At times he was 
almost like Thomas Bullfrog in one of his own stories. 
“So painfully acute was my sense of female imperfec- 
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tion,” Mr. Bullfrog said, “and such varied excellence did 
I require in the woman whom I could love, that there 
was an awful risk of my getting no wife at all, or of being 
driven to perpetrate matrimony with my own image in 
the looking-glass.” 

Mr. Bullfrog’s predicament was like the one in which 
Hawthorne had involved himself during his Salem years: 
in a sense he was married to his own image, for which — 
if his tales are a trustworthy guide — he felt an attach- 
ment that was physical as well as moral. Moreover, this 
self-absorption had come to have a sinister meaning for 
him, as we can see by the development of his mirror 
symbols. Thus, Roderick Elliston, the hero of “The Bosom 
Serpent,” is tormented by a snake that lives in his own 
breast. The snake has come from an innocent-looking 
fountain (another mirror), where it had lurked since the 
time of the first settlers. Elliston spends “whole miser- 
able days before a looking-glass, with his mouth wide 
open, watching, in hope and horror, to catch a glimpse 
of the snake’s head far down within his throat.” “The 
Bosom Serpent” was written in 1843, when Hawthorne 
was happily married and living in the Old Manse. By 
that time he was able to look back almost tranquilly on 
his autoeroticism, to express it in allegorical terms and 
even to give the allegory a happy ending — for Elliston 
is freed from the snake by his wife’s love. But some of 
the stories that Hawthorne wrote in his Salem days — I 
am thinking especially of “Young Goodman Brown” and 
“The Minister’s Black Veil” — so testify to his sense of 
guilt that they might have been cries from a convocation 
of damned souls. Like Goodman Brown, he had wan- 
dered alone into the forest of his mind and had suddenly 
found himself in the midst of a witches’ sabbath. 

Hawthorne had descended into a sort of underworld, 
as many great artists do at some stage in their lives. For 
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various reasons — sometimes a moral fault, sometimes a 
physical infirmity or a violation of the accepted standards 
— they are cut off from other human beings, left face to 
face with themselves, and given an unbearable sense of 
their own separateness. In time they discover that they 
are not alone in their underworld, being tied by links of 
guilt or weakness to millions of comrades and even to 
the whole sinful race of man; but this discovery comes 
later and usually precedes their return to the world of 
everyday. It was partly by his own choice that Haw- 
thorne made such a descent into the pit — or rather, into 
a prison that had no visible bars. The key was in the 
lock; at any moment he might have returned to normal 
society. What kept him self-confined was his feeling that 
year by year the world was becoming more unreal for 
him and, even worse, that he was becoming less real 
than the world; he was a shadow effectively walled in 
by shadows. Eventually he came to resemble one of his 
own characters, Gervayse Hastings of “The Christmas 
Banquet,” who considered himself the unhappiest of 
men. “You will not understand it,” Hastings told his 
rivals in misery. “None have understood it — not even 
those who experience the like. It is a chilliness — a want 
of earnestness — a feeling as if what should be my heart 
were a thing of vapor — a haunting perception of un- 
reality! . . . Mine — mine is the wretchedness! This 
cold heart. . . 

Ice, not fire, was the torment that Hawthorne suffered 
in his private hell. It is amazing how often images of 
coldness (and torpor from coldness) recur in his work. 
Among his favorite adjectives are “cold,” “icy,” “chill,” 
“benumbed,” “torpid,” “sluggish,” “feeble,” “languid,” 
“dull,” “depressed.” He spoke of having “ice in the 
blood” and sometimes thought of the heart as being con- 
gealed or turned to stone. He also expressed a longing, 
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not for mere warmth, but for an all-consummg fire to 
melt the ice and calcify the stone. It is curious to note 
how he fell into the habit of burning his letters as soon 
as he returned home, how he burned all the available 
copies of his first novel, and how he burned a whole 
group of his early stories, which, from the reports of 
those who read them, were somber and fanciful works 
that the world would be glad to possess; it was as 
if he were tiying to immolate himself. One of his few 
amusements in Salem was going to fires — but only after 
sending Elizabeth to the top of the house to report 
whether they were big enough to make them worth 
watching. “Come, deadly element of Fire, henceforth 
my familiar friend!” is the prayer of one of his heroes, 
Ethan Brand. With a final laugh, Brand leaps into the 
lime kiln, as into hell. When the fire in the kiln burns 
down, there is the outline of a skeleton on top of the 
lime; and within the ribs is the shape of a human heart, 
like calcified marble. 

But these metaphors of fire and ice were not all that 
Hawthorne learned from his years alone in a mirrored 
chamber. The plots of his stories came from the same 
background: time after time he presented a proud man 
who had cut himself off from society and suffered the 
tortures of isolation. The stories reflected a conflict be- 
tween his instincts and his reasoned convictions. He 
came to believe that living by and for oneself was a sin 
against nature, and yet by instinct he was more of a 
recluse than Thoreau in his hermitage. By instinct he 
was more of an individualist than Emerson, yet he did 
not preach the virtue of self-reliance, instead his moral 
in story after story was that every person is dependent 
on society. “The truly wise,” he said in one of his early 
sketches — and often said again m different words — 
“after all their speculations, will be led into the com- 
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mon path, and, in homage to the human nature that 
pervades them, will gather gold, and till the earth, and 
set out trees, and build a house. 5 ' This dweller among 
phantoms was, on one side of his nature, a haishly prac- 
tical New Englander like the magistrates and sea cap- 
tains from whom he was descended. Everywhere in his 
character one finds a sort of doubleness: thus, he was a 
proud man to the end of his life, but he also came to 
practice an extreme humility, never speaking of himself 
or his work without a self-deprecation that was alto- 
gether sincere. He was cold and sensuous, sluggish and 
active, radical and conservative, and a visionary with 
a hard sense of money values. These contradictions, 
these inner tensions, lend force to his stories and make 
their author an endless study. 

Out of his inner struggles and his sense of guilt, Haw- 
thorne evolved a sort of theology that was personal to 
himself, but was at the same time deeply Christian and 
on most points orthodox. He believed in original sin, 
which consisted, so he thought, in the self-centeredness 
of each individual. He believed in predestination, as the 
Calvinists did; but at the same time he had a faith in 
the value of confession and absolution that sometimes 
brought him close to Roman Catholicism. He believed 
in his own unworthiness and in the universal brother- 
hood of men, based on their weakness before God. He 
believed in Providence, to which he submitted himself 
humbly, and he believed in a future life where the guilty 
would be punished, if only by self-knowledge of their 
sins. All these articles of faith he expressed, not philo- 
sophically — for he did not think in abstractions — but in 
terms of symbols as powerfully simple as those in Pil- 
grim’s Progress , and closer to the modern mind. 

In his plots he laid more emphasis on sin and retribu- 
tion than on reformation through divine grace; yet it 
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is not true that he regarded all sinners as hopelessly 
damned. Some might, it is true, be led by gradual steps 
into what he regarded as the Unpardonable Sin; it was 
intellectual pride, he would say, carried to such an ex- 
treme that it permitted them to manipulate the souls of 
others in order to gratify their own cold curiosity and 
thirst for power; then they deserved the fate of Ethan 
Brand. Others, however, might be taught human broth- 
erhood by their very crimes and, if they publicly con- 
fessed, might be taken back into the community. Still 
others might be redeemed simply by their love for one 
human being, and that was Hawthorne’s salvation. 
When he fell in love with Sophia Peabody, it seemed 
to him that he had been drawn from the shadows and 
made real, together with the world around him, by the 
intensity of his passion. “Indeed, we are but shadows,” 
he said in one of those letters to Sophia in which he 
poured out his feelings for the first time; “we are not en- 
dowed with real life, all that seems most real about us 
is but the thinnest substance of a dream — till the heart 
be touched. That touch creates us — then we begin to 
be.” 

Sophia made him an admirable wife, cheerful in their 
early hardships, respectful of his daily need for solitude, 
always regarding him as the sun around which she re- 
volved. She was painfully high-minded and probably 
she acted as an unconscious censor of his work, as cer- 
tainly she played the conscious censor when she edited 
his notebooks after his death; that is perhaps the reason 
why she has received too little credit from some of Haw- 
thorne's recent biographers. The fact is that his life 
turned outwards after 1842 and that his public career 
as a writer, during which he published all four of his 
novels, was made possible by his happy marriage. In 
that respect his story is of a success in life; he cured 
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himself of his self-centeredness, became active in the 
world, a highly respected citizen like his Salem ances- 
tors, and the head of a family. He even lived out his 
fable of the Great Stone Face, orphaned and seeking 
for a father image year after year, he at last discovered 
in himself the benignant parent. But there was another 
side to his public career: the books he was now able to 
write still depended on his self-discoveries in the under- 
world where he had lived for such a painful season. Now 
he had roofed over the entrance to the abyss and built 
another life above it, and the result was that after 1860 
he found it more and more difficult to work, partly be- 
cause he was tired, partly because he kept setting higher 
and higher standards for himself, but chiefly because 
he had blocked off the source of his inspiration. 

3 . 

“The best things come, as a general thing, from talents 
that are members of a group,” said Henry James in his 
little book on Hawthorne, “every man works best when 
he has companions working in the same line, and yield- 
ing the stimulus of suggestion, comparison, emulation.” 
Hawthorne had no such stimulus, working completely 
alone and even unable to talk with others, he had to look 
in himself for the answer to eveiy problem. The wonder 
is that the answers he found were in almost all cases 
suited to his needs, and in so many cases fixed a pattern 
that later American novelists would follow. 

During his years of solitude Hawthorne learned more 
than he afterwards realized. He learned, for example — 
this was perhaps the principal lesson — that the best 
things he wrote were spoken by a voice deep within 
himself and one whose speech he was unable to control. 
Often this inner voice seemed to him a spirit of which 
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he was merely the instrument, and the spirit was more 
demon than angel. “When I get home, I will try to write 
a more genial book,” he said while he was working on 
The Marble Faun ; “but the Devil himself always seems 
to get into my inkstand, and I can only exorcise him 
by pensful at a time.” Still, when the demon refused 
to speak, Hawthorne’s writing impressed him as being 
without interest, and at such times he was likely to say, 
“I have an instinct that I had better keep quiet.” He 
learned a wise patience that he sometimes explained as 
indolence. It was really watchfulness; he was lying in 
wait for his own thoughts like a hunter stalking game. 
There was, however, another side to the picture, and he 
also learned to be active in pursuit of his thoughts. He 
collected the largest possible number of impressions and 
concrete details, so that he could make full use of the 
inspiration when it came at last; and he learned to 
wrestle with it and force it from its obscurity. “This fore- 
noon,” he said in his notebook, “I began to write, and 
caught an idea by the tail, which I intend to hold fast, 
though it struggles to get free. As it was not ready to 
be put on paper, however, I took up the Dial , and fin- 
ished the article on Mr. Alcott.” The Dial, organ of the 
Concord intellectuals, was one of his trusted tools, but 
it served a different purpose from that intended by its 
editors; Hawthorne read it when he was tired and 
usually went to sleep. 

Cat-naps over the Dial were part of his routine, for he 
had learned a system of working, resting, exercising, and 
returning to work with a fresh mind. In the summer — I 
am speaking of the first years after his marriage — he 
made entries in his notebook and hoed the garden, try- 
ing, as he said, to be “happy as a squash, and in much 
the same mode.” “I am never good for anything in the 
literary way,” he wrote to his friend and publisher James 
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T. Fields, "till after the first autumnal frost, which has 
somewhat such an effect on my imagination that it does 
on the foliage here about me — multiplying and brighten- 
ing its hues/^All his four novels weie finished during 
the winter, when he made a practice of writing from 
two to four hours each day — seldom longer than that, 
except when he was working excitedly on The Scarlet 
Letter, for he had found that the mood on which he 
depended was likely to vanish when he became too 
weary. Yet he wrote a gieat deal more than one would 
infer fiom his easy schedule or conclude from merely 
looking at the little shelf of books with "Hawthorne's 
Works” on their back. Not only were there the early 
stories he burned, but there was also the hackwork he 
did when trying to break away from Salem and later 
when he was earning a living for himself and Sophia. 
In 1836, for a salary of five hundred dollars a year 
(which incidentally was never paid), he edited and 
wrote almost the entire contents of the American Maga- 
zine of Useful and Entertaining Knowledge. After the 
magazine went bankrupt, through no fault of the edi- 
tor's, he wrote for a fee of a hundred dollars (tins time 
actually paid) a Instory of the world, which went 
through scores of editions and eventually had a sale of 
more than a million copies. In England during the four 
years of his consulship he wrote nothing for publication 
(except a preface to Delia Bacon's ciazy book on 
Shakespeare), but he kept a journal that ran to three 
hundred thousand words, and it was moie carefully ex- 
pressed than most published novels. If Hawthorne in 
his later years had a better, more flexible style than any 
other American author of his time, the fact was easy to 
explain: he had learned to write, first by reading, then 
by talking to himself, and most of all by writing a great 
deal. 
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But style and methods of writing weren’t all he taught 
himself, in his Salem solitude and afterwards. Directing 
his words to an inner audience, he learned to make his 
intentions absolutely clear and to write his books so that 
every sentence “may be understood and felt,” so he said, 
“by anybody who will give himself the trouble to read 
it.” He also learned the value of concrete details. “There 
is nothing too trifling to write down,” he said in a letter 
to Bridge, “so it be in the least degree characteristic. 
You will be surprised to find on re-perusing your journal 
what an importance and graphic power these little par- 
ticulars assume.” Hawthorne had learned to observe “lit- 
tle particulars”; he was a good reporter as well as an 
artist. He was a good journalist or magazinist too, and 
one reads his occasional articles with wonder at all the 
original methods he found for presenting his rather 
tame material. In his stories he learned the effective 
use of symbols, like the birthmark (which was the token 
of mortal frailty and was in the shape of a hand), the 
bosom serpent, the poisoned flower, and the Unpardon- 
able Sin; he learned to give everything a double mean- 
ing and sometimes a whole series of meanings, one 
within another, like the endless series of reflections in 
two mirrors standing face to face. In his novels he 
learned to divide the action into scenes or tableaus, each 
strikingly visualized and balanced one against another; 
it was the dramatic method that Henry James would re- 
discover in his final period. Hardest of all his self-taught 
lessons, Hawthorne learned that each work of art should 
be right by its own laws, which are never quite the same 
as those governing any other work of art, and that each 
should be complete within its frame. Besides being a 
series of balanced tableaus, the action of his novels con- 
sists of interactions among a few characters (usually 
four), so that each book becomes a system of relation- 
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ships, a field of force as clearly defined and symmetrical 
as a magnetic field. He was the first American writer to 
develop this architectural conception of the novel; and 
even in France Madame Bovary wasn’t published until 
seven years after The Scarlet Letter had appeared in 
Boston. 

Flaubert and Hawthorne had not a little in common: 
the same search for perfection, the same mixture of real- 
ism and romanticism, the same feeling that each new 
novel was a totally new problem in mood and organiza- 
tion. Frederic Moreau of Sentimental Education was 
said to be a self-portrait of Flaubert; and one cannot fail 
to note his resemblance to Miles Coverdale of The 
Blithedale Romance , who was said to be a self-portrait 
of Hawthorne. The striking difference between the two 
authors was that Flaubert regarded himself as living and 
working at the center of the civilized world, whereas 
Hawthorne remained the complete provincial even when 
living in Europe. He was provincial in both the good and 
the bad sense of the word, in the good sense because he 
knew his province, accepted his part in it, and serenely 
judged everything else in the world by New England 
standards (so that he transferred the Greek legends to 
the Berkshires after purifying them, as he said, of all 
moral stains); and provincial m the bad sense because 
his localism made him misjudge the works of art he saw 
and the persons he met in foreign countries. 

Sometimes he talked and wrote less like Flaubert 
than like the late George Apley — as when he refused to 
meet George Eliot because she was living with a man 
she couldn’t marry and when he refused to believe that 
any sculptor or painter was a genius unless he could por- 
tray nobility in coat and breeches. "I do not altogether 
see the necessity of ever sculpturing another nakedness,” 
he said in his notebook for 1858. “Man is no longer a 
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naked animal; his clothes are as natural to him as his 
skin, and sculptors have no more right to undress him 
than to flay him.” Hawthorne had always been inter- 
ested in clothes as symbols that revealed a mans nature 
while concealing it, and now his interest had become an 
obsession. Having dressed his thoughts in trousers, he 
no longer moved with the freedom of the naked mind. 

Yet he was, for all his decorum, a man of strong pas- 
sions who liked to write about women of strong passions. 
Two of his four novels deal with adultery and a third, 
The Blithedale Romance , is about a woman trying to 
escape from an undesirable husband who has reduced 
her sister to moral slavery. In the background of The 
Marble Faun > adultery is compounded with incest and 
fratricide. Miriam is married to a near relative — one 
would guess her half-brother — who is a mixture of saint 
and devil. When the devilish side comes uppermost and 
he tries to resume their relationship, she encourages 
Donatello to kill him; and one assumes that she and 
Donatello became lovers that same night. I cannot im- 
agine that Howells, for example, would have dared to 
tell such a story even discreetly and by implication, as 
Hawthorne told it, in most of the New England writers 
passion was not only censored but expunged from the 
heart. It is only the surface that is censored in Haw- 
thorne and it is chiefly the surface that has aged; his 
central problem hasn't aged at all. He wrote about the 
isolated individual trying to regain a place in society, 
and after a hundred years the individual is still isolated 
and our serious novelists are still dealing with loneliness 
and frustration. He wrote about the inner world, and 
that is the theme our novels have continued to express, 
if seldom in Hawthorne's bold symbols or with his sense 
of artistic rightness. 
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I could wish that I had been able to make this Port- 
able a longer book. The House of the Seven Gables 
might have been given in full, and I’m not sure that it 
isn’t the best of Hawthorne’s novels, although The Scar - 
let Letter •, as James said, 'achieves more perfectly what 
it attempts, and it has about it that charm, very hard to 
express, which we find in an artist’s work the first time 
he has touched his highest mark.” There are stories I 
omitted with deep regret, especially “Roger Malvin’s 
Burial,” that haunting myth of parricide, and “Rappac- 
cini’s Daughter,” and I am sorry not to have given longer 
extracts from the notebooks. Of Hawthorne’s serious 
work, as distinguished from his graceful journalism, 
there is little that cannot bear reprinting, but I hope that 
I have at least offered samples of his various manners. I 
have to thank Professor Randall Stewart, of Brown Uni- 
versity, for supplying the full text of some Hawthorne 
letters and for permission to quote from his editions of 
the American and the English notebooks. And I have to 
thank Professor Norman Holmes Pearson, of Yale, for 
many kindnesses, including that of allowing me to use 
his manuscript edition of the French and Italian note- 
books. A new pictuie of Hawthorne is beginning to 
emerge from studies like thens 


Malcolm Cowley 



Some Dates in Hawthorne s Life 

1804 Bom m Salem, Massachusetts, July 4, the second 
of three children. 

1808 His father, a sea captain, dies of yellow fever at 
Surinam. 

1813 The boy injures his foot and is confined to the house 
for two years. 

1818 The Hawthornes move to Raymond, Maine. 

1819 Nathaniel returns to Salem and begins preparing for 
college. 

1821 Enters Bowdoin, where he would form hfelong 
friendships with Franklin Pierce, Horatio Bridge, 
and Jonathan Cilley. 

1825 Graduates from Bowdom, standing eighteenth in a 
class of thirty-five. Goes back to Salem, but does 
not enter his uncles' counting house. 

1828 Publishes his first novel, Fanshawe , anonymously 
and at his own expense. 

1830 Begins to publish stories in the Salem Gazette. 

1836 Goes to Boston and edits the American Magazine of 
Useful and Entertaining Knowledge for a salary of 
$500 a year, which was never paid Writes Peter 
Parley’s Universal History , for a fee of $100. 

1837 Publishes Twice-Told Tales , which his Bowdoin 
classmate Longfellow reviews enthusiastically Ap- 
parently it is in this year that he almost fights a 
duel, over an unnamed young woman. 

1838 Becomes engaged to Sophia Amelia Peabody. His 
friend and classmate Jonathan Cilley is killed m a 
duel. 

1839 Receives his first political appointment, as weigher 
and gauger in the Boston Custom House, at a salary 
of $1200 a year 

1841 Joins the utopian community at Brook Farm, hoping 
22 
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to find a home for himself and Sophia, but leaves 
it that same year. 

1842 Marries Sophia, July 9, and goes to live with her 
in Concord, at the Old Manse. Publishes an en- 
larged edition of Twice-Told Tales . 

1845 Edits apd writes an introduction for Journal of an 
African Cruiser, by his friend Horatio Bridge. 

1846 Receives his second Democratic party appointment, 
as surveyor at the Salem Custom House. Publishes 
Mosses from an Old Manse 

1849 After being discharged from the Custom House in 
June, by the new Whig administration, he starts 
on his most productive period as a writer. 

1850 Pubhshes The Scarlet Letter Moves to a red farm- 
house near Lenox, m the Berkshires. 

1851 Publishes The House of the Seven Gables and A 
Wonder-Book for Boys and Girls. Moves in the late 
autumn to West Newton, near Boston. 

1852 Pubhshes The Snow Image and The Blithedale Ro- 
mance. Buys “The Wayside,” m Concord, and 
moves there with his family. Writes the campaign 
biography of Franklin Pierce, who is elected Presi- 
dent. 

1853 Pubhshes Tanglewood Tales, the last book of his 
productive period. Receives his most lucrative polit- 
ical appointment, that of United States consul at 
Liverpool. 

1854 Pubhshes an enlarged edition of the Mosses Keeps 
an extensive journal, m preparation for writing a 
novel about England 

1857 Resigns his consulship and spends two months in 
London. 

1858 Travels through France and by sea to Italy; spends 
the spring m Rome and the summer in Florence, 
where he starts writing The Marble Faun 

1859 In Rome his daughter Una nearly dies of a linger- 
ing fever and Hawthorne's health begms to fail 
He goes back to England that summer. 

1860 Publishes The Marble Faun. Returns to Concord 
and “The Wayside.” 
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1861-62 Works on Dr. Grimshaioe’s Secret and Septimius 
Felton , but finds himself unable to finish either of 
them. 

1863 Publishes Our Old Home, a volume of English 
travel sketches dedicated to his friend Pierce, who 
had become vastly unpopular. Sets to work on “The 
Dolliver Romance/’ but he is rapidly losing his 
strength. 

1864 Sets on a carriage trip with Pierce, to restore 
his health, but dies in his sleep on the night of 
May 18-19, at Plymouth, New Hampshire. 



Tales 






THE NEW ENGLAND 
LEGEND 




Editor's Note 

Hawthorne’s first stories were the “Seven Tales of My 
Native Land/’ which he burned in manuscript after 
some unhappy attempts to have them published as a 
book. Then came a hundred-odd tales and sketches that 
were printed in magazines or annual gift-books between 
1830 and 1852. Most of them he gathered into three col- 
lections: Twice-Told Tales (1837), Mosses from an Old 
Manse (1846), and The Snow Image (1852), while the 
still uncollected work was reprinted posthumously in 
Sketches and Studies (1883). These titles and dates 
have little to reveal about the stories themselves. Some 
of his earlier work appeared in the later volumes and, to 
increase the confusion, Twice-Told Tales and the Mosses 
came out in revised editions that included some of his 
last-written shorter pieces. In the present volume it 
seemed better to group the stories, not under the titles 
of the books in which they were collected, but rather 
by their underlying themes. 

One of the most important themes is Hawthorne’s con- 
scious effort to create a New England legend, just as 
Irving had been working on a Knickerbocker legend and 
27 
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Sir Walter Scott had made his own country a land of uni- 
versal myths. The six stories in the following group 
are chiefly from Hawthorne's early years. They are 
among those in which, as he said, "a subdued touch of 
the wild and wonderful is thrown over a sketch of New 
England personages and scenery, yet, it is hoped, with- 
out entirely obliterating the sober hues of nature." 

"An Old Woman's Tale" is one of the earliest and 
least-known; it may even be one of the "Seven Tales of 
My Native Land” saved from or rewritten after the 
fire that destroyed the others. In subject and manner 
it shows Hawthorne's early debt to Irving, but it also 
reveals a surer sense of form, a greater economy of effect, 
than Irving ever managed to achieve. Hawthorne was 
writing short stories, in the strict sense of the term, when 
his contemporaries were merely spinning yarns. "My 
Kinsman, Major Molineux” (1832) is the legend of a 
youth who achieves manhood through searching for a 
spiritual father and finding that the object of his search 
is an impostor. "You may rise in the world,” his mentor 
tells him, "without the help of your kinsman, Major 
Molineux." Though early and neglected, the story is one 
of Hawthorne's masterpieces. "The Gray Champion” 
(1835) is a patriotic legend that fired New England 
nationalism during the Civil War. "Young Goodman 
Brown" (1835) is the greatest of Hawthorne’s stories. 
It is a parable into which one can read several mean- 
ings, but the chief of them is that a young man con- 
scious of his own guilt may suddenly find himself in a 
vast confraternity of the damned. "Evil is the nature of 
mankind,” Satan tells the goodman and his wife as they 
stand before an unholy altar. "Welcome again, my chil- 
dren, to the communion of your race." 

The last two stories belong to a later period in Haw- 
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thornes life. "The Golden Touch’' (1851) is one of the 
Greek myths charmingly Bostonized in A Wonder-Book 
for Boys and Girls. King Midas has been transformed 
into a cotton financier, like Abbott Lawrence or Nathan 
Appleton, and he eats a New England breakfast consist- 
ing "of hot cakes, some nice little brook trout, roasted 
potatoes, fresh boiled eggs, and coffee, for King Midas 
himself, and a bowl of bread and milk for his daughter 
Marygold.” In effect, Hawthorne was appropriating the 
Greek legends for his own country. "Feathertop” (1852) 
is the last short story that Hawthorne wrote, and it rep- 
resents a half-playful return to his earlier manner. 


An Old Womans Tale 

I N THE house where I was born, there used to be an 
old woman crouching all day long over the kitchen 
fire, with her elbows on her knees and her feet in the 
ashes. Once in a while she took a turn at the spit, and 
she never lacked a coarse gray stocking in her lap, the 
foot about half finished; it tapered away with her own 
waning life, and she knit the toe-stitch on the day of her 
death. She made it her serious business and sole amuse- 
ment to tell me stories at any time from morning till 
night, in a mumbling, toothless voice, as I sat on a log 
of wood, grasping her check-apron in both my hands. 
Her personal memory included the better part of a hun- 
dred years, and she had strangely jumbled her own ex- 
perience and observation with those of many old people 
who died m her young days; so that she might have been 
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taken for a contemporary of Queen Elizabeth, or of John 
Rogers in the Primer. There are a thousand of her tra- 
ditions lurking in the corners and by-places of my mind, 
some more marvellous than what is to follow, some less 
so, and a few not marvellous in the least, all of which I 
should like to repeat, if I were as happy as she in hav- 
ing a listener. But I am humble enough to own, that I 
do not deserve a listener half so well as that old toothless 
woman, whose narratives possessed an excellence at- 
tributable neither to herself, nor to any single individual. 
Her groundplots, seldom within the widest scope of 
probability, were filled up with homely and natural in- 
cidents, the gradual accretions of a long course of years, 
and fiction hid its grotesque extravagance in this garb of 
truth, hke the Devil (an appropriate simile, for the old 
woman supplies it) disguising himself, cloven-foot and 
all, in mortal attire. These tales generally referred to her 
birthplace, a village in the valley of the Connecticut, the 
aspect of which she impressed with great vividness on 
my fancy. The houses in that tract of country, long a 
wild and dangerous frontier, were rendered defensible 
by a strength of architecture that has preserved many of 
them till our own times, and I cannot describe the sort of 
pleasure with which, two summers since, I rode through 
the little town in question, while one object after another 
rose familiarly to my eye, like successive portions of a 
dream becoming realized. Among other things equally 
probable, she was wont to assert that all the inhabitants 
of this village (at certain intervals, but whether of 
twenty-five or fifty years, or a whole century, remained 
a disputable point) were subject to a simultaneous slum- 
ber, continuing one hour’s space. When that mysterious 
time arrived, the parson snored over his half-written ser- 
mon, though it were Saturday night and no provision 
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made for the morrow — the mother s eyelids closed as she 
bent over her infant, and no childish cry awakened — 
the watcher at the bed of mortal sickness slumbered 
upon the death-pillow — and the dying man anticipated 
his sleep of ages by one as deep and dreamless. To speak 
emphatically, there was a soporific influence throughout 
the village, stronger than if every mother’s son and 
daughter were reading a dull story; notwithstanding 
which the old woman professed to hold the substance of 
the ensuing account from one of those principally con- 
cerned in it. 

One moonlight summer evening, a young man and a 
girl sat down together in the open air. They were distant 
relatives, sprung from a stock once wealthy, but of late 
years so poverty-stricken, that David had not a penny 
to pay the marriage fee, if Esther should consent to wed. 
The seat they had chosen was m an open grove of elm 
and walnut-trees, at a right angle of the road; a spring 
of diamond water just bubbled into the moonlight beside 
them, and then whimpered away through the bushes and 
long grass, in search of a neighboring mill-stream. The 
nearest house (situate within twenty yards of them, and 
the residence of their great-grandfather in his lifetime) 
was a venerable old edifice, crowned with many high 
and narrow peaks, all overrun by innumerable creeping 
plants, which hung curling about the roof like a nice 
young wig on an elderly gentleman’s head. Opposite to 
this establishment was a tavern, with a well and horse- 
trough before it, and a low green bank running along 
the left side of the door. Thence, the road went onward, 
curving scarce perceptibly, through the village, divided 
in the midst by a narrow lane of verdure, and bounded 
on each side by a grassy strip of twice its own breadth. 
The houses had generally an odd look. Here, the moon- 
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light tried to get a glimpse of one, a rough old heap of 
ponderous timber, which, ashamed of its dilapidated as- 
pect, was hiding behind a great thick tree; the lower 
story of the next had sunk almost under ground, as if the 
poor little house were a-weary of the world, and retiring 
into the seclusion of its own cellar; farther on stood one 
of the few recent structures, thrusting its painted face 
conspicuously into the street, with an evident idea that 
it was the fairest thing there. About midway in the vil- 
lage was a grist-mill, partly concealed by the descent of 
the ground towards the stream which turned its wheel. 
At the southern extremity, just so far distant that the 
window-panes dazzled into each other, rose the meeting- 
house, a dingy old barnlike building, with an enormously 
disproportioned steeple sticking up straight into heaven, 
as high as the Tower of Babel, and the cause of nearly 
as much confusion in its day. This steeple, it must be 
understood, was an afterthought, and its addition to the 
main edifice, when the latter had already begun to de- 
cay, had excited a vehement quarrel, and almost a 
schism in the church, some fifty years before. Here the 
road wound down a hill, and was seen no more, the 
remotest object in view being the graveyard gate, be- 
yond the meeting-house. The youthful pair sat hand in 
hand beneath the trees, and for several moments they 
had not spoken, because the breeze was hushed, the 
brook scarce tinkled, the leaves had ceased their rustling, 
and everything lay motionless and silent as if Nature 
were composing herself to slumber. 

"What a beautiful night it is, Esther!” remarked 
David, somewhat drowsily. 

"Very beautiful,” answered the girl, in the same tone. 

"But how still!” continued David. 

"Ah, too still!” said Esther, with a faint shudder, like 
a modest leaf when the wind kisses it. 
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Perhaps they fell asleep together, and, united as their 
spirits were by close and tender sympathies, the same 
strange dream might have wrapped them in its shadowy 
arms. But they conceived, at the time, that they still re- 
mained wakeful by the spring of bubbling water, looking 
down through the village, and all along the moon-lighted 
road, and at the queer old houses, and at the trees, which 
thrust their great twisted branches almost into the win- 
dows. There was only a sort of mistiness over their minds 
like the smoky air of an early autumn night. At length, 
without any vivid astonishment, they became conscious 
that a great many people were either entering the vil- 
lage or already in the street, but whether they came from 
the meeting-house, or from a little beyond it, or where 
the devil they came from, was more than could be deter- 
mined. Certainly a crowd of people seemed to be there, 
men, women, and children, all of whom were yawning 
and rubbing their eyes, stretching their limbs, and stag- 
gering from side to side of the road, as if but partially 
awakened fiom a sound slumbei. Sometimes they stood 
stock-still, with their hands over their brows to shade 
their sight from the moonbeams. As they drew near, 
most of their countenances appealed familiar to Esther 
and David, possessing the peculiar features of families 
m the village, and that general air and aspect by which 
a person would recognize his own townsmen in the re- 
motest ends of the earth. But though the whole multi- 
tude might have been taken, in the mass, for neighbors 
and acquaintances, there was not a single individual 
whose exact likeness they had ever before seen. It was a 
noticeable circumstance, also, that the newest fashioned 
garment on the backs of these people might have been 
worn by the great-grandparents of the existing genera- 
tion. There was one figure behind all the rest, and not 
yet near enough to be perfectly distinguished. 
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"Where on earth, David, do all these odd people come 
from?” said Esther, with a lazy inclination to laugh. 

"Nowhere on earth, Esther,” replied David, unknow- 
ing why he said so. 

As they spoke, the strangers showed some symptoms 
of disquietude, and looked towards the fountain for an 
instant, but immediately appeared to assume their own 
trains of thought and previous purposes. They now sep- 
arated to different parts of the village, with a readiness 
that implied intimate local knowledge, and it may be 
worthy of remark, that, though they were evidently lo- 
quacious among themselves, neither their footsteps nor 
their voices reached the ears of the beholders. Wherever 
there was a venerable old house, of fifty years" standing 
and upwards, surrounded by its elm or walnut-trees, 
with its dark and weather-beaten bam, its well, its or- 
chard and stone-walls, all ancient and all in good repair 
around it, there a little group of these people assembled. 
Such parties were mostly composed of an aged man and 
woman, with the younger members of a family; their 
faces were full of joy, so deep that it assumed the shade 
of melancholy, they pointed to each other the minutest 
objects about the homesteads, things in their hearts, and 
were now comparing them with the originals. But where 
hollow places by the wayside, grass-grown, and uneven, 
with unsightly chimneys rising ruinous in the midst, 
gave indications of a fallen dwelling and of hearths long 
cold, there did a few of the strangers sit them down on 
the mouldering beams, and on the yellow moss that had 
overspread the door-stone. The men folded their arms, 
sad and speechless; the women wrung their hands with 
a more vivid expression of grief; and the little children 
tottered to their knees, shrinking away from the open 
grave of domestic love. And wherever a recent edifice 
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reared its white and flashy front on the foundation of an 
old one, there a gray-haired man might be seen to shake 
his staff in anger at it, while his aged dame and their 
offspring" appeared to join in their maledictions, forming 
a fearful picture m the ghostly moonlight. While these 
scenes were passing, the one figure in the rear of all the 
rest was descending the hollow towards the mill, and the 
eyes of David and Esther were diawn thence to a pair 
with whom they could fully sympathize. It was a youth 
in a sailor's dress and a pale slender maiden, who met 
each other with a sweet embrace in the middle of the 
street. 

“How long it must be since they parted,” observed 
David. 

"Fifty years at least,” said Esther. 

They continued to gaze with wondering calmness and 
quiet interest, as the dream (if such it were) unrolled 
its quaint and motley semblance before them, and their 
notice was now attracted by several little knots of people 
apparently engaged in conversation. Of these one of the 
earliest collected and most characteristic was near the 
tavern, the persons who composed it being seated on 
the low green bank along the left side of the door. A con- 
spicuous figure here was a fine corpulent old fellow in 
his shirt-sleeves and flame-colored breeches, and with a 
stained white apron over his paunch, beneath which he 
held his hands, and wherewith at times he wiped his 
ruddy face. The stately decrepitude of one of his com- 
panions, the scar of an Indian tomahawk on his crown, 
and especially his worn buff-coat, were appropriate 
marks of a veteran belonging to an old Provincial garri- 
son, now deaf to the roll-call. Another showed his rough 
face under a tarry hat and wore a pair of wide trousers, 
like an ancient mariner who had tossed away his youth 
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upon the sea, and was returned, hoary and weather- 
beaten, to his inland home. There was also a thin young 
man, carelessly dressed, who ever and anon cast a sad 
look towards the pale maiden above mentioned. With 
these there sat a hunter, and one or two others, and they 
were soon joined by a miller, who came upward from 
the dusty mill, his coat as white as if besprinkled with 
powdered starlight. All these (by the aid of jests, which 
might indeed be old, but had not been recently re- 
peated) waxed very merry, and it was rather strange, 
that just as their sides shook with the heartiest laughter, 
they appeared greatly like a group of shadows flickering 
in the moonshine. Four personages, very different from 
these, stood in front of the large house with its periwig 
of creeping plants. One was a little elderly figure, dis- 
tinguished by the gold on his three-cornered hat and sky- 
blue coat, and by the seal of arms annexed to his great 
gold watch-chain; his air and aspect befitted a Justice of 
Peace and County Major, and all earths pride and pom- 
posity were squeezed into this small gentleman of five 
feet high. The next in importance was a grave person of 
sixty or seventy years, whose black suit and band suffi- 
ciently indicated his character, and the polished bald- 
ness of whose head was worthy of a famous preacher in 
the village, half a century before, who had made wigs 
a subject of pulpit denunciation. The two other figures, 
both clad in dark gray, showed the sobriety of Deacons; 
one was ridiculously tall and thin, like a man of ordi- 
nary bulk infinitely produced, as the mathemafacians 
say; while the brevity and thickness of his colleague 
seemed a compression of the same man. These four 
talked with great earnestness, and their gestures inti- 
mated that they had revived the ancient dispute about 
the meeting-house steeple. The grave person in black 
spoke with composed solemnity, as if he were addressing 
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a Synod; the short deacon grunted out occasional sen- 
tences, as brief as himself; his tall brother drew the long 
thread of his argument through the whole discussion, 
and (reasoning from analogy) his voice must indubi- 
tably have been small and squeaking. But the little old 
man in gold-lace was evidently scorched by his own red- 
hot eloquence; he bounced from one to another, shook 
his cane at the steeple, at the two deacons, and almost 
in the parson’s face, stamping with his foot fiercely 
enough to break a hole through the very earth; though, 
indeed, it could not exactly be said that the green grass 
bent beneath him. The figure, noticed as coming behind 
all the rest, had now surmounted the ascent from the 
mill, and proved to be an elderly lady with something in 
her hand. 

“Why does she walk so slow?” asked David. 

“Don’t you see she is lame?” said Esther. 

This gentlewoman, whose infirmity had kept her so 
far in the fear of the crowd, now came hobbling on, 
glided unobserved by the polemic group, and paused on 
the left brink of the fountain, within a few feet of the 
two spectators. She was a magnificent old dame, as ever 
mortal eye beheld. Her spangled shoes and gold-clocked 
stockings shone gloriously within the spacious circle of 
a red hoop-petticoat, which swelled to the very point of 
explosion, and was bedecked all over with embroidery 
a little tarnished. Above the petticoat, and parting in 
front so as to display it to the best advantage, was a 
figured blue damask gown. A wide and stiff ruff en- 
circled her neck, a cap of the finest muslin, though rather 
dingy, covered her head, and her nose was bestridden by 
a pair of gold-bowed spectacles with enormous glasses. 
But the old lady’s face was pinched, sharp, and sallow, 
wearing a niggardly and avaricious expression, and form- 
ing an odd contrast to the splendor of her attire, as did 
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likewise the implement which she held in her hand. It 
was a sort of iron shovel (by housewives termed a 
“slice”), such as is used in clearing the oven, and with 
this, selecting a spot between a walnut-tree and the 
fountain, the good dame made an earnest attempt to dig. 
The tender sods, however, possessed a strange impen- 
etrability. They resisted her efforts like a quarry of living 
granite, and, losing her breath, she cast down the shovel 
and seemed to bemoan herself most piteously, gnashing 
her teeth (what few she had) and wringing her thin 
yellow hands. Then, apparently with new hope, she re- 
sumed her toil, which still had the same result — a cir- 
cumstance the less surprising to David and Esther, be- 
cause at times they would catch the moonlight shining 
through the old woman, and dancing in the fountain be- 
yond. The little man in gold-lace now happened to see 
her, and made his approach on tiptoe. 

“How hard this elderly lady works!” remarked David. 

“Go and help her, David,” said Esther, compassion- 
ately. 

As their drowsy voices spoke, both the old woman and 
the pompous little figure behind her lifted their eyes, and 
for a moment they regarded the youth and damsel with 
something like kindness and affection; which, however, 
were dim and uncertain, and passed away almost im- 
mediately. The old woman again betook herself to the 
shovel, but was startled by a hand suddenly laid upon 
her shoulder; she turned round in great trepidation, and 
beheld the dignitary in the blue coat; then followed an 
embrace of such closeness as would indicate no remoter 
connection than matrimony between these two decorous 
persons. The gentleman next pointed to the shovel, ap- 
pearing to inquire the purpose of his ladys occupation; 
while she as evidently parried his interrogatories, main- 
taining a demure and sanctified visage as every good 
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woman ought, in similar cases. Howbeit, she could not 
forbear looking askew, behind her spectacles, towards 
the spot of stubborn turf. All the while, their figures had 
a strangeness in them, and it seemed as if some cunning 
jeweller had made their golden ornaments of the yellow- 
est of the setting sunbeams, and that the blue of their 
garments was brought from the dark sky near the moon, 
and that the gentleman s silk waistcoat was the bright 
side of a fiery cloud, and the lady's scarlet petticoat a 
remnant of the blush of morning — and that they both 
were two unrealities of colored air. But now there was 
a sudden movement throughout the multitude. The 
Squire drew forth a watch as large as the dial on the 
famous steeple, looked at the warning hands and got 
him gone, nor could his lady tarry, the party at the tav- 
ern door took to their heels, headed by the fat man in 
the flaming breeches, the tall deacon stalked away im- 
mediately, and the short deacon waddled after, making 
four steps to the yard; the mothers called their childien 
about them and set forth, with a gentle and sad glance 
behind. Like cloudy fantasies that hurry by a viewless 
impulse from the sky, they all were fled, and the wind 
rose up and followed them with a strange moaning down 
the lonely street. Now whither these people went is more 
than may be told; only David and Esther seemed to see 
the shadowy splendor of the ancient dame, as she lin- 
gered in the moonshine at the graveyard gate, gazing 
backward to the fountain. 

“O Esther! I have had such a dream!” cried David, 
starting up, and rubbing his eyes. 

"And I such another^” answered Esther, gaping till 
her pretty red lips formed a circle. 

"About an old woman with gold-bowed spectacles,” 
continued David. 

"And a scarlet hoop-petticoat,” added Esther. They 
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now stared in each other’s eyes, with great astonishment 
and some little fear. After a thoughtful moment or two, 
David drew a long breath and stood upright. 

“If I live till tomorrow morning,” said he, ‘Til see 
what may be buried between that tree and the spring 
of water.” 

“And why not tonight, David?” asked Esther; for she 
was a sensible little girl, and bethought herself that the 
matter might as well be done in secrecy. 

David felt the propriety of the remark, and looked 
round for the means of following her advice. The moon 
shone brightly on something that rested against the side 
of the old house, and, on a nearer view, it proved to be 
an iron shovel, bearing a singular resemblance to that 
which they had seen in their dreams. He used it with 
better success than the old woman, the soil giving way 
so freely to his efforts, that he had soon scooped a hole 
as large as the basin of the spring. Suddenly, he poked 
his head down to the very bottom of this cavity. “Oho! — 
what have we here?” cried David. 

1830 Tales and Sketches 




My Kinsman , Major Molineux 

AFTER the kings of Great Britain had assumed the 
right of appointing the colonial governors, the 
measures of the latter seldom met with the ready and 
generous approbation which had been paid to those of 
their predecessors, under the original charters. The peo- 
ple looked with most jealous scrutiny to the exercise of 
power which did not emanate from themselves, and they 
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usually rewarded their rulers with slender gratitude for 
the compliances by which, in softening their instructions 
from beyond the sea, they hadancurred the reprehension 
of those who gave them. The annals of Massachusetts 
Bay will inform us, that of six governors in the space of 
about forty years from the surrender of the old charter, 
under James II, two were imprisoned by a popular insur- 
rection* a third, as Hutchinson inclines to believe, was 
driven from the province by the whizzing of a musket- 
ball; a fourth, in the opinion of the same historian, was 
hastened to his grave by continual bickerings with the 
House of Representatives; and the remaining two, as 
well as their successors, till the Revolution, were favored 
with few and brief intervals of peaceful sway. The in- 
ferior members of the court party, in times of high polit- 
ical excitement, led scarcely a more desirable life. These 
remarks may serve as a preface to the following adven- 
tures, which chanced upon a summer night, not far from 
a hundred yeais ago. The reader, in order to avoid a 
long and dry detail of colonial affairs, is requested to dis- 
pense with an account of the train of circumstances that 
had caused much temporary inflammation of the popu- 
lar mind. 

It was near nine o’clock of a moonlight evening, when 
a boat crossed the ferry with a single passenger, who had 
obtained his conveyance at that unusual hour by the 
promise of an extra fare. While he stood on the landing- 
place, searching in either pocket for the means of fulfill- 
ing his agreement, the ferryman lifted a lantern, by the 
aid of which, and the newly risen moon, he took a very 
accurate survey of the stranger s figure. He was a youth 
of barely eighteen yeais, evidently country-bred, and 
now, as it should seem, upon his first visit to town. He 
was clad in a coarse gray coat, well worn, but in excel- 
lent repair; his under-garments were durably constructed 
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of leather, and fitted tight to a pair of serviceable and 
well-shaped limbs; his stockings of blue yarn were the 
incontrovertible work of a mother or a sister; and on his 
head was a three-cornered hat, which in its better days 
had perhaps sheltered the graver brow of the lad’s 
father. Under his left arm was a heavy cudgel formed of 
an oak sapling, and retaining a part of the hardened 
root, and his equipment was completed by a wallet, not 
so abundantly stocked as to incommode the vigorous 
shoulders on which it hung. Brown, curly hair, well- 
shaped features, and bright, cheerful eyes were nature's 
gifts, and worth all that art could have done for his 
adornment. 

The youth, one of whose names was Robin, finally 
drew from his pocket the half of a little province bill of 
five shillings, which, in the depreciation in that sort of 
currency, did but satisfy the ferryman's demand, with 
the surplus of a sexangular piece of parchment, valued 
at three pence. He then walked forward into the town, 
with as light a step as if his day's journey had not already 
exceeded thirty miles, and with as eager an eye as if he 
were entering London city, instead of the little metrop- 
olis of a New England colony. Before Robin had pro- 
ceeded far, however, it occurred to him that he knew not 
whither to direct his steps; so he paused, and looked up 
and down the narrow street, scrutinizing the small and 
mean wooden buildings that were scattered on either 
side. 

"This low hovel cannot be my kinsman's dwelling," 
thought he, "nor yonder old house, where the moonlight 
enters at the broken casement; and truly I see none here- 
abouts that might be worthy of him. It would have been 
wise to inquire my way of the ferryman, and doubtless 
he would have gone with me, and earned a shilling from 
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the Major for his pains. But the next man I meet will do 
as well.” 

He resumed his walk, and was glad to perceive that 
the street now became wider, and the houses more re- 
spectable in their appearance. He soon discerned a figure 
moving on moderately in advance, and hastened his 
steps to overtake it. As Robin drew nigh, he saw that 
the passenger was a man in years, with a full periwig of 
gray hair, a wide-skirted coat of dark cloth, and silk 
stockings rolled above his knees. He carried a long and 
polished cane, which he struck down perpendicularly 
before him at every step; and at regular intervals he 
uttered two successive hems, of a peculiarly solemn and 
sepulchral intonation. Having made these observations, 
Robin laid hold of the skirt of the old man’s coat, just 
when the light from the open door and windows of a 
barber’s shop fell upon both their figures. 

“Good evening to you, honored sir,” said he, making 
a low bow, and still retaining his hold of the skirt. “I 
pray you tell me whereabouts is the dwelling of my kins- 
man, Major Molineux.” 

The youth’s question was uttered very loudly; and one 
of the barbers, whose razor was descending on a well- 
soaped chin, and another who was dressing a Ramillies 
wig, left their occupations, and came to the door. The 
citizen, in the mean time, turned a long-favored counte- 
nance upon Robin, and answered him in a tone of exces- 
sive anger and annoyance. His two sepulchral hems, 
however, broke into the very center of his rebuke, with 
most singular effect, like a thought of the cold grave ob- 
truding among wrathful passions. 

“Let go my garment, fellow! I tell you, I know not the 
man you speak of What! I have authority, I have — hem, 
hem — authority; and if this be the respect you show for 
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your betters, your feet shall be brought acquainted with 
the stocks by daylight, tomorrow morning!” 

Robin released the old man's skirt, and hastened away, 
pursued by an ill-mannered roar of laughter from the 
barbers shop. He was at first considerably surprised by 
the result of his question, but, being a shrewd youth, 
soon thought himself able to account for the mystery. 

“This is some country representative,” was his con- 
clusion, “who has never seen the inside of my kinsmans 
door, and lacks the breeding to answer a stranger civilly. 
The man is old, or verily — I might be tempted to turn 
back and smite him on the nose. Ah, Robin, Robin! even 
the barber’s boys laugh at you for choosing such a guide! 
You will be wiser in time, friend Robin.” 

He now became entangled in a succession of crooked 
and narrow streets, which crossed each other, and me- 
andered at no great distance from the water-side. The 
smell of tar was obvious to his nostrils, the masts of ves- 
sels pierced the moonlight above the tops of the build- 
ings, and the numerous signs, which Robin paused to 
read, informed him that he was near the centre of busi- 
ness. But the streets were empty, the shops were closed, 
and lights were visible only in the second stories of a 
few dwelling-houses. At length, on the corner of a nar- 
row lane, through which he was passing, he beheld the 
broad countenance of a British hero swinging before the 
door of an inn, whence proceeded the voices of many 
guests. The casement of one of the lower windows was 
thrown back, and a very thin curtain permitted Robin to 
distinguish a party at supper, round a very well-fur- 
nished table. The fragrance of the good cheer steamed 
forth into the outer air, and the youth could not fail to 
recollect that the last remnant of his travelling stock of 
provision had yielded to his morning appetite, and that 
noon had found and left him dinnerless. 
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"Oh, that a parchment three-penny might give me a 
right to sit down at yonder table!” said Robin, with a 
sigh. "But the Major will make me welcome to the best 
of his victuals; so I will even step boldly in, and inquire 
my way to his dwelling.” 

He entered the tavern, and was guided by the mur- 
mur of voices and the fumes of tobacco to the public- 
room. It was a long and low apartment, with oaken 
walls, grown dark in the continual smoke, and a floor 
which was thickly sanded, but of no immaculate purity. 
A number of persons — the larger part of whom appeared 
to be mariners, or in some way connected with the sea 
— occupied the wooden benches, or leather-bottomed 
chairs, conversing on various matters, and occasionally 
lending their attention to some topic of general interest. 
Three or four little groups were draining as many bowls 
of punch, which the West India trade had long since 
made a familiar drink in the colony. Others, who had the 
appearance of men who lived by regular and laborious 
handicraft, preferred the insulated bliss of an unshared 
potation, and became more taciturn under its influence. 
Nearly all, m short, evinced a predilection for the Good 
Creature in some of its various shapes, for this is a vice 
to which, as Fast Day sermons of a hundred years ago 
will testify, we have a long hereditary claim. The only 
guests to whom Robins sympathies inclined him were 
two or three sheepish countrymen, who were using the 
inn somewhat after the fashion of a Turkish caravansary; 
they had gotten themselves into the darkest corner of 
the room, and heedless of the Nicotian atmosphere, were 
supping on the bread of their own ovens, and the bacon 
cured in their own chimney-smoke. But though Robin 
felt a sort of brotherhood with these strangers, his eyes 
were attracted from them to a person who stood near the 
door, holding whispered conversation with a group of ill- 
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dressed associates. His features were separately striking 
almost to grotesqueness, and the whole face left a deep 
impression on the memory. The forehead bulged out 
into a double prominence, with a vale between; the nose 
came boldly forth in an irregular curve, and its bridge 
was of more than a finger’s breadth; the eyebrows were 
deep and shaggy, and the eyes glowed beneath them 
like fire in a cave. 

While Robin deliberated of whom to inquire respect- 
ing his kinsman’s dwelling, he was accosted by the inn- 
keeper, a little man in a stained white apron, who had 
come to pay his professional welcome to the stranger. 
Being in die second generation from a French Protestant, 
he seemed to have inherited the courtesy of his parent 
nation; but no variety of circumstances was ever known 
to change his voice from the one shrill note in which he 
now addressed Robin. 

“From the country, I presume, sir?” said he, with a 
profound bow. “Beg leave to congratulate you on your 
arrival, and trust you intend a long stay with us. Fine 
town here, sir, beautiful buildings, and much that may 
interest a stranger. May I hope for the honor of your 
commands in respect to supper?” 

“The man sees a family likeness! the rogue has 
guessed that I am related to the Major!” thought Robin, 
who had hitherto experienced little superfluous civility. 

All eyes were now turned on the country lad, standing 
at the door, in his worn three-cornered hat, gray coat, 
leather breeches, and blue yarn stockings, leaning on an 
oaken cudgel, and bearing a wallet on his back. 

Robin replied to the courteous innkeeper, with such 
an assumption of confidence as befitted the Major’s rela- 
tive. “My honest friend,” he said, “I shall make it a point 
to patronize your house on some occasion, when” — here 
he could not help lowering his voice — “when I may have 



MY KINSMAN, MAJOR MOLINEUX 47 

more than a parchment three-pence in my pocket. My 
present business,” continued he, speaking with lofty con- 
fidence, “is merely to inquire my way to the dwelling of 
my kinsman. Major Molineux.” 

There was a sudden and general movement in the 
room, which Robin interpreted as expressing the eager- 
ness of each individual to become his guide. But the inn- 
keeper turned his eyes to a written paper on the wall, 
which he read, or seemed to read, with occasional recur- 
rences to the young man s figure. 

“What have we here?” said he, breaking his speech 
into little dry fragments. “ 'Left the house of the sub- 
scriber, bounden servant, Hezekiah Mudge — had on, 
when he went away, gray coat, leather breeches, mas- 
ter’s third-best hat. One pound currency reward to who- 
soever shall lodge him in any jail of the providence/ Bet- 
ter trudge, boy; better trudge!” 

Robin had begun to draw his hand towards the lighter 
end of the oak cudgel, but a strange hostility in every 
countenance induced him to relinquish his purpose of 
breaking the courteous innkeeper’s head. As he turned 
to leave the room, he encountered a sneering glance 
from the bold-featured personage whom he had befoie 
noticed; and no sooner was he beyond the door, than he 
heard a general laugh, in which the innkeeper s voice 
might be distinguished, like the dropping of small stones 
into a kettle. 

“Now, is it not strange,” thought Robin, with his usual 
shrewdness — “is it not strange that the confession of an 
empty pocket should outweigh the name of my kins- 
man, Major Molineux? Oh, if I had one of those grinning 
rascals in the woods, where I and my oak sapling grew 
up together, I would teach him that my arm is heavy 
though my purse be light!” 

On turning the corner of the narrow lane, Robin found 
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himself in a spacious street, with an unbroken line of 
lofty houses on each side, and a steepled building at the 
upper end, whence the ringing of a bell announced the 
hour of nine. The light of the moon, and the lamps from 
the numerous shop-windows, discovered people prome- 
nading on the pavement, and amongst them Robin had 
hoped to recognize his hitherto inscrutable relative. The 
result of his former inquiries made him unwilling to 
hazard another, in a scene of such publicity, and he de- 
termined to walk slowly and silently up the street, thrust- 
ing his face close to that of every elderly gentleman, in 
search of the Majors lineaments. In his progress, Robin 
encountered many gay and gallant figures. Embroidered 
garments of showy colors, enormous periwigs, gold-laced 
hats, and silver-hilted swords glided past him and daz- 
zled his optics. Travelled youths, imitators of the Euro- 
pean fine gentlemen of the period, trod jauntily along, 
half dancing to the fashionable tunes which they 
hummed, and making poor Robin ashamed of his quiet 
and natural gait. At length, after many pauses to ex- 
amine the gorgeous display of goods in the shop-win- 
dows, and after suffering some rebukes for the imper- 
tinence of his scrutiny into people’s faces, the Major’s 
kinsman found himself near the steepled building, still 
unsuccessful in his search. As yet, however, he had seen 
only one side of the thronged street; so Robin crossed, 
and continued the same sort of inquisition down the op- 
posite pavement, with stronger hopes than the philoso- 
pher seeking an honest man, but with no better fortune. 
He had arrived about midway towards the lower end, 
from which his course began, when he overheard the ap- 
proach of some one who struck down a cane on the flag- 
stones at every step, uttering at regular intervals, two 
sepulchral hems. 

“Mercy on us!” quoth Robin, recognizing the sound. 
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Turning a corner, which chanced to be close at his 
right hand, he hastened to pursue his researches in some 
other part of the town. His patience now was wearing 
low, and he seemed to feel more fatigue from his ram- 
bles since he crossed the ferry, than from his journey 
of several days on the other side. Hunger also pleaded 
loudly within him, and Robin began to balance the 
propriety of demanding, violently, and with lifted cud- 
gel, the necessary guidance from the first solitary pas- 
senger whom he should meet While a resolution to this 
effect was gaining strength, he entered a street of mean 
appearance, on either side of which a row of ill-built 
houses was straggling towards the harbor. The moon- 
light fell upon no passenger along the whole extent, but 
in the third domicile which Robin passed there was a 
half-opened door, and his keen glance detected a wom- 
an’s garment within. 

“My luck may be better here,” said he to himself. 

Accordingly, he approached the door, and beheld it 
shut closer as he did so, yet an open space remained, suf- 
ficing for the fair occupant to observe the stranger, with- 
out a coi responding display on her part. All that Robin 
could discern was a strip of scarlet petticoat, and the 
occasional sparkle of an eye, as if the moonbeams were 
trembling on some bright thing. 

“Pretty mistress,” for I may call her so with a good 
conscience, thought the shrewd youth, since I know 
nothing to the contrary — “my sweet pretty mistress, will 
you be kind enough to tell me whereabouts I must seek 
the dwelling of my kinsman, Major Molineux?” 

Robin’s voice was plaintive and winning, and the 
female, seeing nothing to be shunned in the handsome 
country youth, thrust open the door, and came forth into 
the moonlight. She was a dainty little figure, with a 
white neck, round arms, and a slender waist, at the ex- 
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tremity of which her scarlet petticoat jutted out over a 
hoop, as if she were standing in a balloon. Moreover, her 
face was oval and pretty, her hair dark beneath the little 
cap, and her bright eyes possessed a sly freedom, which 
triumphed over those of Robin. 

“Major Molineux dwells here,” said this fair woman. 

Now, her voice was the sweetest Robin had heard that 
night, yet he could not help doubting whether that sweet 
voice spoke Gospel truth. He looked up and down the 
mean street, and then surveyed the house before which 
they stood. It was a small, dark edifice of two stories, the 
second of which projected over the lower floor, and the 
front apartment had the aspect of a shop for petty com- 
modities. 

“Now, truly, I am in luck,” replied Robin, cunningly, 
“and so indeed is my kinsman, the Major, in having so 
pretty a housekeeper. But I prithee trouble him to step 
to the door; I will deliver him a message from his friends 
in the country, and then go back to my lodgings at the 
inn.” 

“Nay, the Major has been abed this hour or more,” 
said the lady of the scarlet petticoat; “and it would be 
to little purpose to disturb him tonight, seeing his eve- 
ning draught was of the strongest. But he is a kind- 
hearted man, and it would be as much as my life’s worth 
to let a kinsman of his turn away from the door. You are 
the good old gentleman’s very picture, and I could swear 
that was his rainy-weather hat. Also he has garments 
very much resembling those leather small-clothes. But 
come in, I pray, for I bid you hearty welcome in his 
name.” 

So saying, the fair and hospitable dame took our hero 
by the hand; and the touch was light, and the force was 
gentleness, and though Robin read in her eyes what 
he did not hear in her words, yet the slender-waisted 
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woman in the scarlet petticoat proved stronger than the 
athletic country youth. She had drawn his half-willing 
footsteps nearly to the threshold, when the opening of 
a door in the neighborhood startled the Major’s house- 
keeper, and, leaving the Major’s kinsman, she vanished 
speedily into her own domicile. A heavy yawn preceded 
the appearance of a man, who, like the Moonshine of 
Pyramus and Thisbe, carried a lantern, needlessly aiding 
his sister luminary in the heavens. As he walked sleepily 
up the street, he turned his broad, dull face on Robin, 
and displayed a long staff, spiked at the end. 

“Home, vagabond, home!” said the watchman, in ac- 
cents that seemed to fall asleep as soon as they were 
uttered. “Home, or we’ll set you in the stocks by peep 
of day!” 

“This is the second hint of the kind,” thought Robin. 
“I wish they would end my difficulties, by setting me 
there tonight.” 

Nevertheless, the youth felt an instinctive antipathy 
towards the guardian of midnight order, which at first 
prevented him fiom asking his usual question. But just 
when the man was about to vanish behind the corner, 
Robin resolved not to lose the opportunity, and shouted 
lustily after him — 

“I say, friend! will you guide me to the house of my 
kinsman, Major Molineux?” 

The watchman made no reply, but turned the comer 
and was gone; yet Robin seemed to hear the sound of 
drowsy laughter stealing along the solitary street. At that 
moment, also, a pleasant titter saluted him from the 
open window above his head; he looked up, and caught 
the sparkle of a saucy eye; a round arm beckoned to him, 
and next he heard light footsteps descending the stair- 
case within. But Robin, being of the household of a New 
England clergyman, was a good youth, as well as a 
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shrewd one; so he resisted temptation, and fled away. 

He now roamed desperately, and at random, through 
the town, almost ready to believe that a spell was on 
him, like that by which a wizard of his country had once 
kept three pursuers wandering, a whole winter night, 
within twenty paces of the cottage which they sought. 
The streets lay before him, strange and desolate, and the 
lights were extinguished in almost every house. Twice, 
however, little parties of men, among whom Robin dis- 
tinguished individuals in outlandish attire, came hurry- 
ing along; but, though on both occasions, they paused to 
address him, such intercourse did not at all enlighten his 
perplexity. They did but utter a few words in some lan- 
guage of which Robin knew nothing, and perceiving his 
inability to answer, bestowed a curse upon him in plain 
English and hastened away. Finally, the lad determined 
to knock at the door of every mansion that might appear 
worthy to be occupied by his kinsman, trusting that per- 
severance would overcome the fatality that had hitherto 
thwarted him. Firm in this resolve, he was passing be- 
neath the walls of a church, which formed the corner 
of two streets, when, as he turned into the shade of its 
steeple, he encountered a bulky stranger, muffled in a 
cloak. The man was proceeding with the speed of earnest 
business, but Robin planted himself full before him, 
holding the oak cudgel with both hands across his body 
as a bar to further passage. 

“Halt, honest man, and answer me a question,” said 
he, very resolutely. “Tell me, this instant, whereabouts 
is the dwelling of my kinsman, Major Molineux!” 

“Keep your tongue between your teeth, fool, and let 
me pass!” said a deep, gruff voice, which Robin partly 
remembered. “Let me pass, or IT1 strike you to the 
earth!” 

“No, no, neighbor!” cried Robin, flourishing his cud- 
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gel, and then thrusting its larger end close to the man’s 
muffled face. "No, no, I’m not the fool you take me for, 
nor do you pass till I have an answer to my question. 
Whereabouts is the dwelling of my kinsman, Major Mo- 
lineux?” 

The stranger, instead of attempting to force his pas- 
sage, stepped back into the moonlight, unmuffled his 
face, and stared full into that of Robin. 

"Watch here an hour, and Major Molineux will pass 
by,” said he. 

Robin gazed with dismay and astonishment on the un- 
precedented physiognomy of the speaker. The forehead 
with its double prominence, the broad hooked nose, the 
shaggy eyebrows, and fiery eyes were those which he 
had noticed at the inn, but the mans complexion had 
undergone a singular, or, more properly, a twofold 
change One side of the face blazed an intense red, while 
the other was black as midnight, the division line being 
in the broad bridge of the nose; and a mouth which 
seemed to extend from ear to ear was black or red, in 
contrast to the color of the cheek. The effect was as if 
two individual devils, a fiend of fire and a fiend of dark- 
ness, had united themselves to form this infernal visage. 
The stranger grinned in Robins face, muffled his party- 
colored features, and was out of sight m a moment. 

“Strange things we travellers see!” ejaculated Robin. 

He seated himself, however, upon the steps of the 
church-door, resolving to wait the appointed time for his 
kinsman. A few moments were consumed in philosophi- 
cal speculations upon the species of man who had just 
left him; but having settled this point shrewdly, ra- 
tionally, and satisfactorily, he was compelled to look 
elsewhere for his amusement. And first he threw his eyes 
along the street. It was of more respectable appearance 
than most of those into which he had wandered; and the 
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moon, creating, like the imaginative power, a beautiful 
strangeness in familiar objects, gave something of ro- 
mance to a scene that might not have possessed it in the 
light of day. The irregular and often quaint architecture 
of the houses, some of whose roofs were broken into 
numerous little peaks, while others ascended, steep and 
narrow, into a single point, and others again were 
square; the pure snow-white of some of their com- 
plexions, the aged darkness of others, and the thousand 
sparklings, reflected from bright substances in the walls 
of many; these matters engaged Robin’s attention for a 
while, and then began to grow wearisome. Next he en- 
deavored to define the forms of distant objects, starting 
away, with almost ghostly indistinctness, just as his eye 
appeared to grasp them; and finally he took a minute 
survey of an edifice which stood on the opposite side of 
the street, directly in front of the church-door, where he 
was stationed. It was a large, square mansion, distin- 
guished from its neighbors by a balcony, which rested on 
tall pillars, and by an elaborate Gothic window, com- 
municating therewith. 

"Perhaps this is the very house I have been seeking,” 
thought Robin. 

Then he strove to speed away the time, by listening 
to a murmur which swept continually along the street, 
yet was scarcely audible, except to an unaccustomed ear 
like his; it was a low, dull, dreamy sound, compounded 
of many noises, each of which was at too great a distance 
to be separately heard. Robin marvelled at this snore of 
a sleeping town, and marvelled more whenever its con- 
tinuity was broken by now and then a distant shout, ap- 
parently loud where it originated. But altogether it was 
a sleep-inspiring sound, and, to shake off its drowsy in- 
fluence, Robin arose, and climbed a window-frame, that 
he might view the interior of the church. There the 
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moonbeams came trembling in, and fell down upon the 
deserted pews, and extended along the quiet aisles. A 
fainter yet more awful radiance was hovering around the 
pulpit, and one solitary ray had dared to rest upon the 
open page of the great Bible. Had nature, in that deep 
hour, become a worshipper in the house which man had 
builded? Or was that heavenly light the visible sanctity 
of the place — visible because no earthly and impure feet 
were within the walls? The scene made Robin's heart 
shiver with a sensation of loneliness stronger than he had 
ever felt in the remotest depths of his native woods; so 
he turned away and sat down again before the door. 
There were graves around the church, and now an un- 
easy thought obtruded into Robin’s breast. What if the 
object of his search, which had been so often and so 
strangely thwarted, were all the time mouldering in his 
shroud? What if his kinsman should glide through yon- 
der gate, and nod and smile to him in dimly passing by? 

“Oh that any breathing thing were here with me!” 
said Robin. 

Recalling his thoughts from this uncomfortable track, 
he sent them over forest, hill, and stream, and attempted 
to imagine how that evening of ambiguity and weariness 
had been spent by his father’s household. He pictured 
them assembled at the door, beneath the tree, the great 
old tree, which had been spared for its huge twisted 
trunk and venerable shade, when a thousand leafy breth- 
ren fell. There, at the going down of the summer sun, 
it was his father’s custom to perform domestic worship, 
that the neighbors might come and join with him like 
brothers of the family, and that the wayfaring man 
might pause to drink at that fountain, and keep his heart 
pure by freshening the memory of home. Robin distin- 
guished the seat of every individual of the little audi- 
ence; he saw the good man in the midst, holding the 
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Scriptures in the golden light that fell from the western 
clouds; he beheld him close the book and all rise up to 
pray. He heard the old thanksgivings for daily mercies, 
the old supplications for their continuance, to which he 
had so often listened in weariness, but which were now 
among his dear remembrances. He perceived the slight 
inequality of his father's voice when he came to speak 
of the absent one; he noted how his mother turned her 
face to the broad and knotted trunk; how his elder 
brother scorned, because the beard was rough upon his 
upper lip, to permit his features to be moved; how the 
younger sister drew down a low hanging branch before 
her eyes; and how the little one of all, whose sports had 
hitherto broken the decorum of the scene, understood 
the prayer for her playmate, and burst into clamorous 
grief. Then he saw them go in at the door; and when 
Robin would have entered also, the latch tinkled into its 
place, and he was excluded from his home. 

"Am I here, or there?” cried Robin, starting; for all at 
once, when his thoughts had become visible and audible 
in a dream, the long, wide, solitary street shone out be- 
fore him. 

He aroused himself, and endeavored to fix his atten- 
tion steadily upon the large edifice which he had sur- 
veyed before. But still his mind kept vibrating between 
fancy and reality; by turns, the pillars of the balcony 
lengthened into the tall, bare stems of pines, dwindled 
down to human figures, settled again into their true 
shape and size, and then commenced a new succession 
of changes. For a single moment, when he deemed him- 
self awake, he could have sworn that a visage — one 
which he seemed to remember, yet could not absolutely 
name as his kinsman's — was looking towards him from 
the Gothic window. A deeper sleep wrestled with and 
nearly overcame him, but fled at the sound of footsteps 



MY KINSMAN, MAJOR MOLINEUX 57 

along the opposite pavement. Robin rubbed his eyes, 
discerned a man passing at the foot of the balcony, and 
addressed him in a loud, peevish, and lamentable cry. 

“Hallo, friend! must I wait here all night for my kins- 
man, Major Molineux?” 

The sleeping echoes awoke, and answered the voice; 
and the passenger, barely able to discern a figure sitting 
in the oblique shade of the steeple, traversed the street 
to obtain a nearer view. He was himself a gentleman in 
his prime, of open, intelligent, cheerful, and altogether 
prepossessing countenance. Perceiving a country youth, 
apparently homeless and without friends, he accosted 
him in a tone of real kindness, which had become 
strange to Robins ears. 

“Well, my good lad, why are you sitting here?” in- 
quired he. “Can I be of service to you in any way?” 

“I am afraid not, sir,” replied Robin, despondingly; 
“yet I shall take it kindly, if you’ll answer me a single 
question. I’ve been searching, half the night, for one 
Major Molineux; now, sir, is there really such a person 
in these parts, or am I dreaming?” 

“Major Molineux! The name is not altogether strange 
to me,” said the gentleman, smiling. “Have you any ob- 
jection to telling me the nature of your business with 
him?” 

Then Robin briefly related that his father was a 
clergyman, settled on a small salary, at a long distance 
back in the country, and that he and Major Molineux 
were brothers’ children. The Major, having inherited 
riches, and acquired civil and military rank, had visited 
his cousin, in great pomp, a year or two before, had 
manifested much interest in Robin and an elder brother, 
and, being childless himself, had thrown out hints re- 
specting the future establishment of one of them in life. 
The elder brother was destined to succeed to the farm 
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which his father cultivated in the interval of sacred du- 
ties; it was therefore determined that Robin should profit 
by his kinsman’s generous intentions, especially as he 
seemed to be rather the favorite, and was thought to 
possess other necessary endowments. 

"For I have the name of being a shrewd youth,” ob- 
served Robin, in this part of his story. 

"I doubt not you deserve it,” replied his new friend, 
good-naturedly; "but pray proceed.” 

"Well, sir, being nearly eighteen years old, and well 
grown, as you see,” continued Robin, drawing himself 
up to his full height, "I thought it high time to begin in 
the world. So my mother and sister put me in handsome 
trim, and my father gave me half the remnant of his 
last years salary, and five days ago I started for this 
place, to pay the Major a visit. But, would you believe 
it, sir! I crossed the ferry a little after dark, and have 
yet found nobody that would show me the way to his 
dwelling; only, an hour or two since, I was told to wait 
here, and Major Molineux would pass by.” 

"Can you describe the man who told you this?” in- 
quired the gentleman. 

"Oh, he was a very ill-favored fellow, sir,” replied 
Robin, "with two great bumps on his forehead, a hook 
nose, fiery eyes; and, what struck me as the strangest, r 
his face was of two different colors. Do you happen to 
know such a man, sir?” 

"Not intimately,” answered the stranger, <( but I 
chanced to meet him a little time previous to your stop- 
ping me. I believe you may trust his word, and that the 
Major will very shortly pass through this street. In the 
mean time, as I have a singular curiosity to witness your 
meeting, I will sit down here upon the steps and bear 
you company.” 

He seated himself accordingly, and soon engaged his 
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companion in animated discourse. It was but of brief 
continuance, however, for a noise of shouting, which had 
long been remotely audible, drew so much nearer that 
Robin inquired its cause. 

“What may be the meaning of this uproar?” asked he. 
“Truly, if your town be always as noisy, I shall find 
little sleep while I am an inhabitant.” 

“Why, indeed, friend Robm, there do appear to be 
three or four riotous fellows abroad tonight,” replied the 
gentleman. “You must not expect all the stillness of your 
native woods here in our streets. But the watch will 
shortly be at the heels of these lads and — ” 

“Ay, and set them in the stocks by peep of day,” in- 
terrupted Robin, recollecting his own encounter with the 
drowsy lantern-bearer. “But, dear sir, if I may trust my 
ears, an army of watchmen would never make head 
against such a multitude of rioters. There were at least 
a thousand voices went up to make that one shout.” 

“May not a man have several voices, Robin, as well as 
two complexions?” said his friend. 

“Perhaps a man may; but Heaven forbid that a 
woman should!” responded the shrewd youth, thinking 
of the seductive tones of the Majors housekeeper. 

The sounds of a trumpet in some neighboring street 
now became so evident and continual, that Robin s cuii- 
osity was strongly excited. In addition to the shouts, he 
heard frequent bursts from many instruments of discord, 
and a wild and confused laughter filled up the intervals. 
Robin rose from the steps, and looked wistfully towards 
a point whither people seemed to be hastening. 

“Surely some prodigious merry-making is going on,” 
exclaimed he. “I have laughed very little since I left 
home, sir, and should be sorry to lose an opportunity. 
Shall we step round the comer by that darkish house, 
and take our share of the fun?” 
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“Sit down again, sit down, good Robin,” replied the 
gentleman, laying his hand on the skirt of the gray coat, 
“You forget that we must wait here for your kinsman; 
and there is reason to believe that he will pass by, in 
the course of a very few moments.” 

The near approach of the uproar had now disturbed 
the neighborhood; windows flew open on all sides; and 
many heads, in the attire of the pillow, and confused 
by sleep suddenly broken, were protruded to the gaze 
of whoever had leisure to observe them. Eager voices 
hailed each other from house to house, all demanding 
the explanation, which not a soul could give. Half- 
dressed men hurried towards the unknown commotion, 
stumbling as they went over the stone steps that thrust 
themselves into the narrow foot-walk. The shouts, the 
laughter, and the tuneless bray, the antipodes of music, 
came onwards with increasing din, till scattered indi- 
viduals, and then denser bodies, began to appear round 
a corner at the distance of a hundred yards. 

“Will you recognize your kinsman, if he passes in this 
crowd?” inquired the gentleman. 

“Indeed, I can’t warrant it, sir, but 111 take my stand 
here, and keep a bright lookout,” answered Robin, de- 
scending to the outer edge of the pavement. 

A mighty stream of people now emptied into the 
street, and came rolling slowly towards the church. A 
single horseman wheeled the corner in the midst of 
them, and close behind him came a band of fearful 
wind-instruments, sending forth a fresher discord now 
that no intervening buildings kept it from the ear. Then 
a redder light disturbed the moonbeams, and a dense 
multitude of torches shone along the street, concealing, 
by their glare, whatever object they illuminated. The 
single horseman, clad in a military dress, and bearing a 
drawn sword, rode onward as the leader, and, by his 
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fierce and variegated countenance, appeared like war 
personified; the red of one cheek was an emblem of fire 
and sword, the blackness of the other betokened the 
mourning that attends them. In his train were wild fig- 
uies m the Indian diess, and many fantastic shapes 
without a model, giving the whole march a visionary 
air, as if a dream had broken forth from some feverish 
brain, and were sweeping visibly through the midnight 
streets. A mass of people, inactive, except as applaud- 
ing spectators, hemmed the procession in; and several 
women ran along the sidewalk, piercing the confusion 
of heavier sounds with their shrill voices of mirth or 
terror. 

“The double-faced fellow has his eye upon me,” mut- 
tered Robin, with an indefinite but an uncomfoi table 
idea that he was himself to bear a part in the pageantry. 

The leader turned himself in the saddle, and fixed his 
glance full upon the country youth, as the steed went 
slowly by. When Robin had freed his eyes from those 
fiery ones, the musicians were passing befoie him, and 
the torches were close at hand, but the unsteady bright- 
ness of the lattei formed a veil which he could not pene- 
tiate. The rattling of wheels over the stones sometimes 
found its way to his ear, and confused traces of a human 
form appeared at intervals, and then melted into the 
vivid light. A moment more, and the leader thundered 
a command to halt: the trumpets vomited a horrid 
breath, and then held their peace, the shouts and laugh- 
ter of the people died away, and there remained only 
a universal hum, allied to silence. Right before Robin s 
eyes was an uncovered cart. There the torches blazed 
the brightest, there the moon shone out like day, and 
there, in tar-and-feathery dignity, sat his kinsman, Major 
Molineux! 

He was an elderly man, of large and majestic person. 
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and strong, square features, betokening a steady soul; 
but steady as it was, his enemies had found means to 
shake it. His face was pale as death, and far more 
ghastly; the broad forehead was contracted in his agony, 
so that his eyebrows formed one grizzled line; his eyes 
were red and wild, and the foam hung white upon his 
quivering lip. His whole frame was agitated by a quick 
and continual tremor, which his pride strove to quell, 
even in those circumstances of overwhelming humili- 
ation. But perhaps the bitterest pang of all was when 
his eyes met those of Robin; for he evidently knew him 
on the instant, as the youth stood witnessing the foul 
disgrace of a head grown gray in honor. They stared at 
each other in silence, and Robin s knees shook, and his 
hair bristled, with a mixture of pity and terror. Soon, 
however, a bewildering excitement began to seize upon 
his mind; the preceding adventures of the night, the un- 
expected appearance of the crowd, the torches, the con- 
fused din and the hush that followed, the spectre of his 
kinsman reviled by that great multitude — all this, and, 
more than all, a perception of tremendous ridicule in 
the whole scene, affected him with a sort of mental 
inebriety. At that moment a voice of sluggish merriment 
saluted Robins ears; he turned instinctively, and just 
behind the comer of the church stood the lantern-bearer, 
rubbing his eyes, and drowsily enjoying the lad's amaze- 
ment. Then he heard a peal of laughter like the ringing 
of silvery bells; a woman twitched his arm, a saucy eye 
met his, and he saw the lady of the scarlet petticoat. A 
sharp, dry cachinnation appealed to his memory, and, 
standing on tiptoe in the crowd, with his white apron 
over his head, he beheld the courteous little innkeeper. 
And lastly, there sailed over the heads of the multitude 
a great, broad laugh, broken in the midst by two sepul- 
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chral hems; thus, “Haw, haw, haw — hem, hem — haw, 
haw, haw, haw!” 

The sound proceeded from the balcony of the oppo- 
site edifice, and thither Robin turned his eyes. In front 
of the Gothic window stood the old citizen, wiapped in 
a wide gown, his gray periwig exchanged for a nightcap, 
which was thrust back from his forehead, and his silk 
stockings hanging about his legs. He supported himself 
on his polished cane in a fit of convulsive merriment, 
which manifested itself on his solemn old features like a 
funny inscription on a tombstone. Then Robin seemed 
to hear the voices of the barbers, of the guests of the 
inn, and of all who had made sport of him that night. 
The contagion was spreading among the multitude, 
when all at once, it seized upon Robin, and he sent 
forth a shout of laughter that echoed through the street 
— every man shook his sides, every man emptied his 
lungs, but Robins shout was the loudest there. The 
cloud-spirits peeped from their silvery islands, as the 
congregated mirth went roaring up the sky! The Man 
in the Moon heard the far bellow. “Oho,” quoth he, “the 
old earth is frolicsome tonight!” 

When there was a momentary calm in that tempestu- 
ous sea of sound, the leader gave the sign, the procession 
resumed its march. On they went, like fiends that throng 
in mockery around some dead potentate, mighty no 
more, but majestic still in his agony. On they went, in 
counterfeited pomp, in senseless uproar, m frenzied mer- 
riment, trampling all on an old man's heart. On swept 
the tumult, and left a silent street behind. 


‘Well, Robin, are you dreaming?” inquired the gen- 
tleman, laying his hand on the youth's shoulder. 
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Robin started, and withdrew his arm from the stone 
post to which he had instinctively clung, as the living 
stream rolled by him. His cheek was somewhat pale, and 
his eye not quite as lively as in the earlier part of the 
evening. 

“Will you be kind enough to show me the way to the 
ferry?” said he, after a moment’s pause. 

“You have, then, adopted a new subject of inquiry?” 
observed his companion, with a smile. 

“Why, yes, sir,” replied Robin, rather dryly. “Thanks 
to you, and to my other friends, I have at last met my 
kinsman, and he will scarce desire to see my face again. 
I begin to grow weary of a town life, sir. Will you show 
me the way to the ferry?” 

“No, my good friend Robin — not tonight, at least,” 
said the gentleman. “Some few days hence, if you wish 
it, I will speed you on your journey. Or, if you prefer to 
remain with us, perhaps, as you are a shrewd youth, you 
may rise in the world without the help of your kinsman, 
Major Mohneux.” 

1832 The Snow Image 




The Gray Champion 

T HERE was once a time when New England 
groaned under the actual pressure of heavier 
wrongs than those threatened ones which brought on the 
Revolution. James II, the bigoted successor of Charles 
the Voluptuous, had annulled the charters of all the 
colonies, and sent a harsh and unprincipled soldier to 
take away our liberties and endanger our religion. The 
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administration of Sir Edmund Andios lacked scaicely a 
single characteristic of tyranny: a Governor and Council, 
holding office from the King, and wholly independent 
of the country, laws made and taxes levied without 
concurrence of the people immediate or by their repre- 
sentatives; the rights of private citizens violated, and the 
titles of all landed property declaied void, the voice of 
complaint stifled by restrictions on the press; and, finally, 
disaffection overawed by the first band of mercenary 
troops that ever marched on our free soil. For two years 
our ancestors were kept in sullen submission by that 
filial love which had invariably secured their allegiance 
to the mother country, whether its head chanced to be 
a Parliament, Protector, or Popish Monarch. Till these 
evil times, however, such allegiance had been merely 
nominal, and the colonists had ruled themselves, enjoy- 
ing far more freedom than is even yet the privilege of 
the native subjects of Great Britain. 

At length a rumor reached our shores that the Prince 
of Orange had ventured on an enterprise, the success of 
which would be the triumph of civil and religious rights 
and the salvation of New England. It was but a doubtful 
whisper: it might be false, or the attempt might fail; 
and, in either case, the man that stirred against King 
James would lose his head. Still the intelligence pro- 
duced a marked effect. The people smiled mysteriously 
in the streets, and threw bold glances at their oppressors; 
while far and wide there was a subdued and silent agi- 
tation, as if the slightest signal would rouse the whole 
land from its sluggish despondency. Aware of their dan- 
ger, the rulers resolved to avert it by an imposing dis- 
play of strength, and perhaps to confirm their despotism 
by yet harsher measures. One afternoon in April, 1689, 
Sir Edmund Andros and his favorite councillors, being 
warm with wine, assembled the red-coats of the Gov- 
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disperse them. Meantime, the purpose of the Governor, 
in disturbing the peace of the town at a period when 
the slightest commotion might throw the country into a 
ferment, was almost the universal subject of inquiry, and 
variously explained. 

“Satan will strike his mastei -stroke presently,” cried 
some, “because he knoweth that his time is short. All our 
godly pastors are to be dragged to prison! We shall see 
diem at a Smithfield fire in King Street!” 

Hereupon the people of each parish gathered closer 
round their minister, who looked calmly upwards and 
assumed a more apostolic dignity, as well befitted a 
candidate for the highest honor of his profession, the 
crown of martyrdom. It was actually fancied, at that 
period, that New England might have a John Rogers of 
her own to take the place of that worthy in the Primer. 

“The Pope of Rome has given orders for a new St. 
Bartholomew!” cried others. “We are to be massacred, 
man and male child!” 

Neither was this rumor wholly discredited, although 
the wiser class believed the Governor’s object somewhat 
less atrocious. His predecessor under the old charter, 
Rradstreet, a venerable companion of the first settlers, 
was known to be in town. There were grounds for con- 
jecturing, that Sir Edmund Andros intended at once to 
strike terror by a parade of military force, and to con- 
found the opposite faction by possessing himself of their 
chief. 

“Stand firm for the old charter, Governor!” shouted 
the crowd, seizing upon the idea. “The good old Gover- 
nor Bradstreet!” 

While this cry was at the loudest, the people were 
surprised by the well-known figure of Governor Brad- 
street himself, a patriarch of nearly ninety, who ap- 
peared on the elevated steps of a door, and, with char- 
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acteristic mildness, besought them to submit to the 
constituted authorities. 

“My children/' concluded this venerable person, “do 
nothing rashly. Cry not aloud, but pray for the welfare 
of New England, and expect patiently what the Lord 
will do in this matter!” 

The event was soon to be decided. All this time, the 
roll of the drum had been approaching through Cornhill, 
louder and deeper, till with reverberations from house 
to house, and the regular tramp of martial footsteps, it 
burst into the street. A double rank of soldiers made 
their appearance, occupying the whole breadth of the 
passage, with shouldered matchlocks, and matches burn- 
ing, so as to present a row of fires in the dusk. Their 
steady march was like the progress of a machine, that 
would roll irresistibly over everything in its way. Next, 
moving slowly, with a confused clatter of hoofs on the 
pavement, rode a party of mounted gentlemen, the cen- 
tral figure being Sir Edmund Andros, elderly, but erect 
and soldier-like. Those around him were his favorite 
councillors, and the bitterest foes of New England. At 
his right hand rode Edward Randolph, our arch-enemy, 
that “blasted wretch,” as Cotton Mather calls him, who 
achieved the downfall of our ancient government, and 
was followed with a sensible curse, through life and to 
his grave. On the other side was Bullivant, scattering 
jests and mockery as he rode along. Dudley came be- 
hind, with a downcast look, dreading, as well he might, 
to meet the indignant gaze of the people, who beheld 
him, their only countryman by birth, among the oppres- 
sors of his native land. The captain of a frigate in the 
harbor, and two or three civil officers under the Crown, 
were also there. But the figure which most attracted the 
public eye, and stirred up the deepest feeling, was the 
Episcopal clergyman of King's Chapel, riding haughtily 
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among the magistrates m his piiestly vestments, the fit- 
ting representatives of pielacy and persecution, the un- 
ion of church and state, and all those abominations 
which had diiven the Puritans to the wilderness. An- 
other guard of soldiers, in double rank, brought up the 
rear. 

The whole scene was a picture of the condition of 
New England, and its moral, the deformity of any gov- 
ernment that does not grow out of the nature of things 
and the character of the people. On one side the re- 
ligious multitude, with their sad visages and dark attire, 
and on the other, the group of despotic rulers, with the 
high churchman in the midst, and here and there a cruci- 
fix at their bosoms, all magnificently clad, flushed with 
wine, proud of unjust authority, and scoffing at the uni- 
versal groan. And the mercenary soldiers, waiting but 
the word to deluge the street with blood, showed the 
only means by which obedience could be secured. 

“O Lord of Hosts,” cried a voice among the crowd, 
“provide a Champion for thy people'” 

This ejaculation was loudly uttered, and served as a 
herald's cry, to introduce a remarkable personage. The 
crowd had rolled back, and were now huddled together 
nearly at the extremity of the street, while the soldieis 
had advanced no more than a third of its length. The 
intervening space was empty — a paved solitude, be- 
tween lofty edifices, which threw almost a twilight 
shadow over it. Suddenly, there was seen die figure of 
an ancient man, who seemed to have emerged from 
among the people, and was walking by himself along 
the centre of the street, to confront the armed band. He 
wore the old Puritan dress, a dark cloak and a steeple- 
crowned hat, in the fashion of at least fifty years before, 
with a heavy sword upon his thigh, but a staff in his 
hand to assist the tremulous gait of age. 
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When at some distance from the multitude, the old 
man turned slowly round, displaying a face of antique 
majesty, rendered doubly venerable by the hoary beard 
that descended on his breast. He made a gesture at once 
of encouragement and warning, then turned again, and 
resumed his way. 

“Who is this gray patriarch?” asked the young men of 
their sires. 

“Who is this venerable brother?” asked the old men 
among themselves. 

But none could make reply. The fathers of the peo- 
ple, those of fourscore years and upwards, were dis- 
turbed, deeming it strange that they should forget one 
of such evident authority, whom they must have known 
in their early days, the associate of Winthrop, and all 
the old councillors, giving laws; and making prayers, 
and leading them against the savage. The elderly men 
ought to have remembered him, too, with locks as gray 
in their youth, as their own were now. And the young! 
How could he have passed so utterly from their mem- 
ories — that hoary sire, the relic of long-departed times, 
whose awful benediction had surely been bestowed on 
their uncovered heads, in childhood? 

“Whence did he come? What is his purpose? Who can 
this old man be?” whispered the wondering crowd. 

Meanwhile, the venerable stranger, staff in hand, was 
pursuing his solitary walk along the centre of the street. 
As he drew near the advancing soldiers, and as the roll 
of their drum came full upon his ears, the old man raised 
himself to a loftier mien, while the decrepitude of age 
seemed to fall from his shoulders, leaving him in gray 
but unbroken dignity. Now, he marched onward with 
a warrior’s step, keeping time to the military music. 
Thus the aged form advanced on one side, and the 
whole parade of soldiers and magistrates on the other, 
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till, when scarcely twenty yards remained between, the 
old man grasped his staff by the middle, and held it 
before him like a leaders truncheon. 

“Stand!” cried he. 

The eye, the face, and attitude of command; the 
solemn, yet warlike peal of that voice, fit either to rule 
a host in the battle-field or be raised to God in prayer, 
were irresistible. At the old man’s word and outstretched 
arm, the roll of the drum was hushed at once, and the 
advancing line stood stfll. A tremulous enthusiasm seized 
upon the multitude. That stately form, combining the 
leader and the saint, so gray, so dimly seen, in such an 
ancient garb, could only belong to some old champion 
of the righteous cause, whom the oppressor s drum had 
summoned from his grave. They raised a shout of awe 
and exultation, and looked for the deliverance of New 
England. 

The Governor, and the gentlemen of his party, per- 
ceiving themselves brought to an unexpected stand, rode 
hastily forward, as if they would have pressed their 
snorting and affrighted horses right against the hoary 
apparition. He, however, blenched not a step, but glanc- 
ing his severe eye round the group, which half encom- 
passed him, at last bent it sternly on Sir Edmund An- 
dros. One would have thought that the dark old man 
was chief ruler there, and that the Governor and Coun- 
cil, with soldiers at their back, representing the whole 
power and authority of the Crown, had no alternative 
but obedience. 

“What does this old fellow here?” cried Edward Ran- 
dolph, fiercely. “On, Sir Edmund! Bid the soldiers for- 
ward, and give the dotard the same choice that you give 
all his countrymen — to stand aside or be trampled on!” 

“Nay, nay, let us show respect to the good grand- 
sire,” said Bullivant, laughing. “See you not, he is some 
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old round-headed dignitary, who hath lain asleep these 
thirty years, and knows nothing of the change of times? 
Doubtless, he thinks to put us down with a proclamation 
in Old Noll’s name!” 

“Are you mad, old man?” demanded Sir Edmund 
Andros, in loud and harsh tones. “How dare you stay the 
march of King James’s Governor?” 

“I have stayed the march of a King himself, ere now,” 
replied the gray figure, with stern composure. “I am 
here. Sir Governor, because the cry of an oppressed peo- 
ple hath disturbed me in my secret place; and beseech- 
ing this favor earnestly of the Lord, it was vouchsafed 
me to appear once again on earth, in the good old cause 
of his saints. And what speak ye of James? There is no 
longer a Popish tyrant on the throne of England, and 
by tomorrow noon, his name shall be a byword in this 
very street, where ye would make it a word of terror. 
Back, thou wast a Governor, back! With this night thy 
power is ended — tomorrow, the prison! — back, lest I 
foretell the scaffold!” 

The people had been drawing nearer and nearer, and 
drinking in the words of their champion, who spoke in 
accents long disused, like one unaccustomed to converse, 
except with the dead of many years ago. But his voice 
stirred their souls. They confronted the soldiers, not 
'wholly without arms, and ready to convert the very 
stones of the street into deadly weapons. Sir Edmund 
Andros looked at the old man; then he cast his hard 
and cruel eye over the multitude, and beheld them 
burning with that lurid wrath, so difficult to kindle or 
to quench; and again he fixed his gaze on the aged form, 
which stood obscurely in an open space, where neither 
friend nor foe had thrust himself. What were his 
thoughts, he uttered no word which might discover. But 
whether the oppressor were overawed by the Gray 
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Champion’s look, or perceived his peril in the threaten- 
ing attitude of the people, it is certain that he gave 
back, and ordered his soldiers to commence a slow and 
guarded retreat. Before another sunset, the Governor, 
and all that rode so proudly with him, were prisoners, 
and long ere it was known that James had abdicated, 
King William was proclaimed throughout New England. 

But where was the Gray Champion? Some reported 
that, when the troops had gone from King Street, and 
the people were thronging tumultuously in their rear, 
Bradstreet, the aged Governor, was seen to embrace a 
form more aged than his own. Others sobeily affiimed, 
that while they marvelled at the venerable grandeur of 
his aspect, the old man had faded fiom their eyes, melt- 
ing slowly into the hues of twilight, till, where he stood, 
there was an empty space. But all agreed that the hoary 
shape was gone. The men of that generation watched 
for his reappearance, in sunshine and in twilight, but 
never saw him more, nor knew when his funeral passed, 
nor where his gravestone was. 

And who was the Gray Champion? Perhaps his name 
might be found in the records of that stern Court of 
Justice, which passed a sentence, too mighty for the age, 
but glorious in all after-times, foi its humbling lesson 
to the monarch and its high example to the subject. I 
have heard, that whenevei the descendants of the Puri- 
tans are to show the spirit of their sires, the old man 
appears again. When eighty years had passed, he walked 
once more in King Street. Five years later, in the twi- 
light of an April morning, he stood on the green, beside 
the meeting-house, at Lexington, where now the obelisk 
of granite, with a slab of slate inlaid, commemorates the 
first fallen of the Revolution. And when our fathers were 
toiling at the breastwork on Bunkers Hill, all through 
that night the old warrior walked his rounds. Long, long 
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may it be, ere he comes again! His hour is one of dark- 
ness, and adversity, and peril. But should domestic tyr- 
anny oppress us, or the invader’s step pollute our soil, 
still may the Gray Champion come, for he is the type 
of New England’s hereditary spirit; and his shadowy 
march, on the eve of danger, must ever be the pledge, 
that New England’s sons will vindicate their ancestry. 
1835 Twice-Told Tales 




Young Goodman Brown 

Y OUNG Goodman Brown came forth at sunset 
into the street at' Salem village; but put his head 
back, after crossing the threshold, to exchange a parting 
kiss with his young wife. And Faith, as the wife was 
aptly named, thrust her own pretty head into the street, 
letting the wind play with the pink ribbons of her cap 
while she called to Goodman Brown. 

"Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather 
sadly, when her lips were close to his ear, "prithee put 
off your journey until sunrise and sleep in your own bed 
tonight. A lone woman is troubled with such dreams 
and such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself sometimes. 
Pray tarry with me this night, dear husband, of all nights 
in the year.” 

"My love and my Faith,” replied young Goodman 
Brown, "of all nights in the year, this one night must I 
tarry away from thee. My journey, as thou callest it, 
forth and back again, must needs be done ’twixt now 
and sunrise. What, my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou 



YOUNG GOODMAN BROWN 75 

doubt me already, and we but three months married?” 

“Then God bless you!” said Faith, with the pink rib- 
bons; “and may you find all well when you come back.” 

“Amen!” cried Goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers, 
dear Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no harm will 
come to thee.” 

So they parted; and the young man pursued his way 
until, being about to turn the corner by the meeting- 
house, he looked back and saw the head of Faith still 
peeping after him with a melancholy air, in spite of her 
pink ribbons. 

“Poor little Faith!” thought he, for his heart smote 
him. “What a wretch am I to leave her on such an er- 
rand! She talks of dreams, too. Methought as she spoke 
there was trouble in her face, as if a dream had warned 
her what work is to be done tonight. But no, no; ’t 
would kill her to think it. Well, she’s a blessed angel on 
earth; and after this one night I’ll cling to her skirts and 
follow her to heaven.” 

With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman 
Brown felt himself justified in making more haste on his 
present eviLpurpose- He had taken a dreary road, dark- 
ened by all the gloomiest trees of the forest, which 
barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep thiough, 
and closed immediately behind. It was all as lonely as 
could be; and there is this peculiarity in such a solitude, 
that the traveller knows not who may be concealed by 
the innumerable trunks and the thick boughs overhead; 
so that with lonely footsteps he may yet be passing 
through an unseen multitude. 

“There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree ” 
said Goodman Brown to himself; and he glanced fear- 
fully behind him as he added, “What if the devil him- 
self should be at my very elbow!” 
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His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the 
road, and, looking forward again, beheld the figure of 
a man, in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of 
an old tree. He arose at Goodman Browns approach 
and walked onward side by side with him. 

"You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he. "The clock 
of the Old South was striking as I came through Boston, 
and that is full fifteen minutes agone.” 

"Faith kept me back a while, ^ replied the young man, 
with a tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden appear- 
ance of his companion, though not wholly unexpected. 

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in 
that part of it where these two were journeying. As 
nearly as could be discerned, the second traveller was 
* about fifty years old, apparently in the same rank of life 
as Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable resem- 
blance to him, though perhaps more in expression than 
features. Still they might have been taken for father and 
son. And yet, though the elder person was as simply 
clad as the younger, and as simple in manner too, he 
had an indescribable air of one who knew the world, 
and who would not have felt abashed at the governor’s 
dinner table or in King William’s court, were it possible 
that his affairs should call him thither. But the only thing 
about him that could be fixed upon as remarkable was 
his staff, which bore the likeness of a great black snake 7 
so curiously wrought that it might almost be seen to 
twist and wriggle itself like a living serpent. This, of 
course, must have been an ocular deception, assisted by 
the uncertain light. 

"Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller, 
"this is a dull pace for the beginning of : a journ ey. T ake 
my staff, if you are so soon weary.” 

"Friend,” said the other, exchanging his slow pace for 
a full stop, "having kept covenant by meeting thee here, 
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it is my purpose now to return whence I came. I have 
scruples touching the matter thou wot’st of.” 

“Sayest thou so?” leplied he of the serpent, smiling 
apart. “Let us walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as we 
go; and if I convince thee not thou shalt turn back. We 
are but a little way in the forest yet.” 

“Too far! too far!” exclaimed the goodman, uncon- 
sciously resuming his walk. “My father never went into 
the woo'ds on such an errand, nor his father before him. 
We have been a race of honest men and good Christians 
since the days of the martyrs; and shall I be the first of 
the name of Brown that ever took his path and kept — ” 

“Such company, thou wouldst say,” observed the elder 
person, interpreting his pause. “Well said, Goodman 
Brown! I have been as well acquainted with your family 
as with ever a one among the Puritans; and that's no 
trifle to say. I helped your grandfather, the constable, 
when he lashed the Quaker woman so smartly through 
the streets of Salem; and it was I that brought youi fa- 
ther a pitch-pme knot, kindled at my own health, to set 
fire to an Indian village, in King Philip's war. They were 
my good friends, both; and many a pleasant walk have 
we had along this path, and returned merrily after mid- 
night. I would fain be friends with you for their sake.” 

“If it be as thou sayest ,” replied Goodman Brown, “I 
marvel they never spoke of these matters; or, veiily, 
I marvel not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort 
would have driven them from New England. We are a 
people of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide 
no such wickedness.” 

“Wickedness or not,” said the traveller with the 
twisted staff, “I have a very general acquaintance here 
in New England. The deacons of many a church have 
dr unk the communion wine with me; the selectmen of 
divers towns make me their chairman; and a majority 
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of the Great and General Court are firm supporters of 
my interest. The governor and I, too — But these are 
state secrets.” 

“Can this be so?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare 
of amazement at his undisturbed companion. “Howbeit, 
I have nothing to do with the governor and council; 
they have their own ways, and are no rule for a simple 
husbandman like me. But, were I to go on with thee, 
how should I meet the eye of that good old man, our 
minister, at Salem village? Oh, his voice would make 
me tremble both Sabbath day and lectuie day.” 

Thus far the elder traveller had listened with due 
gravity; but now burst into a fit of irrepressible mirth, 
shaking himself so violently that his snake-like staff actu- 
ally seemed to wriggle in sympathy. 

“Ha! ha! ha!” shouted he again and again; then com- 
posing himself, “Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go on; 
but, prithee, don’t kill me with laughing.” 

“Well, then, to end the matter at once,” said Goodman 
Brown, considerably nettled, “there is my wife, Faith. 
It would break her dear little heart; and I’d rather break 
my own.” 

“Nay, if that be the case,” answered the other, “e’en 
go thy ways, Goodman Brown. I would not for twenty 
old women like the one hobbling before us that Faith 
should come to any harm.” 

As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female figure on 
the path, in whom Goodman Brown recogmzed a very 
pious and exemplary dame, who had taught him his 
catechism in youth, and was still his moral and spiritual 
adviser, jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin. 

“A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far 
in the wilderness at nightfall,” said he. “But with your 
leave, friend, I shall take a cut through the woods until 
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we have left this Christian woman behind. Being a 
stranger to you, she might ask whom I was consorting 
with and whither I was going.” 

“Be it so,” said his fellow-traveller. “Betake you to 
the woods, and let me keep the path.” 

Accordingly the young man turned aside, but took 
care to watch his companion, who advanced softly along 
the road until he had come within a staff’s length of the 
old dame. She, meanwhile, was making the best of her 
way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, and 
mumbling some indistinct words — a prayer, doubtless — 
as she went. The travellei put foith his staff and touched 
her withered neck with what seemed the serpent's tail. 

“The devil!” screamed the pious old lady. 

“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend?” observed 
the traveller, confronting her and leaning on his writhing 
stick. 

“Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship indeed?” cried 
the good dame. “Yea, truly is it, and in the very image 
of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, the grandfather of 
the silly fellow that now is. But — would your worship 
believe it? — my broomstick hath strangely disappeared, 
stolen, as I suspect, by that unhanged witch,' Goody 
Cory,^and that, too, when I was all anointed with the 
juice of smallage, and cinquefoil, and wolfs bane — ” 

“Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born 
babe,” said the shape of old Goodman Brown. 

“Ah, your worship knows the recipe,” cried the old 
lady, cackling aloud. “So, as I was saying, being all 
ready for the meeting, and no horse to nde on, I made 
up my mind to foot it; for they tell me there is a nice 
young man to be taken into communion tonight. But 
now your good worship will lend me your arm, and we 
shall be there in a twinkling.” 
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“That can hardly be,” answered her friend. “I may 
not spare you my arm, Goody Cloyse; but here is my 
staff, if you will.” 

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, per- 
haps, it assumed life, being one of the rods which its 
owner had formerly lent to the Egyptian magi. Of this 
fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take cogni- 
zance. He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and, 
looking down again, beheld neither Goody Cloyse nor 
the serpentine staff, but his fellow-traveller alone, who 
waited for him as calmly as if nothing had happened. 

“That old woman taught me my catechism,” said the 
young man; and there was a world of meaning in this 
simple comment. 

They continued to walk onward, while the elder trav- 
eller exhorted his companion to make good speed and 
persevere in the path, discoursing so aptly that his argu- 
ments seemed rather to spring up in the bosom of his 
auditor than to be suggested by himself. As they went, 
he plucked a branch of maple to serve for a walking 
stick, and began to strip it of the twigs and little boughs, 
which were wet with evening dew. The moment his 
fingers touched them they became strangely withered 
and dried up as with a week’s sunshine. Thus the pair 
proceeded, at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a 
gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Brown sat himself 
down on the stump of a tree and refused to go any far- 
ther. 

“Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mind is made up. 
Not another step will I budge on this errand. What if 
a wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil 
when I thought she was going to heaven: is that any 
reason why I should quit my dear Faith and go after 
her?” 

“You will think better of this by and by,” said his 
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acquaintance, composedly. 41 Sit here and rest yourself a 
while; and when you feel like moving again, there is 
my staff to help you along.” 

Without moie words, he threw his companion the 
maple stick, and was as speedily out of sight as if he 
had vanished into the deepening gloom. The young man 
sat a few moments by the roadside, applauding himself 
greatly, and thinking with how clear a conscience he 
should meet the minister in his morning walk, nor shrink 
from the eye of good old Deacon Gookin. And what 
calm sleep would be his that veiy night, which was to 
have been spent so wickedly, but so purely and sweetly 
now, in the arms of Faith 1 Amidst these pleasant and 
praiseworthy meditations, Goodman Brown heard the 
tramp of horses along the road, and deemed it advisable 
to conceal himself within the verge of the forest, con- 
scious of the guilty purpose that had brought him 
thither, though now so happily turned from it. 

On came the hoof tramps and the voices of the riders, 
two grave old voices, conversing soberly as they drew 
near. These mingled sounds appeared to pass along the 
road, within a few yards of the young man's hiding- 
place, but, owing doubtless to the depth of the gloom 
at that particular spot, neither the travellers nor their 
steeds were visible. Though their figures brushed the 
small boughs by the wayside, it could not be seen that 
they intercepted, even for a moment, the faint gleam 
from the strip of blight sky athwart which they must 
have passed. Goodman Brown alternately ciouched and 
stood on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and thrusting 
forth his head as far as he durst without discerning so 
much as a shadow. It vexed him the more, because he 
could have sworn, were such a thing possible, that 
he recognized the voices of the minister and Deacon 
Gookin, jogging along quietly, as they were wont to do, 
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when bound to some ordination or ecclesiastical council. 
While yet within hearing, one of the riders stopped to 
pluck a switch. 

'.'"“Of the two, reverend sir/' said the voice like the 
deacon’s, “I had rather miss an ordination dinner than 
’ tonight’s meeting. They tell me that some of our com- 
“'munity are to be here from Falmouth and beyond, and 
others from Connecticut and Rhode Island, besides sev- 
eral of the Indian powwows, who, after their fashion, 
know almost as much deviltry as the best of us. More- 
over, there is a goodly young woman to be taken into 
communion.” 

“Mighty well, Deacon Gookin!” replied the solemn 
old tones of the minister. “Spur up, or we shall be late. 
Nothing can be done, you know, until I get on the 
ground.” 

The hoofs clattered again; and the voices, talking so 
strangely in the empty air, passed on through the forest, 
where no church had ever been gathered or solitary 
Christian prayed. Whither, then, could these holy men 
be journeying so deep into the heathen wilderness? 
Young Goodman Brown caught hold of a tree for sup- 
port, being ready to sink down on the ground, faint and 
overburdened with the heavy sickness of his heart. He 
looked up to the sky, doubting whether there really was 
a heaven above him. Yet there was the blue arch, and 
the stars brightening in it. 

“With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand 
firm against the devil!” cried Goodman Brown. 

While he still gazed upward into the deep arch of the 
firmament and had lifted his hands to pray, a cloud, 
though no wind was stirring, hurried across the zenith 
and hid the brightening stars. The blue sky was still 
visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass 
of cloud was sweeping swiftly northward. Aloft in the 
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air, as if from the depths of the cloud, came a confused 
and doubtful sound of voices. Once the listener fancied 
that he could distinguish the accents oftowns-people of 
his own, men and women, both pious and ungodly, 
many of whom he had met at the communion table, and 
had seen others rioting at the tavern. The next moment, 
so indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he 
had heard aught but the murmur of the old forest, 
whispering without a wind. Then came a stronger swell 
of those familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at 
Salem village, but never until now from a cloud of night. 
There was one voice of a young woman, uttering lamen- 
tations, yet with an uncertain sorrow, and entreating for 
some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her to ob- 
tain; and all the unseen multitude, both saints and sin- 
ners, seemed to encourage her onward. 

“Faith!” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony 
and desperation; and the echoes of the forest mocked 
him, crying, “Faith! Faith!” as if bewildered wretches 
were seeking her all through the wilderness. 

The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing the 
night, when the unhappy husband held his breath for 
a response. There was a scream, drowned immediately 
in a louder murmur of voices, fading into far-off laugh- 
ter, as the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and 
silent sky above Goodman Brown. But something flut- 
tered lightly down through the air and caught on the 
branch of a tree. The young man seized it, and beheld 
a pink ribbon. 

“My Faith is gone!” cried he, after one stupefied mo- 
ment. “There is no good on earth; and sin is but a name. 
Come, devil; for to thee is this world given.” 

And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud 
and long, did Goodman Brown grasp his staff and set 
forth again, at such a rate that he seemed to fly along 
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the forest path rather than to walk or run. The road 
grew wilder and drearier and more faintly traced, and 
vanished at length, leaving him in the heart of the dark 
wilderness, still rushing onward with the instinct that 
guides mortal man to evil. The whole forest was peo- 
pled with frightful sounds — the creaking of the trees, 
the howling of wild beasts, and the yell of Indians; while 
sometimes the wind tolled like a distant church bell, and 
sometimes gave a broad roar around the traveller, as if 
all Nature were laughing him to scorn. But he was him- 
self the chief horror of the scene, and shrank not from 
its other horrors. 

/*‘Ha! ha! ha!” roared Goodman Brown when the wind 
laughed at him. “Let us hear which will laugh loudest. 
Think not to frighten me with your deviltry. Come 
witch, come wizard, come Indian powwow, come devil 
himself, and here comes Goodman Brown. You may as 
well fear him as he fear you ” ' 

In truth, all through the haunted forest there could be 
nothing more frightful than the figure of Goodman 
Brown. On he flew among the black pines, brandishing 
his staff with frenzied gestures, now giving vent to an 
inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting forth 
such laughter as set all the echoes of the forest laughing 
like demons around him. The fiend in his own shape is 
less hideous than when he rages in the breast of man. 
Thus sped the demoniac on his course, until, quivering 
among the trees, he saw a red light before him, as when 
the felled trunks and branches of a clearing have been 
set on fire, and throw up their lurid blaze against the 
sky, at the hour of midnight. He paused, in a lull of 
the tempest that had driven him onward, and heard the 
swell of what seemed a hymn, rolling solemnly from a 
distance with the weight of many voices. He knew the 
tune; it was a familiar one in the choir of the village 
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meeting-Douse. The verse died heavily away, and was 
lengthened by a chorus, not of human voices, but of all 
the sounds of the benighted wilderness pealing in awful 
harmony together. Goodman Brown cried out, and his 
cry was lost to his own ear by its unison with the cry of 
the desert. 

In the interval of silence he stole forward until the 
light glared full upon his eyes. At one extremity of an 
open space, hemmed in by the dark wall of the forest, 
arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural resemblance 
either to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four 
blazing pines, their tops aflame, their stems untouched, 
like candles at an evening meeting. The mass of foliage 
that had overgrown the summit of the rock was all on 
fire, blazing high into the night and fitfully illuminating 
the whole field. Each pendent twig and leafy festoon 
was in a blaze. As the red light arose and fell, a numer- 
ous congregation alternately shone forth, then disap- 
peared in shadow, and again grew, as it were, out of 
the darkness, peopling the heait of the solitary woods 
at once. 

"A grave and dark-clad company,” quoth Goodman 
Brown. 

In truth they were such. Among them, quivering to 
and fro between gloom and splendor, appealed faces 
that would be seen next day at the council board of 
the province, and others which, Sabbath after Sabbath, 
looked devoutly heavenward, and benignantly over the 
crowded pews, from the holiest pulpits in the land. Some 
affirm that the lady of the governor was theie. At least 
there were high dames well known to her, and wives of 
honored husbands, and widows, a great multitude, and 
ancient maidens, all of excellent repute, and fair young 
girls, who trembled lest their mothers should espy them. 
Either the sudden gleams of light flashing over the ob- 
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scure field bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he recognized 
a score of the church members of Salem village famous 
for their especial sanctity. Good old Deacon Gookin had 
arrived, and waited at the skirts of that venerable saint, 
his revered pastor. But, irreverently consorting with 
these grave, reputable, and pious people, these elders 
of the church, these chaste dames and dewy virgins, 
there were men of dissolute fives and women of spotted 
fame, wretches given over to all mean and filthy vice, 
and suspected even of horrid crimes. It was strange to 
see that the good shrank not from the wicked, nor were 
the sinners abashed by the saints. Scattered also among 
their pale-faced enemies were the Indian priests, or 
powwows, who had often scared their native forest with 
more hideous incantations than any known to English 
witchcraft. 

“But where is Faith?” thought Goodman Brown; and, 
as hope came into his heart, he trembled. 

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mourn- 
ful strain, such as the pious love, but joined to words 
which expressed all that our natuie can conceive of sin, 
and darkly hinted at far more. Unfathomable to mere 
mortals is the lore of fiends. Verse after verse was sung, 
and still the chorus of the desert swelled between like 
the deepest tone of a mighty organ; and with the final 
peal of that dreadful anthem there came a sound, as 
if the roaring wind, the rushing streams, the howling 
beasts, and every other voice of the unconcerted wilder- 
ness were mingling and according with the voice of 
guilty man in homage to the* prince of all. The four blaz- 
ing pines threw up a loftier flame, and obscurely dis- 
covered shapes and visages of horror on the smoke 
wreaths above the impious assembly. At the same mo- 
ment the fire on the rock shot redly forth and formed 
a glowing arch above its base, where now appeared a 
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figure. With reverence be it spoken, the figure bore no 
slight similitude, both in garb and manner, to some 
grave divine o£ the New England churches. 

"Bring forth the converts!” cried a voice that echoed 
through the field and rolled into the forest. 

At the woid, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the 
shadow of the trees and approached the congregation, 
with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood by the sym- 
pathy of all that was wicked in his heart. He could have 
well-nigh sworn that tire shape of his own dead father 
beckoned him to advance, looking downwaid from a 
smoke wreath, while a woman, with dim features of 
despair, threw out her hand to warn him back. Was it 
his mother? But he had no power to retreat one step, 
nor to resist, even in thought, when the minister and 
good old Deacon Gookin seized his arms and led him 
to the blazing rock. Thither came also the slender form 
of a veiled female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pi- 
ous teacher of the catechism, and Martha Carrier, who 
had received the devil’s promise to be queen of hell. A 
rampant hag was she. And there stood the proselytes 
beneath the canopy of fire. 

"Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the 
communion of your race. Ye have found thus young your 
nature and your destiny. My children, look behind you!” 

They turned; and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet 
of flame, the fiend worshippers were seen; the smile of 
welcome gleamed darkly on every visage. 

“There,” resumed the sable form, “are all whom ye 
have reverenced from youth. Ye deemed them holier 
than yourselves, and shrank from your own sin, con- 
trasting it with their lives of righteousness and prayerful 
aspirations heavenward. Yet here are they all m my 
worshipping assembly. This night it shall be granted you 
to know their secret deeds: how hoary-bearded elders 
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of the church have whispered wanton words to the 
young maids of their households; how many a woman, 
eager for widows’ weeds, has given her husband a drink 
at bedtime and let him sleep his last sleep in her bosom; 
how beardless youths have made haste to inherit their 
fathers’ wealth; and how fair damsels — blush not, sweet 
ones — have dug little graves in the garden, and bidden 
me, the sole guest to an infant’s funeral. By the sym- 
pathy of your human hearts for sin ye shall scent out 
all the places — whether in church, bedchamber, street, 
field, or forest — where crime has been committed, and 
shall exult to behold the whole earth one stain of guilt, 
one mighty blood spot. Far more than this. It shall be 
yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the deep mystery of 
sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inex- 
haustibly supplies more evil impulses than human power 
— than my power at its utmost — can make manifest in 
deeds. And now, my children, look upon each other.” 

They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled 
torches, the wretched man beheld his Faith, and the 
wife her husband, trembling before that unhallowed al- 
tar. 

“Lo, there ye stand, my children,” said the figure, in 
a deep and solemn tone, almost sad with its despairing 
awfulness, as if his once angelic nature could yet mourn 
for our miserable race. “Depending upon one another’s 
hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a 
dream. Now are ye undeceived /Evil is t he nature j)f 
mankind Evil must be your only happiness ./Welcome 
again, my children, to the communion of your race.” 

“Welcome,” repeated the fiend worshippers, in one 
cry of despair and triumph. 

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who 
were yet hesitating on the verge of wickedness in this 
dark world. A basin was hollowed, naturally, in the rock. 
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Did it contain water, reddened by the lund light? or was 
it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein did the 
shape of evil dip his hand and prepare to lay the mark 
of baptism upon their foreheads, that they might be par- 
takers of the mystery of sm, more conscious of the secret 
guilt of others, both in deed and thought, than they 
could now be of their own. The husband cast one look 
at his pale wife, and Faith at him. What polluted 
wretches would the next glance show them to each 
other, shuddeiing alike at what they disclosed and what 
they saw! 

"Faith! Faith!” cried the husband, "look up to heaven, 
and resist the wicked one ” 

Whether Faith obeyed he knew not. Haidly had he 
spoken when he found himself amid calm night and soli- 
tude, listening to a roar of the wind which died heavily 
away through the forest. He staggered against the lock, 
and felt it chill and damp; while a hanging twig, that 
had been all on fire, besprinkled his cheek with the 
coldest dew. 

The next morning young Goodman Brown came 
slowly into the street of Salem village, staring around 
him like a bewildeied man. The good old minister was 
taking a walk along the giaveyard to get an appetite 
for breakfast and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a 
blessing, as he passed, on Goodman Biown. He shrank 
from the venerable saint as if to avoid an anathema. Old 
Deacon Gookin was at domestic worship, and the holy 
words of his prayer were heard through the open win- 
dow. “What God doth the wizard pi ay to?” quoth Good- 
man Brown. Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, 
stood in the early sunshine at her own lattice, catechiz- 
ing a little girl who had brought her a pint of mornings 
milk. Goodman Brown snatched away the child as from 
the grasp of the fiend himself. Turning the corner by 
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the meeting-house, he spied the head of Faith, with the 
pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, and bursting into 
such joy at sight of him that she skipped along the street 
and almost kissed her husband before the whole village. 
But Goodman Brown looked sternly and sadly into her 
,face, and passed on without a greeting. 

Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and 
only dreamed a wild dream of a witch-meeting? 

Be it so if you will; but, alas! it was a dream of .evil 
omen for young Goodman Brown. A stern, a sad, a darkly 
meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man did he 
become from the night of that fearful dream. On the 
Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a holy 
psalm, he could not listen because an anthem of sin 
rushed loudly upon his ear and drowned all the blessed 
strain. When the minister spoke from the pulpit with 
power and fervid eloquence, and, with his hand on the 
open Bible, of the sacred truths of our religion, and 
of saint-like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future 
bliss or misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown 
turn pale, dreading lest the roof should thunder down 
upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers. Often, wak- 
ing suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the bosom of 
Faith, and at morning or eventide, when the family knelt 
down at prayer, he scowled and muttered to himself, 
and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away. And 
when he had lived long, and was borne to his grave a 
hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and 
children and grandchildren, a goodly procession, besides 
neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon 
his tombstone, for his dying hour was gloom. 

1835 Mosses from an Old Manse 
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The Golden Touch 

O NCE upon a time, there lived a very rich man, and 
a king besides, whose name was Midas; and he 
had a little daughter, whom nobody but myself ever 
heard of, and whose name I either never knew, or have 
entirely forgotten. So, because I love odd names for lit- 
tle girls, I choose to call her Marygold. 

This King Midas was fonder of gold than of anything 
else in the world. He valued his royal crown chiefly be- 
cause it was composed of that precious metal. If he 
loved anything better, or half so well, it was the one lit- 
tle maiden who played so merrily around her father s 
footstool. But the more Midas loved his daughter, the 
more did he desire and seek for wealth. He thought, 
foolish man! that the best thing he could possibly do for 
this dear child would be to bequeath her the immensest 
pile of yellow, glistening coin, that had ever been heaped 
together since the world was made. Thus, he gave all his 
thoughts and all his time to this one purpose. If ever he 
happened to gaze for an instant at the gold-tinted clouds 
of sunset, he wished that they were real gold, and that 
they could be squeezed safely into his strong box. When 
little Marygold ran to meet him, with a bunch of butter- 
cups and dandelions, he used to say, “Poh, poh, child! 
If these flowers were as golden as they look, they would 
be worth the plucking!” 

And yet, in his earlier days, before he was so entirely 
possessed of this insane desire for riches, King Midas 
had shown a great taste for flowers. He had planted a 
garden, in which grew the biggest and beautifullest and 
sweetest roses that any mortal ever saw or smelt These 
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roses were still growing in the garden, as large, as lovely, 
and as fragrant, as when Midas used to pass whole hours 
in gazing at them, and inhaling their perfume. But now, 
if he looked at them at all, it was only to calculate how 
much the garden would be worth if each of the innumer- 
able rose-petals were a thin plate of gold. And though 
he once was fond of music (m spite of an idle story 
about his ears, which were said to resemble those of an 
ass), the only music for poor Midas, now, was the chink 
of one coin against another. 

At length (as people always grow more and more 
foolish, unless they take care to grow wiser and wiser), 
Midas had got to be so exceedingly unreasonable, that 
he could scarcely bear to see or touch any object that 
was not gold. He made it his custom, therefore, to pass 
a large portion of every day in a dark and dreary apart- 
ment, under ground, at the basement of his palace. It 
was here that he kept his wealth. To this dismal hole — 
for it was little better than a dungeon — Midas betook 
himself, whenever he wanted to be particularly happy. 
Here, after carefully locking the door, he would take a 
bag of gold coin, or a gold cup as big as a washbowl, or 
a heavy golden bar, or a peck-measure of gold-dust, and 
bring them from the obscure corners of the room into the 
one bright and narrow sunbeam that fell from the dun- 
geon-like window. He valued the sunbeam for no other 
reason but that his treasure would not shine without its 
help. And then would he reckon over the coins in the 
bag; toss up the bar, and catch it as it came down; sift 
the gold-dust through his fingers; look at the funny im- 
age of his own face, as reflected in the burnished cir- 
cumference of the cup; and whisper to himself, “O 
Midas, rich King Midas, what a happy man art thou!” 
But it was laughable to see how the image of his face 
kept grinning at him, out of the polished surface of the 
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cup. It seemed to be aware of his foolish behavior, and 
to have a naughty inclination to make fun of him. 

Midas called himself a happy man, but felt that he 
was not yet quite so happy as he might be. The very tip- 
top of enjoyment would never be reached, unless the 
whole world were to become his treasure-room, and he 
filled with yellow metal which should be all his own. 

Now, I need hardly remind such wise little people as 
you are, that in the old, old times, when King Midas was 
alive, a great many things came to pass, which we 
should consider wonderful if they were to happen in our 
own day and country. And, on the other hand, a great 
many things take place nowadays, which seem not only 
wonderful to us, but at which the people of old times 
would have stared their eyes out. On the whole, I regard 
our own times as the strangest of the two; but, however 
that may be, I must go on with my story. 

Midas was enjoying himself in his treasure-room, one 
day, as usual, when he perceived a shadow fall over the 
heaps of gold; and, looking suddenly up, what should 
he behold but the figure of a stranger, standing in the 
bright and narrow sunbeam! It was a young man, with a 
cheerful and ruddy face. Whether it was that the imagi- 
nation of King Midas threw a yellow tinge over every- 
thing, or whatever the cause might be, he could not help 
fancying that the smile with which the stranger regarded 
him had a kind of golden radiance in it. Certainly, al- 
though his figure intercepted the sunshine, theie was 
now a brighter gleam upon all the piled-up treasures 
than before. Even the remotest corners had their share 
of it, and were lighted up, when the stranger smiled, as 
with tips of flame and sparkles of fire. 

As Midas knew that he had carefully turned the key 
in the lock, and that no mortal strength could possibly 
hreak into his treasure-room, he, of course, concluded 
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that his visitor must be something more than mortal. It 
is no matter about telling you who he was. In those days, 
when the earth was comparatively a new affair, it was 
supposed to be often the resort of beings endowed with 
supernatural power, and who used to interest themselves 
in the joys and sorrows of men, women, and children, 
half playfully and half seriously. Midas had met such 
beings before now, and was not sorry to meet one of 
them again. The stranger’s aspect, indeed, was so good- 
humored and kindly, if not beneficent, that it would 
have been unreasonable to suspect him of intending any 
mischief. It was far more probable that he came to do 
Midas a favor. And what could that favor be, unless to 
multiply his heaps of treasure? 

The stranger gazed about the room; and when his 
lustrous smile had glistened upon all the golden objects 
that were there, he turned again to Midas. 

"You are a wealthy man, friend Midas!” he observed. 
"I doubt whether any other four walls, on earth, contain 
so much gold as you have contrived to pile up in this 
room.” 

"I have done pretty well — pretty well,” answered Mi- 
das, in a discontented tone. “But, after all, it is but a 
trifle, when you consider that it has taken me my whole 
life to get it together. If one could live a thousand years, 
he might have time to grow rich!” 

“What!” exclaimed the stranger. “Then you are not 
satisfied?” 

Midas shook his head. 

“And pray what would satisfy you?” asked the stran- 
ger. “Merely for the curiosity of the thing, I should be 
glad to know.” 

Midas paused and meditated. He felt a presentiment 
that this stranger, with such a golden lustre m his good- 
humored smile, had come hither with both the power 
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and the purpose of gratifying his utmost wishes. Now, 
therefore, was the fortunate moment, when he had hut 
to speak, and obtain whatever possible, or seemingly im- 
possible thing, it might come into his head to ask. So he 
thought, and thought, and thought, and heaped up one 
golden mountain upon another, in his imagination, with- 
out being able to imagine them big enough. At last, a 
bright idea occurred to King Midas. It seemed really as 
bright as the glistening metal which he loved so much. 

Raising his head, he looked the lustrous stranger in 
the face. 

"Well, Midas,” observed his visitor, "I see that you 
have at length hit upon something that will satisfy you. 
Tell me your wish.” 

"It is only this,” replied Midas. "I am weary of collect- 
ing my treasures with so much trouble, and beholding 
the heap so diminutive, after I have done my best. I wish 
everything that I touch to be changed to gold!” 

The strangers smile grew so very broad, that it 
seemed to fill the room like an outburst of the sun, 
gleaming into a shadowy dell, where the yellow autum- 
nal leaves — for so looked the lumps and particles of gold 
— lie strewn in the glow of light. 

"The Golden Touch!” ^exclaimed he. "You certainly 
deserve credit, friend Midas, for striking out so brilliant 
a conception. But are you quite sure that this will satisfy 
you?” 

"How could it fail?” said Midas. 

"And will you never regret the possession of it?” 

'What could induce me?” asked Midas. "I ask nothing 
else, to render me perfectly happy.” 

"Be it as you wish, then,” replied the stranger, waving 
his hand in token of farewell. "Tomorrow, at sunrise, you 
will find yourself gifted with the Golden Touch.” 

The figure of the stranger then became exceedingly 
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bright, and Midas involuntarily closed his eyes. On 
opening them again, he beheld only one yellow sunbeam 
in the room, and, all around him, the glistening of the 
precious metal which he had spent his life in hoarding 
up. 

Whether Midas slept as usual that night, the story 
does not say. Asleep or awake, however, his mind was 
probably in the state of a child’s, to whom a beautiful 
new plaything has been promised in the morning. At any 
rate, day had hardly peeped over the hills, when King 
Midas was broad awake, and, stretching his arms out of 
bed, began to touch the objects that were within reach. 
He was anxious to prove whether the Golden Touch had 
really come, according to the strangers promise. So he 
laid his finger on a chair by the bedside, and on various 
other things, but was grievously disappointed to per- 
ceive that they remained of exactly the same substance 
as before. Indeed he felt very much afraid that he had 
only dreamed about the lustrous stranger, or else that 
the latter had been making game of him. And what a 
miserable affair would it be, if, after all his hopes, Midas 
must content himself with what little gold he could 
scrape together by ordinary means, instead of creating 
it by a touch! 

All this while, it was only the gray of the morning, 
with but a streak of brightness along the edge of the sky, 
where Midas could not see it. He lay in a very disconso- 
late mood, regretting the downfall of his hopes, and kept 
growing sadder and sadder, until the earliest sunbeam 
shone through the window, and gilded the ceiling over 
his head. It seemed to Midas that this bright yellow sun- 
beam was reflected in rather a singular way on the white 
covering of the bed. Looking more closely, what was his 
astonishment and delight, when he found that this linen 
fabric had been transmuted to what seemed a woven 
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texture o£ the purest and brightest gold^ The Golden 
Touch had come to him with the first sunbeam! 

Midas started up, in a kind of joyful frenzy, and ran 
about the room, grasping at everything that happened to 
be in his way. He seized one of the bedposts, and it be- 
came immediately a fluted golden pillar. He pulled aside 
a window-curtain, in order to admit a clear spectacle of 
the wonders which he was performing; and the tassel 
grew heavy in his hand — a mass of gold. He took up a 
book from the table. At his first touch, it assumed the 
appearance of such a splendidly bound and gilt-edged 
volume as one often meets with, nowadays, but, on run- 
ning his fingers through the leaves, behold! it was a 
bundle of thm golden plates, in which all the wisdom of 
the book had grown illegible. He hurriedly put on his 
clothes, and was enraptured to see himself in a mag- 
nificent suit of gold cloth, which retained its flexibility 
and softness, although it burdened him a little with 
its weight. He drew out his handkerchief, which little 
Mary gold had hemmed for him. That was likewise gold, 
with the dear child's neat and pretty stitches running all 
along the border, in gold thread! 

Somehow or other, this last transformation did not 
quite please King Midas. He would rather that his little 
daughter’s handiwork should have remained just the 
same as when she climbed his knee and put it into his 
hand. 

But it was not worth while to vex himself about a 
trifle. Midas now took his spectacles from his pocket, 
and put them on his nose, in order that he might see 
more distinctly what he was about. In those days, spec- 
tacles for common people had not been invented, but 
were already worn by kings; else, how could Midas have 
had any? To his great perplexity, however, excellent as 
the glasses were, he discovered that he could not pos- 
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sibly see through them. But this was the most natural 
thing in the world; for, on taking them off, the trans- 
parent crystals turned out to be plates of yellow metal, 
and, of course, were worthless as spectacles, though val- 
uable as gold. It struck Midas as rather inconvenient 
that, with all his wealth, he could never again be rich 
enough to own a pair of serviceable spectacles. 

"It is no great matter, nevertheless,” said he to him- 
self, very philosophically. “We cannot expect any great 
good, without its being accompanied with some small 
inconvenience. The Golden Touch is worth the sacrifice 
of a pair of spectacles, at least, if not of one's very eye- 
sight. My own eyes will serve for ordinary purposes, and 
little Marygold will soon be old enough to read to me.” 

Wise King Midas was so exalted by his good fortune, 
that the palace seemed not sufficiently spacious to con- 
tain him. He therefore went down stairs, and smiled, on 
observing that the balustrade of the staircase became a 
bar of burnished gold, as his hand passed over it, in his 
descent. He lifted the door-latch (it was brass only a 
moment ago, but golden when his fingers quitted it), 
and emerged into the garden. Here, as it happened, he 
found a great number of beautiful roses in full bloom, 
and others in all the stages of lovely bud and blos- 
som. Very delicious was their fragrance in the morning 
breeze. Their delicate blush was one of the fairest sights 
in the world; so gentle, so modest, and so full of sweet 
tranquillity, did these roses seem to be. 

But Midas knew a way to make them far more pre- 
cious, according to his way of thinking, than roses had 
ever been before. So he took great pains in going from 
bush to bush, and exercised his magic touch most in- 
defatigably; until every individual flower and bud, and 
even the worms at the heart of some of them, were 
changed to gold. By the time this good work was com- 
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pleted, King Midas was summoned to breakfast; and as 
the morning air had given him an excellent appetite, he 
made haste back to the palace. • 

What was usually a king’s breakfast in the days of 
Midas, I really do not know, and cannot stop now to in- 
vestigate. To the best of my belief, however, on this par- 
ticular morning, the breakfast consisted of hot cakes, 
some nice little brook trout, roasted potatoes, fresh boiled 
eggs, and coffee, for King Midas himself, and a bowl of 
biead and milk for his daughter Marygold. At all events, 
this is a breakast fit to set before a king, and, whether 
he had it or not, King Midas could not have had a better. 

Little Maiygold had not yet made her appearance. 
Her father ordered her to be called, and, seating himself 
at table, awaited the child’s coming, in order to begin 
his own breakfast. To do Midas justice, he really loved 
his daughter, and loved her so much the more this morn- 
ing, on account of the good fortune which had befallen 
him. It was not a great while before he heard her coming 
along the passageway crying bitterly. This circumstance 
surprised him, because Marygold was one of the cheer- 
fullest little people whom you would see in a summer’s 
day, and hardly shed a thimbleful of tears in a twelve- 
month. When Midas heard her sobs, he determined to 
put little Marygold into better spirits, by an agreeable 
surprise; so, leaning across the table, he touched his 
daughter’s bowl (which was a China one, with pretty 
figures all around it), and transmuted it to gleaming 
gold. 

Meanwhile, Marygold slowly and disconsolately 
opened the door, and showed herself with her apron at 
her eyes, still sobbing as if her heart would break. 

"How now, my little lady!” cried Midas. "Pray what 
is the matter with you, this bright morning?” 

Marygold, without taking the apron from her eyes, 
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held out her hand, in which was one of the roses which 
Midas had so recently transmuted. 

“Beautiful!” exclaimed her father. “And what is there 
in this magnificent golden rose to make you cry?” 

“Ah, dear father!” answered the child, as well as her 
sobs would let her; “it is not beautiful, but the ugliest 
flower that ever grew! As soon as I was dressed I ran into 
the garden to gather some roses for you; because I know 
you hke them, and like them the better when gathered 
by your little daughter. But, oh dear, dear me! What do 
you think has happened? Such a misfortune! All the 
beautiful roses, that smelled so sweetly and had so many 
lovely blushes, are blighted and spoilt! They are grown 
quite yellow, as you see this one, and have no longer any 
fragrance! What can have been the matter with them?” 

“Poh, my dear little girl — pray don’t cry about it!” 
said Midas, who was ashamed to confess that he himself 
had wrought the change which so greatly afflicted her. 
“Sit down and eat your bread and milk! You will find it 
easy enough to exchange a golden rose hke that (which 
will last hundreds of years) for an ordinary one which 
would wither in a day.” 

“I don’t care for such roses as this!” cried Marygold, 
tossing it contemptuously away. “It has no smell, and 
the hard petals prick my nose!” 

The child now sat down to table, but was so occu- 
pied with her giief for the blighted roses that she did not 
even notice the wonderful transmutation of her China 
bowl. Perhaps this was all the better; for Marygold was 
accustomed to take pleasure in looking at the queer 
figures, and strange trees and houses, that were painted 
on the circumference of the bowl, and these ornaments 
were now entirely lost in the yellow hue of the metal. 

Midas, meanwhile, had poured out a cup of coffee, 
and, as a matter of course, the coffee-pot, whatever 
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metal it may have been when he took it up, was gold 
when he set it down. He thought to himself, that it was 
rather an extravagant style of splendor, in a king of his 
simple habits, to breakfast off a service of gold, and 
began to be puzzled with the difficulty of keeping his 
treasures safe. The cupboard and the kitchen would no 
longer be a secure place of deposit for articles so valu- 
able as golden bowls and coffee-pots. 

Amid these thoughts, he lifted a spoonful of coffee to 
his lips, and, sipping it, was astonished to perceive that, 
the instant his lips touched the liquid, it became molten 
gold, and, the next moment, hardened into a lump! 

“Ha!” exclaimed Midas, rather aghast. 

“What is the matter, father?” asked little Marygold, 
gazing at him, with the tears still standing in her eyes. 

“Nothing, child, nothing!” said Midas. “Eat your milk, 
before it gets quite cold.” 

He took one of the nice little trouts on his plate, and, 
by way of experiment, touched its tail with his finger. 
To his horroi, it was immediately transmuted from an 
admirably fried brook-trout into a gold-fish, though not 
one of those gold-fishes which people often keep in glass 
globes, as ornaments for the parlor. No; but it was really 
a metallic fish, and looked as if it had been very cun- 
ningly made by the nicest goldsmith in the world. Its 
little bones were now golden wires; its fins and tail were 
thin plates of gold, and there were the marks of the fork 
in it, and all the delicate, frothy appearance of a nicely 
fried fish, exactly imitated in metal. A very pretty piece 
of work, as you may suppose, only King Midas, just at 
that moment, would much rather have had a real trout 
in his dish than this elaborate and valuable imitation of 
one. 

“I don’t quite see,” thought he to himself, “how I am 
to get any breakfast!” 



102 TALES 

He took one of the smoking-hot cakes, and had 
scarcely broken it, when, to his cruel mortification, 
though, a moment before, it had been of the whitest 
wheat, it assumed the yellow hue of Indian meal. To say 
the truth, if it had really been a hot Indian cake, Midas 
would have prized it a good deal more than he now did, 
when its solidity and increased weight made him too bit- 
terly sensible that it was gold. Almost in despair, he 
helped himself to a boiled egg, which immediately un- 
derwent a change similar to those of the trout and the 
cake. The egg, indeed, might have been mistaken for 
one of those which the famous goose, in the story-book, 
was in the habit of laying; but King Midas was the only 
goose that had had anything to do with the matter. 

“Well, this is a quandary!” thought he, leaning back 
in his chair, and looking quite enviously at little Mary- 
gold, who was now eating her bread and milk with great 
satisfaction. “Such a costly breakfast before me, and 
nothing that can be eaten!” 

Hoping that, by dint of great dispatch, he might avoid 
what he now felt to be a considerable inconvenience, 
King Midas next snatched a hot potato, and attempted 
to cram it into his mouth, and swallow it in a hurry. But 
the Golden Touch was too nimble for him. He found his 
mouth full, not of mealy potato, but of solid metal, 
which so burnt his tongue that he roared aloud, and, 
jumping up from the table, began to dance and stamp 
about the room, both with pain and affright. 

“Father, dear father!” cried little Marygold, who was 
a very affectionate child, “pray what is the matter? Have 
you burnt your mouth?” 

“Ah, dear child,” groaned Midas, dolefully, “I don’t 
know what is to become of your poor father!” 

And, truly, my dear little folks, did you ever hear of 
such a pitiable case in all your lives? Here was literally 
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the richest breakfast that could be set before a king, and 
its very richness made it absolutely good for nothing. 
The poorest laborer, sitting down to his crust of bread 
and cup of water, was far better off than King Midas, 
whose delicate food was really worth its weight in gold. 
And what was to be done? Already, at breakfast, Midas 
was excessively hungry. Would he be less so by dinner- 
time? And how ravenous would be his appetite for sup- 
per, which must undoubtedly consist of the same sort of 
indigestible dishes as those now before him? How many 
days, think you, would he survive a continuance of this 
rich fare? 

These reflections so troubled wise King Midas, that 
he began to doubt whether, after all, riches are the one 
desirable thing in the world, or even the most desirable. 
But this was only a passing thought. So fascinated was 
Midas with the glitter of the yellow metal, that he would 
still have refused to give up the Golden Touch for so 
paltry a consideration as a breakfast. Just imagine what 
a price for one meals victuals! It would have been the 
same as paying millions and millions of money (and as 
many millions more as would take forever to reckon up) 
for some fried trout, an egg, a potato, a hot cake, and a 
cup of coffee! 

“It would be quite too dear,” thought Midas. 

Nevertheless, so great was his hunger, and the per- 
plexity of his situation, that he again groaned aloud, and 
very grievously too. Our pretty Marygold could endure 
it no longer. She sat, a moment, gazing at her father, 
and trying, with all the might of her little wits, to find 
out what was the matter with him. Then, with a sweet 
and sorrowful impulse to comfort him, she started from 
her chair, and, running to Midas, threw her arms affec- 
tionately about his knees. He bent down and kissed her. 
He felt that his little daughter’s love was worth a thou- 
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image, he could not possibly believe that she was 
changed to gold. But, stealing another glance, there was 
the precious little figuie, with a yellow tear-drop on its 
yellow cheek, and a look so piteous and tender, that it 
seemed as if that very expression must needs soften the 
gold, and make it flesh again. This, however, could not 
be. So Midas had only to wring his hands, and to wish 
that he were the poorest man m the wide world, if the 
loss of all his wealth might bring back the faintest rose- 
color to his dear child’s face. 

While he was in this tumult of despair, he suddenly 
beheld a stranger standing near the door. Midas bent 
down his head, without speaking; for he recognized the 
same figure which had appeared to him, the day before, 
in the treasure-room, and had bestowed on him this 
disastrous faculty of the Golden Touch. The stranger s 
countenance still wore a smile, which seemed to shed a 
yellow lustre all about the room, and gleamed on little 
Marygold’s image, and on the other objects that had 
been transmuted by the touch of Midas. 

‘Well, friend Midas,” said the stranger, “pray how 
do you succeed with the Golden Touch?” 

Midas shook his head. 

“I am very miserable,” said he. 

“Very miseiable, indeed!” exclaimed the stranger. 
“And how happens that? Have I not faithfully kept my 
promise with you? Have you not everything that your 
heart desired?” 

“Gold is not everything,” answered Midas. “And I 
have lost all that my heart leally cared for.” 

“Ah! So you have made a discovery, since yesterday?” 
observed the stranger. “Let us see, then. Which of these 
two things do you think is really worth the most — the 
gift of the Golden Touch, or one cup of clear cold 
water?” 
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“O blessed water!” exclaimed Midas. “It will never 
moisten my parched throat again!” 

“The Golden Touch,” continued the stranger, “or a 
crust of bread?” 

“A piece of bread,” answered Midas, “is worth all the 
gold on earth!” 

“The Golden Touch,” asked the stranger, “or your 
own little Marygold, warm, soft, and loving as she was 
an hour ago?” 

“Oh my child, my dear child!” cried poor Midas, 
wringing his hands. “I would not have given that one 
small dimple in her chin for the power of changing this 
whole big earth into a solid lump of gold!” 

“You are wiser than you were, King Midas!” said the 
stranger, looking seriously at him. “Your own heart, I 
perceive, has not been entirely changed from flesh to 
gold. Were it so, your case would indeed be desperate. 
But you appear to be still capable of understanding that 
the commonest things, such as lie within everybody's 
grasp, are more valuable than the riches which so many 
mortals sigh and struggle after. Tell me, now, do you 
sincerely desire to rid yourself of this Golden Touch?” 

“It is hateful to me!” replied Midas. 

A fly settled on his nose, but immediately fell to the 
floor; for it, too, had become gold. Midas shuddered. 

“Go, then,” said the stranger, “and plunge into the 
river that glides past the bottom of your garden. Take 
likewise a vase of the same water, and sprinkle it over 
any object that you may desire to change back again 
from gold into its former substance. If you do this in 
earnestness and sincerity, it may possibly repair the mis- 
chief which your avarice has occasioned.” 

King Midas bowed low; and when he lifted his head, 
the lustrous stranger had vanished. 

You will easily believe that Midas lost no time in 
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snatching up a great earthen pitcher (but, alas me! it 
was no longer earthen after he touched it) , and hasten- 
ing to the river-side. As he scampered along, and forced 
his way through the shrubbery, it was positively marvel- 
lous to see how the foliage turned yellow behind him, 
as if the autumn had been there, and nowhere else. On 
reaching the river’s brink, he plunged headlong in, with- 
out waiting so much as to pull off his shoes, 

"Poof! poof! poof!” snorted King Midas, as his head 
emerged out of the water. "Well; this is really a refresh- 
ing bath, and I think it must have quite washed away 
the Golden Touch. And now for filling my pitcher!” 

As he dipped the pitcher into the water, it gladdened 
his very heart to see it change from gold into the same 
good, honest earthen vessel which it had been before he 
touched it. He was conscious, also, of a change within 
himself. A cold, hard, and heavy weight seemed to have 
gone out of his bosom. No doubt, his heart had been 
gradually losing its human substance, and transmuting 
itself into insensible metal, but had now softened back 
again into flesh. Perceiving a violet, that grew on the 
bank of the river, Midas touched it with his finger, and 
was overjoyed to find that the dehcate flower retained 
its purple hue, instead of undergoing a yellow blight- 
The curse of the Golden Touch had, therefore, really 
been removed from him. 

King Midas hastened back to the palace; and, I sup' 
pose, the servants knew not what to make of it when 
they saw their royal master so carefully bringing home 
an earthen pitcher of water. But that water, which was 
to undo all the mischief that his folly had wrought, was 
more precious to Midas than an ocean of molten gold 
could have been. The first thing he did, as you need 
hardly be told, was to sprinkle it by handfuls over the 
golden figure of little Marygold. 
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No sooner did it fall on her than you would have 
laughed to see how the rosy color came back to the dear 
child’s cheek! and how she began to sneeze and sputter! 
— and how astonished she was to find herself dripping 
wet, and her father still throwing more water over her! 

“Pray do not, dear father!” cried she. “See how you 
have wet my nice frock, which I put on only this morn- 
ing!” 

For Marygold did not know that she had been a little 
golden statue; nor could she remember anything that* 
had happened since the moment when she ran with out- 
stretched arms to comfort poor King Midas. 

Her father did not think it necessary to tell his be- 
loved child how very foolish he had been, but contented 
himself with showing how much wiser he had now 
grown. For this purpose, he led little Marygold into the 
garden, where he sprinkled all the remainder of the 
water over the rose-bushes, and with such good effect 
that above five thousand roses recovered their beautiful 
bloom. There were two circumstances, however, which, 
as long as he lived, used to put King Midas in mind of 
the Golden Touch. One was, that the sands of the river 
sparkled like gold; the other, that little Marygold’s hair 
had now a golden tinge, which he had never observed 
in it before she had been transmuted by the effect of his 
kiss. This change of hue was really an improvement, and 
made Marygold’s hair richer than in her babyhood. 

When King Midas had grown quite an old man, and 
used to trot Marygold’s children on his knee, he was 
fond of telling them this marvellous story, pretty much 
as I have now told it to you. And then would he stroke 
their glossy ringlets, and tell them that their hair, like- 
wise, had a rich shade of gold, which they had inherited 
from their mother. 

“And to tell you the truth, my precious little folks,” 
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quoth King Midas, diligently trotting the children all 
the while, 'ever since that morning, I have hated the 
very sight of all other gold, save this!” 

1851 The Wonder Book 




Featherto p: 

A MORALIZED LEGEND 

u T^\ICKON, ,? cried Mother Rigby, “a coal for my 

U pipe!” 

The pipe was in the old dame’s mouth when she said 
these words. She had thrust it there after filling it with 
tobacco, but without stooping to light it at the hearth, 
where indeed theie was no appearance of a fire having 
been kindled that morning. Forthwith, however, as soon 
as the order was given, there was an intense red glow 
out of the bowl of the pipe, and a whiff of smoke came 
from Mother Rigby’s lips. Whence the coal came, and 
how brought thither by an invisible hand, I have never 
been able to discover. 

“Good!” quoth Mother Rigby, with a nod of her head. 
“Thank ye, Dickon! And now for making this scarecrow. 
Be within call, Dickon, in case I need you again.” 

The good woman had risen thus early (for as yet it 
was scarcely sunrise) in order to set about making a 
scarecrow, which she intended to put in the middle of 
her corn-patch. It was now the latter week of May, and 
the crows and blackbirds had already discovered the lit- 
tle, green, rolled-up leaf of the Indian corn just peeping 
out of the soil. She was determined, therefore, to con- 
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trive as lifelike a scarecrow as ever was seen, and to 
finish it immediately, from top to toe, so that it should 
begin its sentinel's duty that very morning. Now Mother 
Rigby (as everybody must have heard) was one of the 
most cunning and potent witches in New England, and 
might, with very little trouble, have made a scarecrow 
ugly enough to frighten the minister himself. But on this 
occasion, as she had awakened in an uncommonly pleas- 
ant humor, and was further dulcified by her pipe to- 
bacco, she resolved to produce something fine, beautiful, 
and splendid, rather than hideous and horrible. 

“I don't want to set up a hobgoblin in my own corn- 
patch, and almost at my own doorstep," said Mother 
Rigby to herself, puffing out a whiff of smoke; “I could 
do it if I pleased, but I'm tired of doing marvellous 
things, and so I'll keep within the bounds of every-day 
business just for variety's sake. Besides, there is no use 
in scaring the little children for a mile roundabout, 
though 't is true I'm a witch." 

It was settied, therefore, in her own mind, that the 
scarecrow should represent a fine gentleman of the pe- 
riod, so far as the materials at hand would allow. Per- 
haps it may be as well to enumerate the chief of the 
articles that went to the composition of this figure. 

The most important item of all, probably, although it 
made so litde show, was a certain broomstick, on which 
Mother Rigby had taken many an airy gallop at mid- 
night, and which now served the scarecrow by way of a 
spinal column, or, as the unlearned phrase it, a backbone. 
One of its arms was a disabled flail which used to be 
wielded by Goodman Rigby, before his spouse worried 
him out of this troublesome world; the other, if I mistake 
not, was composed of the pudding stick and a broken 
rung of a chair, tied loosely together at the elbow. As for 
its legs, the right was a hoe handle, and the left an undis- 
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tinguished and miscellaneous stick from the woodpile. Its 
lungs, stomach, and other affairs of that kind were noth- 
ing better than a meal bag stuffed with straw. Thus we 
have made out the skeleton and entire corporosity of the 
scarecrow, with the exception of its head; and this was 
admirably supplied by a somewhat withered and shriv- 
elled pumpkin, m which Mother Rigby cut two holes for 
the eyes, and a slit for the mouth, leaving a bluish- 
colored knob in the middle to pass for a nose. It was 
really quite a respectable face. 

*Tve seen worse ones on human shoulders, at any 
rate,” said Mother Rigby. “And many a fine gentleman 
has a pumpkin head, as well as my scarecrow/' 

But the clothes, in this case, were to be the making of 
the man. So the good old woman took down from a peg 
an ancient plum-colored coat of London make, and with 
relics of embroidery on its seams, cuffs, pocket-flaps, and 
button-holes, but lamentably worn and faded, patched 
at the elbows, tattered at the skirts, and threadbare all 
over. On the left breast was a round hole, whence either 
a star of nobility had been rent away, or else the hot 
heart of some former wearer had scorched it through 
and through. The neighbors said that this rich garment 
belonged to die Black Man s wardrobe, and that he kept 
it at Mother Rigby's cottage for the convenience of slip- 
ping it on whenever he wished to make a grand appear- 
ance at the governors table. To match the coat there 
was a velvet waistcoat of very ample size, and formerly 
embroidered with foliage that had been as brightly 
golden as the maple leaves in October, but which had 
now quite vanished out of the substance of the velvet. 
Next came a pair of scarlet breeches, once worn by the 
French governor of Louisbourg, and the knees of which 
had touched the lower step of the throne of Louis le 
Grand. The Frenchman had given these small-clothes to 
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an Indian powwow, who parted with them to the old 
witch for a gill of strong waters, at one of their dances 
in the forest. Furthermore, Mother Rigby produced a 
pair of silk stockings and put them on the figure’s legs, 
where they showed as unsubstantial as a dream, with 
the wooden reality of the two sticks making itself miser- 
ably apparent through the holes. Lastly, she put her 
dead husband’s wig on the bare scalp of the pumpkin, 
and surmounted the whole with a dusty three-cornered 
hat, in which was stuck the longest tail feather of a 
rooster. 

Then the old dame stood the figure up in a corner of 
her cottage and chuckled to behold its yellow semblance 
of a visage, with its nobby little nose thrust into the air. 
It had a strangely self-satisfied aspect, and seemed to 
say, “Come look at me!” 

“And you are well worth looking at, that’s a fact!” 
quoth Mother Rigby, in admiration at her own handi- 
work. “I’ve made many a puppet since I’ve been a witch, 
but methinks this is the finest of them all. ’Tis almost too 
good for a scarecrow. And, by the by, I’ll just fill a fresh 
pipe of tobacco and then take him out to the corn- 
patch.” 

While filling her pipe the old woman continued to 
gaze with almost motherly affection at the figure in the 
corner. To say the truth, whether it were chance, or skill, 
or downright witchcraft, there was something wonder- 
fully human in this ridiculous shape, bedizened with its 
tattered finery; and as for the countenance, it appeared 
to shrivel its yellow surface into a grin — a funny kind of 
expression betwixt scorn and merriment, as if it under- 
stood itself to be a jest at mankind. The more Mother 
Rigby looked the better she was pleased. 

“Dickon,” cried she sharply, “another coal for my 
pipe! 
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Hardly had she spoken, than, just as before, there was 
a red-glowing coal on the top of the tobacco. She drew 
in a long whiff and puffed it forth again into the bar of 
morning sunshine which stiuggled through the one dusty 
pane of her cottage window. Mother Rigby always liked 
to flavor her pipe with a coal of fire from the particular 
chimney corner whence this had been brought. But 
where that chimney corner might be, or who brought the 
coal from it — further than that the invisible messenger 
seemed to respond to the name of Dickon — I cannot tell. 

“That puppet yonder ,” thought Mother Rigby, still 
with her eyes fixed on the scarecrow, “is too good a piece 
of work to stand all summer in a corn-patch, frightening 
away the crows and blackbirds. He’s capable of better 
things. Why, I’ve danced with a worse one, when part- 
ners happened to be scarce, at our witch meetings in 
die forest! What if I should let him take his chance 
among the other men of straw and empty fellows who go 
bustling about the world?” 

The old witch took three or four more whiffs of her 
pipe and smiled. 

“Hell meet plenty of his brethren at eveiy street 
corner!” continued she. “Well; I didn’t mean to dabble 
in witchcraft today, further than the lighting of my pipe, 
but a witch I am, and a witch I’m likely to be, and 
there’s no use trying to shirk it. I’ll make a man of my 
scarecrow, were it only for the joke’s sake!” 

While muttering these words, Mother Rigby took the 
pipe from her own mouth and thrust it into the crevice 
which represented the same feature in the pumpkin vis- 
age of the scarecrow. 

“Puff, darling, puff!” said she. “Puff away, my fine 
fellow! your life depends on it!” 

This was a strange exhortation, undoubtedly, to be 
addressed to a mere thing of sticks, straw, and old 
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clothes, with nothing better than a shrivelled pumpkin 
for a head — as we know to have been the scarecrows 
case. Nevertheless, as we must carefully hold in remem- 
brance, Mother Rigby was a witch of singular power and 
dexterity; and, keeping this fact duly before our minds, 
we shall see nothing beyond credibility in the remark- 
able incidents of our story. Indeed, the great difficulty 
will be at once got over, if we can only bring ourselves 
to believe that, as soon as the old dame bade him puff, 
there came a whiff of smoke from the scarecrow’s mouth. 
It was the very feeblest of whiffs, to be sure; but it was 
followed by another and another, each more decided 
than the preceding one. 

"Puff away, my pet!, puff away, my pretty one!” 
Mother Rigby kept repeating, with her pleasantest smile. 
"It is the breath of life to ye; and that you may take my 
word for.” 

Beyond all question the pipe was bewitched. There 
must have been a spell either in the tobacco or in the 
fiercely glowing coal that so mysteriously burned on top 
of it, or in the pungently aromatic smoke which exhaled 
from the kindled weed. The figure, after a few doubtful 
attempts, at length blew forth a volley of smoke extend- 
ing all the way from the obscure corner into the bar of 
sunshine. There it eddied and melted away among the 
motes of dust. It seemed a convulsive effort; for the two 
or three next whiffs were fainter, although the coal still 
glowed and threw a gleam over the scarecrow’s visage. 
The old witch clapped her skinny hands together, and 
smiled encouragingly upon her handiwork. She saw that 
the charm worked well. The shrivelled, yellow face, 
which heretofore had been no face at all, had already a 
thin, fantastic haze, as it were of human likeness, shift- 
ing to and fro across it, sometimes vanishing entirely, 
but growing more perceptible than ever with the next 
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whiff from the pipe. The whole figure, in like manner, 
assumed a show of life, such as we impart to ill-defined 
shapes among the clouds, and half deceive ourselves 
with the pastime of our own fancy. 

If we must needs pry closely into the matter, it may 
be doubted whether there was any real change, after all, 
in the sordid, wornout, worthless, and ill-jointed sub- 
stance of the scarecrow; but merely a spectral illusion, 
and a cunning effect of light and shade so colored and 
contrived as to delude the eyes of most men. The mir - 
acles of witchcraft seem always to have had a very shal- 
low subtlety; and, at least, if the above explanation do 
not hit the truth of the process, I can suggest no better. 

"Well puffed, my pretty lad!” still cried old Mother 
Rigby. "Come, another good stout whiff, and let it be 
with might and main. Puff for thy life, I tell thee! Puff 
out of the very bottom of thy heart, if any heart thou 
hast, or any bottom to it! Well done, again! Thou didst 
suck m that mouthful as if for the pure love of it.” 

And then the witch beckoned to the scarecrow, throw- 
ing so much magnetic potency into her gesture that it 
seemed as if it must inevitably be obeyed, like the mystic 
call of the loadstone when it summons the iron. 

"Why lurkest thou in the corner, lazy one?” said she. 
"Step forth! Thou hast the world before thee!” 

Upon my word, if the legend were not one which I 
heard on my grandmother s knee, and which had estab- 
lished its place among things credible before my child- 
ish judgment could analyze its probability, I question 
whether I should have the face to tell it now. 

In obedience to Mother Rigby's word, and extending 
its arm as if to reach her outstretched hand, the figure 
made a step forward — a kind of hitch and jerk, however, 
rather than a step — then tottered and almost lost its bal- 
ance. What could the witch expect? It was nothing, after 
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all, but a scarecrow stuck upon two sticks. But the 
strong-willed old beldam scowled, and beckoned, and 
flung the energy of her purpose so forcibly at this poor 
combination of rotten wood, and musty straw, and 
ragged garments, that it was compelled to show itself a 
man, in spite of the reality of things. So it stepped into 
the bar of sunshine. There it stood — poor devil of a con- 
trivance that it was! — with only the thinnest vesture of 
human similitude about it, through which was evident 
the stiff, rickety, incongruous, faded, tattered, good-for- 
nothing patchwork of its substance, ready to sink in a 
heap upon the floor, as conscious of its own unworthiness 
to be erect. Shall I confess the truth? At its present point 
of vivification, the scarecrow reminds me of some of the 
lukewarm and abortive characters, composed of hetero- 
geneous materials, used for the thousandth time, and 
never worth using, with which romance writers (and 
myself, no doubt, among the rest) have so overpeopled 
the world of fiction. 

But the fierce old hag began to get angry and show 
a glimpse of her diabolic nature (like a snake’s head, 
peeping with a hiss out of her bosom), at this pusillani- 
mous behavior of the thing which she had taken the 
trouble to put together. 

“Puff away, wretch!” cried she, wrathfully. “Puff, puff, 
puff, thou thing of straw and emptiness! thou rag or two! 
thou meal bag! thou pumpkin head! thou nothing! 
Where shall I find a name vile enough to call thee by? 
Puff, I say, and suck in thy fantastic life with the smoke! 
else I snatch the pipe from thy mouth aand hurl thee 
where that red coal came from.” 

Thus threatened, the unhappy scarecrow had nothing 
for it but to puff away for dear life. As need was, there- 
fore, it applied itself lustily to the pipe, and sent forth 
such abundant volleys of tobacco smoke that the small 
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cottage kitchen became all vapoious. The one sunbeam 
struggled mistily thiough, and could but imperfectly de- 
fine the image of the cracked and dusty window pane on 
the opposite wall. Mother Rigby meanwhile, with one 
brown arm akimbo and the other stretched towards the 
figure, loomed grimly amid the obscurity with such port 
and expression as when she was wont to heave a ponder- 
ous nightmare on her victims and stand at the bedside to 
enjoy their agony. In fear and trembling did this poor 
scarecrow puff. But its efforts, it must be acknowledged, 
served an excellent purpose; for, with each successive 
whiff, the figure lost more and more of its dizzy and per- 
plexing tenuity and seemed to take denser substance. Its 
very garments, moreover, partook of the magical change, 
and shone with the gloss of novelty and glistened with 
the skilfully embroidered gold that had long ago been 
rent away. And, half revealed among the smoke, a yel- 
low visage bent its lustreless eyes on Mother Rigby. 

At last the old witch clinched her fist and shook it at 
the figure. Not that she was positively angiy, but merely 
acting on the principle — perhaps untrue, or not the only 
truth, though as high a one as Mother Rigby could be 
expected to attain — that feeble and torpid natuies, being 
incapable of better inspnation, must be stirred up by 
fear. But heie was the crisis. Should she fail in what she 
now sought to effect, it was her ruthless puipose to scat- 
ter the miserable simulacre into its original elements. 

"Thou hast a mans aspect,” said she, sternly. "Have 
also the echo and mockery of a voice! I bid thee speak!” 

The scarecrow gasped, struggled, and at length 
emitted a murmur, which was so incorporated with its 
smoky breath that you could scarcely tell whether it 
were indeed a voice or only a whiff of tobacco. Some 
narrators of this legend hold the opinion that Mother 
Rigby’s conjurations and the fierceness of her will had 
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compelled a familiar spirit into the figure, and that the 
voice was his. 

“Mother,” mumbled the poor stifled voice, “be not so 
awful with me! I would fain speak; but being without 
wits, what can I say?” 

“Thou canst speak, darling, canst thou?” cried Mother 
Rigby, relaxing her grim countenance into a smile. “And 
what shalt thou say, quotha! Say, indeed! Art thou of 
the brotherhood of the empty skull, and demandest of 
me what thou shalt say? Thou shalt say a thousand 
things, and saying them a thousand times over, thou 
shalt still have said nothing! Be not afraid, I tell thee! 
When thou comest into the world (whither I purpose 
sending thee forthwith) thou shalt not lack the where- 
withal to talk. Talk! Why, thou shall babble like a mill- 
stream, if thou wilt. Thou hast brains enough for that, I 
trow!” 

“At your service, mother,” responded the figure. 

“And that was well said, my pretty one,” answered 
Mother Rigby. “Then thou speakest like thyself, and 
meant nothing. Thou shalt have a hundred such set 
phrases, and five hundred to the boot of them. And now, 
darling, I have taken so much pains with thee and thou 
art so beautiful, that, by my troth, I love thee better 
than any witch’s puppet in the world; and I’ve made 
them of all sorts — clay, wax, straw, sticks, night fog, 
morning mist, sea foam, and chimney smoke. But thou 
art the very best. So give heed to what I say.” 

“Yes, kind mother,” said the figure, “with all my 
heart!” 

“With all thy heart!” cried the old witch, setting her 
hands to her sides and laughing loudly. “Thou hast such 
a pretty way of speaking. With all thy heart! And thou 
didst put thy hand to the left side of thy waistcoat as if 
thou really hadst one!” 
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So now, in high good humor with this fantastic con- 
trivance of hers, Mother Rigby told the scaiecrow that it 
must go and play its part in the great world, where not 
one man in a hundred, she affirmed, was gifted with 
more real substance than itself. And, that he might hold 
up his head with the best of them, she endowed him, 
on the spot, with an unreckonable amount of wealth. It 
consisted partly of a gold mine in Eldorado, and of ten 
thousand shaies in a broken bubble, and of half a mil- 
lion acres of vineyard at the North Pole, and of a castle 
in tlie air, and a chateau in Spain, together with all the 
rents and income therefrom accruing. She further made 
over to him the cargo of a certain ship, laden with salt 
of Cadiz, which she herself, by her necromantic arts, had 
caused to founder, ten years before, in the deepest part 
of mid-ocean. If the salt were not dissolved, and could 
be brought to market, it would fetch a pretty penny 
among the fishermen. That he might not lack ready 
money, she gave him a copper farthing of Birmingham 
manufacture, being all the coin she had about her, and 
likewise a great deal of brass, which she applied to his 
forehead, thus making it yellower than ever. 

“With that brass alone,” quoth Mother Rigby, “thou 
canst pay thy way all over the earth. Kiss me, pretty 
darling! I have done my best for thee.” 

Furthermore, that the adventurer might lack no pos- 
sible advantage towards a fair stait in life, this excellent 
old dame gave him a token by which he was to intro- 
duce himself to a certain magistrate, member of the 
council, merchant, and elder of the church (the four 
capacities constituting but one man), who stood at the 
head of society in the neighboring metropolis. The token 
was neither more nor less than a single word, which 
Mother Rigby whispered to the scarecrow, and which 
the scarecrow was to whisper to the merchant. 
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“Gouty as the old fellow is, hell run thy errands for 
thee, when once thou hast given him that word in his 
ear,” said the old witch. “Mother Rigby knows the wor- 
shipful Justice Gookin, and the worshipful Justice knows 
Mother Rigby!” 

Here the witch thrust her wrinkled face close to 
the puppet's, chuckling irrepressibly, and fidgeting all 
through her system, with delight at the idea which she 
meant to communicate. 

“The worshipful Master Gookin,” whispered she, 
“hath a comely maiden to his daughter. And hark ye, my 
pet! Thou hast a fair outside, and a pretty wit enough of 
thine own. Yea, a pretty wit enough! Thou wilt think 
better of it when thou hast seen more of other people’s 
wits. Now, with thy outside and thy inside, thou art the 
very man to win a young girl’s heart. Never doubt it! I 
tell thee it shall be so. Put but a bold face on the matter, 
sigh, smile, flourish thy hat, thrust forth thy leg like a 
dancing-master, put thy right hand to the left side of thy 
waistcoat, and pretty Polly Gookin is thine own!” 

All this while the new creature had been sucking 
in and exhaling the vapory fragrance of his pipe, and 
seemed now to continue this occupation as much for the 
enjoyment it afforded as because it was an essential con- 
dition of his existence. It was wonderful to see how ex- 
ceedingly like a human being it behaved. Its eyes (for 
it appeared to possess a pair) were bent on Mother 
Rigby, and at suitable junctures it nodded or shook its 
head. Neither did it lack words proper for the occasion: 
“Really! Indeed! Pray tell me! Is it possible! Upon my 
word! By no means! Oh! Ah! Hem!” and other such 
weighty utterances as imply attention, inquiry, acqui- 
escence, or dissent on the part of the auditor. Even had 
you stood by and seen the scarecrow made, you could 
scarcely have resisted the conviction that it perfectly 
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understood the cunning counsels which the old witch 
poured into its counterfeit of an ear. The moxe earnestly 
it applied its lips to the pipe, the moi e distinctly was its 
human likeness stamped among visible lealities, the 
more sagacious grew its expression, the more lifelike its 
gestures and movements, and the more intelligibly audi- 
ble its voice. Its garments, too, glistened so much the 
brighter with an illusory magnificence. The very pipe, 
in which burned the spell of all this wonderwork, ceased 
to appear as a smoke-blackened earthen stump, and 
became a meerschaum, with painted bowl and amber 
mouthpiece. 

It might be apprehended, however, that as the life of 
the illusion seemed identical with the vapor of the pipe, 
it would terminate simultaneously with the reduction of 
the tobacco to ashes. But the beldam foresaw the diffi- 
culty. 

“Hold thou the pipe, my precious one/' said she, 
“while I fill it foi thee again.” 

It was sorrowful to behold how the fine gentleman be- 
gan to fade back into a scarecrow while Mother Rigby 
shook the ashes out of the pipe and proceeded to re- 
plenish it from her tobacco-box. 

“Dickon,” cried she, in her high, sharp tone, “another 
coal for this pipe!” 

No sooner said than the intensely red speck of fire was 
glowing within the pipe-bowl; and the scarecrow, with- 
out waiting for the witch’s bidding, applied the tube to 
his lips and drew in a few shoit, convulsive whiffs, which 
soon, however, became regular and equable. 

“Now, mine own hearts darling,” quoth Mother 
Rigby, “whatever may happen to thee, thou must stick 
to thy pipe. Thy life is in it; and that, at least, thou 
knowest well, if thou knowest nought besides. Stick to 
thy pipe, I say! Smoke, puff, blow thy cloud; and tell the 
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people, if any question be made, that it is for thy health, 
and that so the physician orders thee to do. And, sweet 
one, when thou shalt find thy pipe getting low, go apart 
into some corner, and (first filling thyself with smoke) 
cry sharply, ‘Dickon, a fresh pipe of tobacco!' and, 
‘Dickon, another coal for my pipe!' and have it into thy 
pretty mouth as speedily as may be. Else, instead of a 
gallant gentleman in a gold-laced coat, thou wilt be but 
a jumble of sticks and tattered clothes, and a bag of 
straw, and a withered pumpkin! Now depart, my treas- 
ure, and good luck go with thee!” 

"Never fear, mother!” said the figure, in a stout voice, 
and sending forth a courageous whiff of smoke, "I will 
thrive, if an honest man and a gentleman may!” 

"Oh, thou wilt be the death of me!” cried the old 
witch, convulsed with laughter. "That was well said. If 
an honest man and a gentleman may! Thou playest thy 
part to perfection. Get along with thee for a smart fel- 
low; and I will wager on thy head, as a man of pith and 
substance, with a brain and what they call a heart, and 
all else that a man should have, against any other thing 
on two legs. I hold myself a better witch than yesterday, 
for thy sake. Did not I make thee? And I defy any witch 
in New England to make such another! Here; take my 
staff along with thee!” 

The staff, though it was but a plain oaken stick, im- 
mediately took the aspect of a gold-headed cane. 

"That gold head has as much sense in it as thine own,” 
said Mother Rigby, "and it will guide thee straight to 
worshipful Master Gookin's door. Get thee gone, my 
pretty pet, my darling, my precious one, my treasure; 
and if any ask thy name, it is Feathertop. For thou hast 
a feather in thy hat, and I have thrust a handful of 
feathers into the hollow of thy head, and thy wig, too, is 
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of the fashion they call Feather top — so be Feathertop 
thy name!” 

And, issuing from the cottage, Feathertop strode man- 
fully towards town. Mother Rigby stood at the threshold, 
well pleased to see how the sunbeams glistened on him, 
as if all his magnificence were real, and how diligently 
and lovingly he smoked his pipe, and how handsomely 
he walked, in spite of a little stiffness of his legs. She 
watched him until out of sight, and threw a witch bene- 
diction after her darling, when a turn of the road 
snatched him fiom her view. 

Betimes in the forenoon, when the pnncipal street of 
the neighboring town was just at its acme of life and 
bustle, a stranger of very distinguished figure was seen 
on the sidewalk. His port as well as his garments be- 
tokened nothing short of nobility. He wore a richly em- 
broidered plum-colored coat, a waistcoat of costly velvet, 
magnificently adorned with golden foliage, a pair of 
spendid scarlet bieeches, and the finest and glossiest of 
white silk stockings. His head was covered with a pe- 
ruke, so daintily powdered and adjusted that it would 
have been sacrilege to disorder it with a hat, which, 
therefore (and it was a gold-laced hat, set off with a 
snowy feather), he carried beneath his arm. On the 
breast of his coat glistened a star. He managed his gold- 
headed cane with an airy grace, peculiar to the fine 
gentlemen of the period; and, to give the highest pos- 
sible finish to his equipment, he had lace rufi&es at his 
wrist, of a most ethereal delicacy, sufficiently avouching 
how idle and aristocratic must be the hands which they 
half concealed. 

It was a remarkable point in the accoutrement of this 
brilliant personage that he held m his left hand a fan- 
tastic kind of a pipe, with an exquisitely painted bowl 
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and an amber mouthpiece. This he applied to his lips 
as often as every five or six paces, and inhaled a deep 
whiff of smoke, which, after being retained a moment in 
his lungs, might be seen to eddy gracefully from his 
mouth and nostrils. 

As may well be supposed, the street was all astir to 
find out the stranger's name. 

“It is some great nobleman, beyond question,” said 
one of the townspeople. “Do you see the star at his 
breast?” 

“Nay; it is too bright to be seen,” said another. “Yes; 
he must needs be a nobleman, as you say. But by what 
conveyance, think you, can his lordship have voyaged 
or travelled hither? There has been no vessel from the 
old country for a month past; and if he have arrived 
overland from the southward, pray wheie are his at- 
tendants and equipage?” 

“He needs no equipage to set off his rank,” remaiked a 
third. “If he came among us in rags, nobility would 
shine through a hole in his elbow. I never saw such dig- 
nity of aspect. He has the old Norman blood in his veins, 
I warrant him.” 

“I rather take him to be a Dutchman, or one of your 
high Germans,” said another citizen. “The men of those 
countries have always the pipe at their mouths.” 

“And so has a Turk,” answeied his companion. “But, 
in my judgment, this stranger hath been bred at the 
French court, and hath there learned politeness and 
grace of manner, which none understand so well as the 
nobility of France. That gait, now! A vulgar spectator 
might deem it stiff — he might call it a hitch and jerk — 
but, to my eye, it hath an unspeakable majesty, and 
must have been acquired by constant observation of the 
deportment of the Grand Monarque. The strangers char- 
acter and office are evident enough. He is a French am- 
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bassador, come to treat with our rulers about the ces- 
sion of Canada,” 

“More probably a Spaniard,” said another, “and hence 
his yellow complexion; or, most likely, he is from the 
Havana, or from some port on the Spanish main, and 
comes to make investigation about the piracies which our 
government is thought to connive at. Those settlers in 
Peru and Mexico have skins as yellow as the gold which 
they dig out of their mines.” 

“Yellow or not,” cried a lady, “he is a beautiful man! — 
so tall, so slender! such a fine, noble face, with so well- 
shaped a nose, and all that delicacy of expression about 
the mouth! And, bless me, how bright his star is! It 
positively shoots out flames!” 

“So do your eyes, fair lady,” said the sb anger, with 
a bow and a flourish of his pipe; for he was just passing 
at the instant. “Upon my honor, they have quite dazzled 
me.” 

“Was ever so original and exquisite a compliment?” 
murmured the lady, in an ecstasy of delight. 

Amid the general admiration excited by the sb anger’s 
appearance, there were only two dissenting voices. One 
was that of an impertinent cur, which, after snuffing at 
the heels of the glistening figure, put its tail between 
its legs and skulked into its master’s back yard, vociferat- 
ing an execrable howl. The other dissentient was a young 
child, who squalled at the fullest stietch of his lungs, and 
babbled some unintelligible nonsense about a pumpkin, 

Feathertop meanwhile pursued his way along the 
street. Except for the few complimentary words to the 
lady, and now and then a slight inclination of the head 
in requital of the profound reverences of the bystanders, 
he seemed wholly absorbed in his pipe. There needed no 
other proof of his rank and consequence than the perfect 
equanimity with which he comported himself, while the 
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curiosity and admiration of the town swelled almost into 
clamor around him. With a crowd gathering behind his 
footsteps, he finally reached the mansion-house of the 
worshipful Justice Gookin, entered the gate, ascended 
the steps of the front door, and knocked. In the interim, 
before his summons was answered, the stranger was ob- 
served to shake the ashes out of his pipe. 

"What did he say in that sharp voice?” inquired one of 
the spectators. 

"Nay, I know not,” answered his friend. "But the sun 
dazzles my eyes strangely. How dim and faded his lord- 
ship looks all of a sudden! Bless my wits, what is the 
matter with me?” 

"The wonder is,” said the other, "that his pipe, which 
was out only an instant ago, should be all alight again, 
and with the reddest coal I ever saw. There is something 
mysterious about this stranger. What a whiff of smoke 
was that! Dim and faded did you call him? Why, as he 
turns about the star on his breast is all ablaze.” 

"It is, indeed,” said his companion; "and it will go 
near to dazzle pretty Polly Gookin, whom I see peeping 
at it out of the chamber window.” 

The door being now opened, Feathertop turned to the 
crowd, made a stately bend of his body like a great man 
acknowledging the reverence of the meaner sort, and 
vanished into the house. There was a mysterious kind of 
a smile, if it might not better be called a grin or grimace, 
upon his visage; but, of all the throng that beheld him, 
not an individual appears to have possessed insight 
enough to detect the illusive character of the stranger 
except a little child and a cur dog. 

Our legend here loses somewhat of its continuity, and, 
passing over the preliminary explanation between Feath- 
ertop and the merchant, goes in quest of the pretty Polly 
Gookin. She was a damsel of a soft, round figure, with 
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light hair and blue eyes, and a fair, rosy face, which 
seemed neither very shrewd nor very simple. This young 
lady had caught a glimpse of the glistening stranger 
while standing on the threshold, and had forthwith put 
on a laced cap, a string of beads, her finest kerchief, and 
her stiffest damask petticoat in preparation for the inter- 
view. Hurrying from her chamber to the parlor, she had 
ever since been viewing herself in the large looking-glass 
and practising pretty airs — now a smile, now a cere- 
monious dignity of aspect, and now a softer smile than 
the former, kissing her hand likewise, tossing her head, 
and managing her fan; while within the mirror an un- 
substantial little maid repeated every gesture and did all 
the foolish things that Polly did, but without making her 
ashamed of them. In short, it was the fault of pretty 
Polly’s ability rather than her will if she failed to be as 
complete an artifice as the illustrious Feathertop him- 
self; and, when she thus tampered with her own sim- 
plicity, the witch’s phantom might well hope to win her. 

No sooner did Polly hear her father’s gouty footsteps 
approaching the parlor door, accompanied with the stiff 
clatter of Feathertop’s high-heeled shoes, than she seated 
herself bolt upright and innocently began waibling a 
song. 

‘Tolly! daughter Polly!” cried the old merchant. 
“Come hithei, child.” 

Master Gookin’ s aspect, as he opened the door, was 
doubtful and troubled. 

“This gentleman,” continued he, presenting the stran- 
ger, “is the Chevalier Feathertop — nay, I beg his par- 
don, my Lord Feathertop — who hath brought me a 
token of remembrance from an ancient friend of mine. 
Pay your duty to his lordship, child, and honor him as 
his quality deserves.” 

After these few words of introduction, the worshipful 
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magistrate immediately quitted the room. But, even in 
that brief moment, had the fair Polly glanced aside at 
her father instead of devoting herself wholly to the bril- 
liant guest, she might have taken warning of some mis- 
chief nigh at hand. The old man was nervous, fidgety, 
and very pale. Purposing a smile of courtesy, he had de- 
formed his face with a sort of galvanic grin, which, when 
Feathertop’s back was turned, he exchanged for a scowl, 
at the same time shaking his fist and stamping his gouty 
foot — an incivility which brought its retribution along 
with it. The truth appears to have been that Mother 
Rigby’s word of introduction, whatever it might be, had 
operated far more on the rich merchant’s fears than on 
his good will. Moreover, being a man of wonderfully 
acute obseivation, he had noticed that these painted fig- 
ures on the bowl of Feathertop’s pipe were in motion. 
Looking more closely, he became convinced that these 
figures were a party of little demons, each duly provided 
with horns and a tail, and dancing hand in hand, with 
gestures of diabolical merriment, round the circumfer- 
ence of the pipe bowl. As if to confirm his suspicions, 
while Master Gookin ushered his guest along a dusky 
passage from his private room to the parlor, the star on 
Feathertop’s breast had scintillated actual flames, and 
threw a flickering gleam upon the wall, the ceiling, and 
the floor. 

With such sinister prognostics manifesting themselves 
on all hands, it is not to be marvelled at that the 
merchant should have felt that he was committing 
his daughter to a very questionable acquaintance. He 
cursed, in his secret soul, the insinuating elegance of 
Feathertop’s manners, as this brilliant personage bowed, 
smiled, put his hand on his heart, inhaled a long whiff 
from his pipe, and enriched the atmosphere with the 
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smoky vapor of a fragrant and visible sigh. Gladly would 
poor Master Gookin have thrust his dangerous guest into 
the street; but there was a constraint and terror within 
him. This respectable old gentleman, we fear, at an 
earlier period of life, had given some pledge or other to 
the evil principle, and perhaps was now to redeem it by 
the sacrifice of his daughter. 

It so happened that the parlor door was partly of 
glass, shaded by a silken curtain, the folds of which hung 
a little awry. So strong was the merchant’s interest in 
witnessing what was to ensue between the fair Polly and 
the gallant Feathertop that, after quitting the room, he 
could by no means refiain from peeping through the 
crevice of the curtain. 

But there was nothing very miraculous to be seen; 
nothing — except the trifles previously noticed — to con- 
firm the idea of a supernatural peril environing the 
pretty Polly. The stranger it is true was evidently a thor- 
ough and practised man of the world, systematic and 
self-possessed, and therefore the sort of a person to 
whom a parent ought not to confide a simple, young 
girl without due watchfulness for the result. The worthy 
magistrate, who had been conversant with all degrees 
and qualities of mankind, could not but perceive every 
motion and gestuie of the distinguished Feathertop 
came in its proper place, nothing had been left rude or 
native in him; a well-digested conventionalism had in- 
corporated itself thoroughly with his substance and 
transformed him into a work of art. Perhaps it was this 
peculiarity that invested him with a species of ghastli- 
ness and awe. It is the effect of anything completely and 
consummately artificial, in human shape, that the person 
impresses us as an unreality and as having hardly pith 
enough to cast a shadow upon the floor. As regarded 
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Feathertop, all this resulted in a wild, extravagant, and 
fantastical impression, as if his life and being were akin 
to the smoke that curled upward from his pipe. 

But pretty Polly Gookin felt not thus. The pair were 
now promenading the room: Feathertop with his dainty 
stride and no less dainty grimace; the girl with a native 
maidenly grace, just touched, not spoiled, by a slightly 
affected manner, which seemed caught from the perfect 
artifice of her companion. The longer the interview con- 
tinued, the more charmed was pretty Polly, until, within 
the first quarter of an hour ( as the old magistrate noted 
by his watch), she was evidently beginning to be in 
love. Nor need it have been witchcraft that subdued her 
in such a hurry, the poor child's heart, it may be, was so 
very fervent that it melted her with its own warmth as 
reflected from the hollow semblance of a lover. No mat- 
ter what Feathertop said, his words found depth and 
reverberation in her ear; no matter what he did, his ac- 
tion was heroic to her eye. And by this time it is to be 
supposed there was a blush on Polly's cheek, a tender 
smile about her mouth, and a liquid softness in her 
glance; while the star kept coruscating on Feathertop's 
breast, and the little demons careered with more frantic 
merriment than ever about the circumference of his pipe 
bowl. O pretty Polly Gookin, why should these imps re- 
joice so madly that a silly maiden’s heart was about to 
be given to a shadow! Is it so unusual a misfortune, so 
rare a triumph? 

By and by Feathertop paused, and throwing himself 
into an imposing attitude, seemed to summon the fair 
girl to survey his figure and resist him longer if she 
could. His star, his embroidery, his buckles glowed at 
that instant with unutterable splendor; the picturesque 
hues of his attire took a richer depth of coloring; there 
was a gleam and polish over his whole presence betoken- 
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ing the perfect witchery of well-ordeied manners. The 
maiden raised her eyes and suffered them to lingei upon 
her companion with a bashful and admiring gaze. Then, 
as if desirous of judging what value of her own simple 
comeliness might have side by side with so much bril- 
liancy, she cast a glance towai ds the full-length looking- 
glass in front of which they happened to be standing. It 
was one of the truest plates m the world and incapable 
of flattery. No sooner did the images therein reflected 
meet Polly's eye than she shrieked, shrank from the 
stranger's side, gazed at him for a moment m the wildest 
dismay, and sank insensible upon the floor. Feathertop 
likewise had looked towards die mirror, and there be- 
held, not the glittering mockery of his outside show, but 
a picture of the sordid patchwork of his real composition, 
stripped of all witchcraft. 

The wretched simulacrum! We almost pity him. He 
threw up his arms with an expression of despair that 
went further than any of his previous manifestations to- 
wards vindicating his claims to be reckoned human; for, 
perchance the only time since this so often empty and 
deceptive life of mortals began its course, an illusion had 
seen and fully recognized itself. 

Mother Rigby was seated by her kitchen hearth in the 
twilight of this eventful day, and had just shaken the 
ashes out of a new pipe, when she heard a hurned tramp 
along the road. Yet it did not seem so much the tramp 
of human footsteps as the clatter of sticks or the rattling 
of dry bones. 

“Ha!'' thought the old witch, 4 what step is that? 
Whose skeleton is out of its grave now, I wonder?” 

A figure burst headlong into the cottage door. It was 
Feathertop! His pipe was still alight, the star still flamed 
upon his breast, the embroidery still glowed upon his 
garments, nor had he lost, in any degree or manner that 
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could be estimated, the aspect that assimilated him with 
our mortal brotherhood. But yet, in some indescribable 
way (as is the case with all that has deluded us when 
once found out) , the poor reality was felt beneath the 
cunning artifice. 

“What has gone wrong?” demanded the witch. “Did 
yonder sniffling hypocrite thrust my darling from his 
door? The villain! I’ll set twenty fiends to torment him 
till he offer thee his daughter on his bended knees 1” 

“No, mother,” said Feathertop despondingly; “it was 
not that.” 

“Did the girl scorn my precious one?” asked Mother 
Rigby, her fierce eyes glowing like two coals of Tophet. 
“I’ll cover her face with pimples! Her nose shall be as 
red as the coal in thy pipe! Her front teeth shall drop 
out! In a week hence she shall not be worth thy having!” 

“Let her alone, mother,” answered poor Feathertop; 
“the girl was half won; and methinks a kiss from her 
sweet lips might have made me altogether human. But,” 
he added, after a brief pause and then a howl of self- 
contempt, “I’ve seen myself, mother! I’ve seen myself 
for the wretched, ragged, empty thing I am! I’ll exist no 
longer!” 

Snatching the pipe from his mouth, he flung it with 
all his might against the chimney, and at the same in- 
stant sank upon the floor, a medley of straw and tattered 
garments, with some sticks protruding from the heap, 
and a shrivelled pumpkin in the midst. The eyeholes 
were now lustreless; but the rudely carved gap, that just 
before had been a mouth, still seemed to twist itself into 
a despairing grin, and was so far human. 

“Poor fellow!” quoth Mother Rigby, with a rueful 
glance at the rehcs of her ill-fated contrivance. “My 
poor, dear, pretty Feathertop! There are thousands upon 
thousands of coxcombs and charlatans in the world, 



FEATHERTOP 133 

made up of just such a jumble of womout, forgotten, and 
good-for-nothing tiash as he was! Yet they live in fair 
repute, and never see themselves for what they are. And 
why should my poor puppet be the only one to know 
himself and perish for it?” 

While thus muttering, the witch had filled a fresh pipe 
of tobacco, and held die stem between her fingers, as 
doubtful whether to thrust it into her own mouth or 
Feather top’s. 

“Poor Feathertop!” she continued. *1 could easily give 
him another chance and send him forth again tomorrow. 
But no; his feelings are too tender, his sensibilities too 
deep. He seems to have too much heart to bustle for his 
own advantage in such an empty and heartless world. 
Well! well! Ill make a scarecrow of him after all. ’Tis an 
innocent and useful vocation, and will suit my darling 
well; and, if each of his human brethren had as fit a one, 
’twould be the better for mankind, and as for this pipe 
of tobacco, I need it more than he.” 

So saying, Mothei Rigby put the stem between her 
lips. “Dickon!” cried she, in her high, sharp tone, “an- 
other coal for my pipe 1 ” 

1852 Mosses from an Old Manse, 

SECOND EDITION 



THE SOLITARY 
HEART 




Editor’s Note 


At one time — it was while he was hving in the Old 
Manse, from 1842 to 1845 — Hawthorne planned to pub- 
lish a volume of his stories as “Allegories of the Heart.” 
Allegorical the stories had to be, for in those years he 
had come to feel that events in the external world were 
largely the reflections or tokens of real events, which 
took place in the heart. But what did he mean by this 
word “heart,” which recurred so often in his writings? 
In some respects it represented the human will as op- 
posed to the understanding, but it also served Haw- 
thorne as a term to describe the Freudian unconscious, 
something he regarded as both sinful and sacred. Often 
he compared the heart to an abyss or to a cavern 
guarded by shadowy monsters, but with treasures in the 
depths of it. One point he made time and again — espe- 
cially in the stories written after 1840 — was that the 
heart was by nature a solitude where each man dwelt 
alone with his pride and selfishness. Solitude in itself be- 
came sinful in Hawthorne’s eyes, because it was a denial 
of human brotherhood. A heart could be redeemed by 
humbling itself and learning to share in the common 
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sorrows, but if a man like Ethan Brand peisisted in his 
intellectual pride to the point of violating the sanctity 
of other hearts, he became guilty of the unpardonable 
sm. 

Here aie six of the stories and sketches in which Haw- 
thorne dealt with the heart in allegorical terms. “Wake- 
field” (1835) is one of his personal confessions, for most 
certainly he drew a parallel between Wakefield's deser- 
tion of a wife and his own withdrawal from society. The 
moral, too, was one he applied to himself: “By stepping 
aside for a moment, a man exposes himself to a fearful 
risk of losing his place forever.” “Egotism, or, the Bosom 
Serpent” (1843) is the symbolic plight of a man who 
cannot forget himself for a moment. In the end he is 
healed by his wife, as Hawthorne himself had been 
healed by his marriage. “The Birthmark” (1843) is a 
powerful fable with more lessons to suggest than the 
author has drawn from it; in fact it would have been 
better without that last paragraph in which he tiied to 
point one of its morals. “The Artist of the Beautiful” 
(1844) is the best of his stories about the relations be- 
tween art and life. Unlike most of his other heroes, Owen 
Warland is not a projection of the authoi’s personality. 
Hawthorne did not regard himself as delicate or afraid 
of mde contacts with the world, he was merely reserved 
and afraid of bores. But he had faced some oi the same 
difficulties as Warland and could speak about them from 
self-knowledge — as notably when he said that artists and 
others insulated from the common business of life some- 
times feel “a sensation of moral cold that makes the spirit 
shiver as if it had reached the frozen solitudes around 
the pole.” “Earths Holocaust” (1844) is among the 
most effective of Hawthorne's many sketches or fantasies. 
It is based on an old idea of his: that external reforms 
are useless unless “that foul cavern,” the heart, can itself 
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be purified. “Ethan Brand” (1851) used to be regarded 
as a malicious portrait of Herman Melville, but it is de- 
veloped from entries made in Hawthornes notebooks in 
1838 (during his first visit to the Berkshires) and 1844. 
Apparently the story was finished well before his first 
meeting with Melville in the summer of 1850. The prin- 
cipal character seems to be based on tendencies that 
Hawthorne found and feared in himself. 

Besides these six stories and sketches I have included 
the introduction that Hawthorne wrote in 1851 for the 
third edition of Twice-Told Tales. He was always an 
excellent critic of his own work, but in this case he was 
an unfriendly critic, too; for he had now emerged from 
the “clear, brown, twilight atmosphere” in which the 
stories were written and had begun to live in the harshly 
colored world of practical affairs. A little later he wrote 
to his friend James T. Fields, who was bringing out a 
new edition of the Mosses , “Upon my honor, I am not 
quite sure that I entirely comprehend my own meaning 
in some of these blasted allegories, but I remember that 
I always had a meaning.” 


Wakefield 

I N SOME old magazine or newspaper I recollect a 
story, told as truth, of a man — let us call him Wake- 
field — who absented himself for a long time from his 
wife. The fact, thus abstractedly stated, is not very un- 
common, nor — without a proper distinction of circum- 
stances — to be condemned either as naughty or non- 
sensical. Howbeit, this, though far from the most ag- 
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gravated, is perhaps the strangest, instance on record, of 
maiital delinquency, and, moreover, as lemaikable a 
freak as may be found in the whole list of human odd- 
ities. The wedded couple lived m London. The man, 
under pretence of going a journey, took lodgings in the 
next street to his own house, and there, unheard of by 
his wife or friends, and without the shadow of a rea- 
son for such self-banishment, dwelt upwards of twenty 
years. Duiing that period, he beheld his home every day, 
and frequently the forlorn Mrs. Wakefield. And after so 
great a gap in his matrimonial felicity — when his death 
was reckoned certain, his estate settled, his name dis- 
missed from memory, and his wife, long, long ago, re- 
signed to her autumnal widowhood — he entered the 
door one evening, quietly, as from a day's absence, and 
became a loving spouse till death. 

This outline is all that I remember. But the incident, 
though of the purest originality, unexampled, and prob- 
ably never to be repeated, is one, I think, which appeals 
to the generous sympathies of mankind. We know, each 
for himself, that none of us would perpetiate such a 
folly, yet feel as if some other might. To my own con- 
templations, at least, it has often recurred, always excit- 
ing wonder, but with a sense that the story must be true, 
and a conception of its hero's character. Whenever any 
subject so forcibly affects the mind, time is well spent in 
thinking of it. If the reader choose, let him do his own 
meditation; or if he prefer to ramble with me through 
the twenty years of Wakefield's vagary, I bid him wel- 
come; trusting that there will be a pervading spiiit and 
a moral, even should we fail to find them, done up 
neatly, and condensed into the final sentence. Thought 
has always its efficacy, and every striking incident its 
moral. 

What sprt of a man w r as Wakefield? We are fiee to 
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shape out our own idea, and call it by his name. He was 
now in the meridian of life; his matiimonial affections, 
never violent, were sobered into a calm, habitual senti- 
ment; of all husbands, he was likely to be the most con- 
stant, because a certain sluggishness would keep his 
heart at rest, wherever it might be placed. He was intel- 
lectual, but not actively so; his mind occupied itself in 
long and lazy musings, that ended to no purpose, or had 
not vigor to attain it, his thoughts were seldom so ener- 
getic as to seize hold of words. Imagination, in the 
proper meaning of the term, made no part of Wakefield’s 
gifts. With a cold but not depraved nor wandering heart, 
and a mind never feverish with riotous thoughts, nor 
perplexed with originality, who could have anticipated 
that our fiiend would entitle himself to a foremost place 
among the doers of eccentric deeds? Had his acquaint- 
ances been asked, who was the man in London the 
surest to perform nothing today which should be remem- 
bered on the morrow, they would have thought of Wake- 
field. Only the wife of his bosom might have hesitated. 
She, without having analyzed his character, was partly 
aware of a quiet selfishness, that had rusted into his in- 
active mind; of a peculiar sort of vanity, the most uneasy 
attribute about him; of a disposition to craft, which had 
seldom produced more positive effects than the keeping 
of petty secrets, hardly worth revealing; and, lastly, of 
what she called a little strangeness, sometimes, in the 
good man. This latter quality is indefinable, and perhaps 
non-existent. 

Let us now imagine Wakefield bidding adieu to his 
wife. It is the dusk of an October evening. His equip- 
ment is a drab great-coat, a hat covered with an oilcloth, 
top-boots, an umbrella in one hand and a small port- 
manteau in the other. He has informed Mrs. Wakefield 
that he is to take the night coach into the country. She 
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would fam inquire the length of his journey, its object, 
and tlie probable time of his leturn; but, indulgent to his 
harmless love of mystery, interrogates him only by a 
look. He tells her not to expect him positively by the re- 
turn coach, nor to be alarmed should he tarry thiee or 
four days, but, at all events, to look for him at supper on 
Friday evening. Wakefield himself, be it considered, has 
no suspicion of what is before him. He holds out his 
hand, she gives her own, and meets his parting kiss in 
the matter-of-course way of a ten years’ matrimony; and 
forth goes the middle-aged Mr. Wakefield, almost re- 
solved to peiplex his good lady by a whole week’s ab- 
sence. After the door has closed behind him, she per- 
ceives it thrust partly open, and a vision of her husbands 
face, through the aperture, smiling on her, and gone in 
a moment. For the time, this little incident is dismissed 
without a thought. But, long afterwards, when she has 
been more years a widow than a wife, that smile recurs, 
and flickers across all her reminiscences of Wakefield’s 
visage. In her many musings, she sunounds the ongmal 
smile with a multiude of fantasies, which make it strange 
and awful: as, for instance, if she imagines him in a cof- 
fin, that parting look is frozen on his pale features; or, 
if she dreams of him in heaven, still his blessed spirit 
wears a quiet and crafty smile. Yet, for its sake, when all 
others have given him up for dead, she sometimes 
doubts whether she is a widow. 

But our business is with the husband. We must hurry 
after him along the street, ere he lose his individuality, 
and melt into the great mass of London life. It would he 
vain searching for him there. Let us follow close at his 
heels, therefore, until, after several superfluous turns and 
doublings, we find him comfortably established by the 
fireside of a small apartment, previously bespoken. He 
is in the next street to his own, and at his journey’s end. 
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He can scarcely trust his good fortune, in having got 
thither unperceived — recollecting that, at one time, he 
was delayed by the throng, in the very focus of a lighted 
lantern; and, again, there were footsteps that seemed to 
tread behind his own, distinct from the multitudinous 
tramp around him; and, anon, he heard a voice shouting 
afar, and fancied that it called his name. Doubtless, a 
dozen busybodies had been watching him, and told his 
wife the whole affair. Poor Wakefield! Little knowest 
thou thine own insignificance in this great world! No 
mortal eye but mine has traced thee. Go quietly to thy 
bed, foolish man; and, on the morrow, if thou wilt be 
wise, get thee home to good Mrs. Wakefield, and tell her 
the truth. Remove not thyself, even for a little week, 
from thy place in her chaste bosom. Were she, for a 
single moment, to deem thee dead, or lost, or lastingly 
divided from her, thou wouldst be wofully conscious of 
a change in thy true wife forever after. It is perilous to 
make a chasm in human affections; not that they gape 
so long and wide — but so quickly close again! 

Almost repenting of his frolic, or whatever it may be 
termed, Wakefield lies down betimes, and starting from 
his first nap, spreads forth his arms into the wide and 
solitary waste of the unaccustomed bed. “No,” thinks 
he, gathering the bedclothes about him, “I will not sleep 
alone another night.” 

In the morning he rises earlier than usual, and sets 
himself to consider what he really means to do. Such are 
his loose and rambling modes of thought that he has 
taken this very singular step with the consciousness of 
a purpose, indeed, but without being able to define it 
sufficiently for his own contemplation. The vagueness of 
the project, and the convulsive effort with which he 
plunges into the execution of it, are equally character- 
istic of a feeble-minded man. Wakefield sifts his ideas, 
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however, as minutely as he may, and finds himself curi- 
ous to know the progress of matters at home — how his 
exemplary wife will endure her widowhood of a week; 
and, briefly, how the little sphere of cieatures and cir- 
cumstances, in which he was a central object, will be 
affected by his removal. A moibid vanity, therefoie, lies 
nearest the bottom of the affair. But, how is he to attain 
his ends? Not, certainly, by keeping close in this com- 
fortable lodging, where, though he slept and awoke in 
the next street to his home, he is as effectually abroad as 
if the stage-coach had been whirling him away all night. 
Yet, should he reappear, the whole project is knocked in 
the head. His poor brains being hopelessly puzzled with 
this dilemma, he at length ventures out, partly resolving 
to cross the head of the street, and send one hasty glance 
towards his forsaken domicile Habit — for he is a man of 
habits — takes him by the hand, and guides him, wholly 
unaware, to his own door, where, just at the critical mo- 
ment, he is aroused by the scraping of his foot upon the 
step. Wakefield! whither are you going? 

At that instant his fate was turning on the pivot. Little 
dreaming of the doom to which his first backward step 
devotes him, he hurries away, breathless with agitation 
hitherto unfelt, and hardly dares turn his head at the 
distant corner. Can it bo that nobody caught sight of 
him? Will not the whole household — the decent Mrs. 
Wakefield, the smart maid servant, and the dirty little 
footboy — raise a hue and cry, through London streets, 
in pursuit of their fugitive lord and master? Wonderful 
escape! He gathers courage to pause and look home- 
ward, but is perplexed with a sense of change about the 
familiar edifice, such as affects us all, when, after a sep- 
aration of months or years, we again see some hill or 
lake, or work of art, with which we were friends of old. 
In ordinary cases, this indescribable impression is caused 



WAKEFIELD 148 

chariot of a physician, and deposits its big-wiggcd and 
solemn burden at Wakefield's door, whence, after a 
quarter of an hour’s visit, he emerges, pei chance the 
herald of a funeral. Dear woman! Will she die? By this 
time, Wakefield is excited to something like energy of 
feeling, but still lingers away from his wife’s bedside, 
pleading with his conscience that she must not be dis- 
turbed at such a junctuie. If aught else lestrams him, he 
does not know it. In the course of a few weeks she grad- 
ually recovers; the crisis is over; hei heart is sad, per- 
haps, but quiet; and, let him return soon or late, it will 
never be feverish for him again. Such ideas glimmer 
through the midst of Wakefield’s mind, and render him 
indistinctly conscious that an almost impassable gulf di- 
vides his hired apartment from his former home. <( It is 
but in the next street!” he sometimes says. Fool! it is in 
another world Hitherto, he has put off his return from 
one particular day to another; henceforwaid, he leaves 
the precise time undetermined. Not tomorrow — prob- 
ably next week — pretty soon. Poor man! The dead have 
nearly as much chance of revisiting their earthly homes 
as the self-banished Wakefield. 

Would that I had a folio to write, instead of an article 
of a dozen pages! Then might I exemplify how an in- 
fluence beyond our control lays its strong hand on every 
deed which we do, and weaves its consequences into an 
iron tissue of necessity. Wakefield is spell-bound. We 
must leave him, for ten years or so, to haunt around his 
house, without once crossing die threshold, and to be 
faithful to his wife, with all the affection of which his 
heart is capable, while he is slowly fading out of hers. 
Long since, it must be remarked, he had lost the percep- 
tion of singularity in his conduct. 

Now for a scene! Amid the throng of a London street 
we distinguish a man, now waxing elderly, with few 
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characteristics to attract careless observers, yet bearing, 
in his whole aspect, the handwriting of no common fate, 
for such as have the skill to read it. He is meagre; his 
low and narrow forehead is deeply wrinkled, his eyes, 
small and lustreless, sometimes wander apprehensively 
about him, but oftener seem to look inward. He bends 
his head, and moves with an indescribable obliquity of 
gait, as if unwilling to display his full front to the world. 
Watch him long enough to see what we have described, 
and you will allow that circumstances — which often pro- 
duce remarkable men from nature’s ordinary handiwork 
— have produced one such here. Next, leaving him to 
sidle along the footwalk, cast your eyes in the opposite 
direction, where a portly female, considerably in the 
wane of life, with a prayer-book in her hand, is proceed- 
ing to yonder church. She has the placid mien of settled 
widowhood. Her regrets have either died away, or have 
become so essential to her heart, that they would be 
poorly exchanged for joy. Just as the lean man and well- 
conditioned woman are passing, a slight obstruction oc- 
curs, and brings these two figures directly in contact. 
Their hands touch; the pressure of the crowd forces her 
bosom against his shoulder; they stand, face to face, star- 
ing into each other’s eyes. After a ten years’ separation, 
thus Wakefield meets his wife! 

The throng eddies away, and carries them asunder. 
The sober widow, resuming her former pace, proceeds 
to church, but pauses in the portal, and throws a per- 
plexed glance along the sheet. She passes in, however, 
opening her prayer-book as she goes. And the man! with 
so wild a face that busy and selfish London stands to 
gaze after him, he hurries to his lodgings, bolts the door, 
and throws himself upon the bed. The latent feelings of 
years break out, his feeble mind acquires a brief energy 
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from their strength; all the miserable strangeness of his 
life is revealed to him at a glance and he cries out, pas- 
sionately, “Wakefield^ Wakefield! You aie mad!” 

Perhaps he was so. The singularity of his situation 
must have so moulded him to himself, that, considered 
in regard to his fellow-creatures and the business of life, 
he could not be said to possess his right mmd. He had 
contrived, or rather he had happened, to dissever him- 
self from the world — to vanish — to give up his place and 
privileges with living men, without being admitted 
among the dead. The life of a hermit is nowise parallel 
to his. He was in the bustle of the city, as of old; but the 
crowd swept by and saw him not; he was, we may fig- 
uratively say, always beside his wife and at his hearth, 
yet must never feel the warmth of the one nor the affec- 
tion of the other. It was Wakefield’s unprecedented fate 
to retain his original share of human sympathies, and 
to be still involved in human interests, while he had lost 
his reciprocal influence on diem. It would be a most 
curious speculation to trace out the effect of such cir- 
cumstances on his heart and intellect, separately, and in 
unison. Yet, changed as he was, he would seldom be 
conscious of it, but deem himself the same man as ever; 
glimpses of the truth, indeed, would come, but only for 
the moment; and still he would keep saying, “I shall 
soon go back!” — nor reflect that he had been saying so 
for twenty years. 

I conceive, also, that these twenty years would ap- 
pear, in the retrospect, scarcely longer than the week 
to which Wakefield had at first limited his absence. He 
would look on the affair as no more than an interlude in 
the main business of his hfe. When, aftei a little while 
more, he should deem it time to reenter his parlor, his 
wife would clap her hands for joy, on beholding the mid- 
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dle-aged Mr. Wakefield. Alas, what a mistake! Would 
Time but await the close of our favorite follies, we 
should be young men, all of us, and till Doomsday. 

One evening, in the twentieth year since he vanished, 
Wakefield is taking his customary walk towards the 
dwelling which he still calls his own. It is a gusty night 
of autumn, with frequent showers that patter down 
upon the pavement, and are gone before a man can put 
up his umbrella. Pausing near the house, Wakefield dis- 
cerns, through the parlor windows of the second floor, 
the red glow and the glimmer and fitful flash of a com- 
fortable fire. On the ceiling appears a grotesque shadow 
of good Mrs. Wakefield. The cap, the nose and chin, 
and the broad waist, form an admirable caricature, 
which dances, moreover, with the up-flickering and 
down-sinking blaze, almost too merrily for the shade of 
an elderly widow. At this instant a shower chances to 
fall, and is driven, by the unmannerly gust, full into 
Wakefield’s face and bosom. He is quite penetrated with 
its autumnal chill. Shall he stand, wet and shivering 
here, when his own hearth has a good fire to warm him, 
and his own wife will run to fetch the gray coat and 
small-clothes, which, doubtless, she has kept carefully in 
the closet of their bed chamber? No! Wakefield is no 
such fool. He ascends the steps — heavily! — for twenty 
years have stiffened his legs since he came down — but 
he knows it not. Stay, Wakefield! Would you go to the 
sole home that is left you? Then step into your grave! 
The door opens. As he passes in, we have a parting 
glimpse of his visage, and recognize the crafty smile, 
which was the precursor of the little joke that he has 
ever since been playing off at his wife’s expense. How 
unmercifully has he quizzed the poor woman! Well, a 
good night’s rest to Wakefield! 

This happy event — supposing it to be such — could 
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only have occurred at an unpremeditated moment. We 
will not follow our friend across the threshold. He has 
left us much food for thought, a portion of which shall 
lend its wisdom to a moral, and be shaped into a figure. 
Amid the seeming confusion of our mysterious world, 
individuals are so nicely adjusted to a system, and sys- 
tems to one another and to a whole, that, by stepping 
aside for a moment, a man exposes himself to a fearful 
risk of losing his place forever. Like Wakefield, he may 
become, as it were, the Outcast of the Universe. 

1835 Twice-Told Tales 




Egotism ,; 1 or, the Bosom Serpent 

“T T ERE he comes!” shouted the boys along the 

JLT street. “Here comes the man with a snake m 
his bosom!” 

This outcry, saluting Herkimer’s ears as he was about 
to enter the iron gate of the Elliston mansion, made 
him pause It was not without a shudder that he found 
himself on the point of meeting his former acquaintance, 
whom he had known in the glory of youth, and whom 
now after an interval of five years, he was to find the 
victim either of a diseased fancy or a horrible physical 
misfortune. 

“A snake in his bosom!” repeated the young sculptor 
to himself. “It must be he. No second man on earth has 
such a bosom friend. And now, my poor Rosina, Heaven 
grant me wisdom to discharge my errand aright! Wom- 


x The physical fact, to which it is here attempted to give a moral 
signification, has been known to occur m more than one instance 
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an’s faith must be strong indeed since thine has not yet 
failed.” 

Thus musing, he took his stand at the entrance of 
the gate and waited until the personage so singularly 
announced should make his appearance. After an in- 
stant or two he beheld the figure of a lean man, of un- 
wholesome look, with glittering eyes and long black 
hair, who seemed to imitate the motion of a snake, for, 
instead of walking straight forward with open front, he 
undulated along the pavement in a curved line. It may 
be too fanciful to say that something, either in his moral 
or material aspect, suggested the idea that a miracle had 
been wrought by transforming a serpent into a man, but 
so imperfectly that the snaky nature was yet hidden, 
and scarcely hidden, under the mere outward guise of 
humanity. Herkimer remarked that his complexion had 
a greenish tinge over its sickly white, reminding him of a 
species of marble out of which he had once wrought 
a head of Envy, with her snaky locks. 

The wretched being approached the gate, but, in- 
stead of entering, stopped short and fixed the ghtter of 
his eye full upon the compassionate yet steady counte- 
nance of the sculptor. 

“It gnaws me! It gnaws me!” he exclaimed. 

And then there was an audible hiss, but whether it 
came from the apparent lunatic’s own lips, or was the 
real hiss of a serpent, might admit of a discussion. At all 
events, it made Herkimer shudder to his heart’s core. 

“Do you know me, George Herkimer?” asked the 
snake-possessed. 

Herkimer did know him; but it demanded all the in- 
timate and practical acquaintance with the human face, 
acquired by modelling actual likenesses in clay, to recog- 
nize the features of Roderick Elhston in the visage that 
now met the sculptor’s gaze. Yet it was he. It added 
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nothing to the wonder to reflect that the once brilliant 
young man had undergone this odious and fearful change 
during the no more than five brief years of Herkimer’s 
abode at Florence. The possibility of such a transforma- 
tion being granted, it was as easy to conceive it effected 
in a moment as in an age. Inexpressibly shocked and 
startled, it was still the keenest pang when Herkimer re- 
membeied that the fate of his cousin Rosina, the ideal 
of gentle womanhood, was indissolubly interwoven with 
that of a being whom Piovidence seemed to have un- 
humanized. 

“Elliston! Roderick!” cried he, “I had heard of this; 
but my conception came far short of the truth. What has 
befallen you? Why do I find you thus?” 

“Oh, ’tis a mere nothing! A snake! A snake! The com- 
monest thing in the world. A snake in the bosom — that’s 
all,” answered Roderick Elliston. “But how is your own 
breast?” continued he, looking the sculptor in the eye 
with the most acute and penetrating glance that it had 
ever been his fortune to encounter. “All pure and whole- 
some? No reptile there? By my faith and conscience, 
and by the devil within me, here is a wonder! A man 
without a serpent in his bosom!” 

“Be calm, Elliston,” whispered George Heikimer, lay- 
ing his hand upon the shoulder of the snake-possessed. 
“I have crossed the ocean to meet you. Listen! Let us 
be private. I bring a message from Rosina — from your 
wife!” 

“It gnaws me 1 It gnaws me!” muttered Roderick. 

With this exclamation, the most frequent in his mouth, 
the unfortunate man clutched both hands upon his breast 
as if an intolerable sting or torture impelled him to rend 
it open and let out the living mischief, even should it 
be intertwined with his own life. He then freed himself 
from Herkimer’s grasp by a subtle motion, and, gliding 
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through the gate, took refuge in his antiquated family 
residence. The sculptor did not pursue him. He saw that 
no available intercourse could be expected at such a 
moment, and was desirous, before another meeting, to 
inquire closely into the nature of Roderick’s disease and 
the circumstances that had reduced him to so lamenta- 
ble a condition. He succeeded in obtaining the necessary 
information from an eminent medical gentleman. 

Shortly after Elliston’s separation from his wife — now 
nearly four years ago — his associates had observed a 
singular gloom spreading over his daily life, like those 
chill, gray mists that sometimes steal away the sun- 
shine from a summer’s morning. The symptoms caused 
them endless perplexity. They knew not whether ill 
health were robbing his spirits of elasticity, or whether 
a canker of the mind was gradually eating, as such 
cankers do, from his moral system into the physical 
frame, which is but the shadow of the former. They 
looked for the root of this trouble in his shattered 
schemes of domestic bliss — -wilfully shattered by him- 
self — but could not be satisfied of its existence there. 
Some thought that their once brilliant friend was in an 
incipient stage of insanity, of which his passionate im- 
pulses had perhaps been the forerunners, others prog- 
nosticated a general blight and gradual decline. From 
Roderick’s own lips they could learn nothing. More than 
once, it is true, he had been heard to say, clutching his 
hands convulsively upon his breast — “It gnaws me! It 
gnaws me!” — but, by different auditors, a great diver- 
sity of explanation was assigned to this ominous expres- 
sion. What could it be that gnawed the breast of Roder- 
ick Elliston? Was it sorrow? Was it merely the tooth of 
physical disease? Or, in his reckless course, often verg- 
ing upon profligacy, if not plunging into its depths, had 
he been guilty of some deed which made his bosom a 
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prey to the deadlier fangs of remorse? There was plausi- 
ble ground for each of these conjectures; but it must 
not be concealed that more than one eldeilv gentleman, 
die victim of good cheer and slothful habits, magisteri- 
ally pronounced die secret of the whole matter to be 
Dyspepsia 

Meanwhile, Roderick seemed aware how generally he 
had become the subject of curiosity and conjecture, and, 
with a morbid repugnance to such notice, or to any 
notice whatsoever, estranged himself from all compan- 
ionship. Not merely the eye of man was a horror to him; 
not merely the light of a friend’s countenance, but even 
the blessed sunshine, likewise, which in its universal 
beneficence typifies the radiance of the Creator’s face, 
expressing his love for all the creatures of his hand. The 
dusky twilight was now too transparent for Roderick 
Elliston, the blackest midnight was his chosen hour to 
steal abioad; and if ever he weie seen, it was when the 
watchman’s lantern gleamed upon his figuie, gliding 
along the street, with his hands clutched upon his bosom, 
still muttering, “It gnaws me! It gnaws me!” What could 
it be that gnawed him? 

After a time, it became known that Elliston was in the 
habit of resorting to all the noted quacks that infested 
the city, or whom money would tempt to journey thither 
from a distance. By one of these persons, in the exulta- 
tion of a supposed cure, it was proclaimed far and wide, 
by dint of handbills and little pamphlets on dingy pa- 
per, that a distinguished gentleman, Roderick Elliston, 
Esq., had been relieved of a snake in his stomach^ So 
here was the monstrous secret, ejected from its lurking 
place mto public view, in all its horrible deformity. The 
mystery was out; but not so the bosom serpent. He, if it 
were anything but a delusion, still lay coiled in his living 
den. The empiric’s cure had been a sham, the effect, it 
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was supposed, of some stupefying drug which more 
nearly caused the death of the patient than of the odious 
reptile that possessed him. When Roderick Elliston re- 
gained entire sensibility, it was to find his misfoitune 
the town talk — the more than nine days’ wonder and 
horror — while, at his bosom, he felt the sickening mo- 
tion of a thing alive, and the gnawing of that restless 
fang which seemed to giatify at once a physical appetite 
and a fiendish spite. 

He summoned the old black servant, who had been 
bred up in his father’s house, and was a middle-aged 
man while Roderick lay in his cradle. 

"Scipio!” he began, and then paused, with his arms 
folded over his heart. "What do people say of me, 
Scipio.” 

"Sir! my poor master! that you had a serpent in your 
bosom,” answered the servant with hesitation, 

"And what else?” asked Roderick, with a ghastly look 
at the man. 

"Nothing else, dear master,” replied Scipio, "only that 
the doctor gave you a powder, and that the snake leaped 
out upon the floor.” 

"No, no!” muttered Roderick to himself, as he shook 
his head, and pressed his hands with a more convulsive 
force upon his breast, "I feel him still. It gnaws me! It 
gnaws me!” 

Fiom this time the miserable sufferer ceased to shun 
the world, but rather solicited and forced himself 
upon the notice of acquaintances and strangeis. It was 
partly the result of desperation on finding that the cavern 
of his own bosom had not proved deep and dark enough 
to hide the secret, even while it was so secure a fortress 
for the loathsome fiend that had crept into it. But still 
more, this craving for notoriety was a symptom of the 
intense morbidness which now pervaded his nature. All 
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persons chronically diseased are egotists, whether the 
disease be of the mind or body, whether it be sm, soi- 
rovv, or merely the more tolerable calamity of some end- 
less pain, or mischief among the cords of moital life. 
Such individuals are made acutely conscious of a self, 
by the tortuie in which it dwells. Self, therefore, grows 
to be so prominent an object with them that they cannot 
but present it to the face of every casual passer-by. 
There is a pleasure — perhaps the greatest of which the 
sufferer is susceptible — in displaying the wasted or ul- 
cerated limb, or the cancer in the breast; and the fouler 
the crime, with so much the more difficulty does the 
peipetrator prevent it fiom thrusting up its snake-like 
head to frighten the world, for it is that cancer, or that 
crime, which constitutes their respective individuality. 
Roderick Elliston, who, a little while before, had held 
himself so scornfully above the common lot of men, 
now paid full allegiance to this humiliating law. The 
snake m his bosom seemed the symbol of a monstrous 
egotism to which everything was refen ed, and which 
he pampered, night and day, with a continual and ex- 
clusive sacrifice of devil worship. 

He soon exhibited what most people considered in- 
dubitable tokens of insanity. In some of his moods, 
strange to say, he prided and gloried himself on being 
marked out from the ordinal y experience of mankind, 
by the possession of a double nature, and a life within 
a life. He appeared to imagine that the snake was a 
divinity — not celestial, it is true, but darkly infernal — 
and that he thence derived an eminence and a sanctity, 
horrid, indeed, yet moie desirable than whatever ambi- 
tion aims at. Thus he drew his misery around him like a 
regal mantle, and looked down triumphantly upon those 
whose vitals nourished no deadly monster. Oftener, how- 
ever, his human nature asserted its empire over him in 
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the shape of a yearning for fellowship. It grew to be his 
custom to spend the whole day in wandering about the 
streets, aimlessly, unless it might be called an aim to 
establish a species of brotherhood between himself and 
the world. With cankered ingenuity, he sought out his 
own disease in every breast. Whether insane or not, he 
showed so keen a perception of frailty, error, and vice, 
that many persons gave him credit for being possessed 
not merely with a serpent, but with an actual fiend, who 
imparted this evil faculty of recognizing whatever was 
ugliest in man’s heart. 

For instance, he met an individual, who, for thirty 
years, had cherished a hatred against his own brother. 
Roderick, amidst the throng of the street, laid his hand 
on this man’s chest, and looking full into his forbidding 
face — 

"How is the snake today?” he inquired, with a mock 
expression of sympathy. 

"The snake!” exclaimed the brother-hater — "what do 
you mean?” 

"The snake! The snake 1 Does it gnaw you?” persisted 
Roderick. "Did you take counsel with him this morning 
when you should have been saying your prayers? Did 
he sting, when you thought of your brother’s health, 
wealth, and good repute? Did he caper for joy, when 
you remembered the profligacy of his only son? And 
whether he stung, or whether he frolicked, did you feel 
his poison throughout your body and soul, converting 
everything to sourness and bitterness? That is the way 
of such serpents. I have learned the whole nature of 
them from my own!” 

"Where is the police?” roared the object of Roderick’s 
persecution, at the same time giving an instinctive clutch 
to his breast. "Why is this lunatic allowed to go at 
large?” 
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“Ha, ha!” chuckled Roderick, releasing his grasp of 
the man. “His bosom serpent has stung him then!” 

Often it pleased the unfortunate young man to vex 
people with a lighter satiie, yet still characterized by 
somewhat of snake-like virulence. One day he encoun- 
tered an ambitious statesman, and gravely inquired after 
the welfare of his boa constrictor; for of that species, 
Roderick affirmed, this gentlemans serpent must needs 
be, since its appetite was enormous enough to devour 
the whole country and constitution. At another time, he 
stopped a close-fisted old fellow, of great wealth, but 
who skulked about the city in the guise of a scarecrow, 
with a patched blue surtout, brown hat, and mouldy 
boots, scraping pence together, and picking up rusty 
nails. Pretending to look earnestly at this respectable 
person's stomach, Roderick assured him that his snake 
was a copper-head, and had been generated by the im-. 
mense quantities of that base metal, with which he daily 
defiled his fingers. Again, he assaulted a man of rubi- 
cund visage, and told him that few bosom serpents had 
more of the devil in them than those that breed in the 
vats of a distillery. The next whom Roderick honored 
with his attention was a distinguished cleigyman, who 
happened just then to be engaged in a theological con- 
troversy, where human wrath was more perceptible than 
divine inspiration. 

“You have swallowed a snake in a cup of sacramental 
wine,” quoth he. 

“Profane wretch!” exclaimed the divine; but, never- 
theless, his hand stole to his breast. 

He met a person of sickly sensibility, who, on some 
early disappointment, had retired from the world, and 
thereafter held no intercourse with his fellow-men, but 
brooded sullenly or passionately over the irrevocable 
past. This man s very heart, if Roderick might be be- 
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lieved, had been changed into a serpent, which would 
finally torment both him and itself to death. Observing 
a married couple, whose domestic troubles were matter 
of notoriety, he condoled with both on having mutually 
taken a house adder to their bosoms. To an envious au- 
thor, who depreciated works which he could never equal, 
he said that his snake was the slimiest and filthiest of 
all the reptile tribe, but was fortunately without a sting. 
A man of impure life, and a brazen face, asking Roder- 
ick if there were any serpent in his breast, he told him 
that there was, and of the same species that once tor- 
tured Don Rodrigo, the Goth. He took a fair young girl 
by the hand, and gazing sadly into her eyes, warned her 
that she cherished a serpent of the deadliest kind within 
her gentle breast, and the world found the truth of those 
ominous words, when, a few months afterwards, the 
poor girl died of love and shame. Two ladies, rivals in 
fashionable life, who tormented one another with a thou- 
sand little stings of womanish spite, were given to under- 
stand that each of their hearts was a nest of diminutive 
snakes, which did quite as much mischief as one great 
one. 

But nothing seemed to please Roderick better than to 
lay hold of a person infected with jealousy, which he 
represented as an enormous green reptile, with an ice- 
cold length of body, and the sharpest sting of any snake 
save one. 

“And what one is that?” asked a by-stander, overhear- 
ing him. 

It was a dark-browed man who put the question; he 
had an evasive eye, which in the course of a dozen years 
had looked no mortal directly in the face. There was an 
ambiguity about this person s character — a stain upon 
his reputation — yet none could tell precisely of what na- 
ture, although the city gossips, male and female, whis- 
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peied the most atrocious surmises. Until a recent period 
he had followed the sea, and was, in fact, the very ship- 
master whom George Herkimei had encounteied, under 
such singular circumstances, in the Grecian Archipelago. 

“What bosom seipent has the sharpest sting?” re- 
peated this man, but he put the question as if by a 
reluctant necessity, and grew pale while he was uttering 
it. 

“Why need you ask?” replied Roderick, with a look of 
dark intelligence. “Look into your own breast. Hark! my 
serpent bestirs himself! He acknowledges the presence 
of a master fiend!” 

And then, as the by-standers afterwards affirmed, a 
hissing sound was heard, appaiently in Roderick El- 
liston’s breast. It was said, too, that an answering hiss 
came from the vitals of the shipmaster, as if a snake were 
actually lurking there and had been aroused by the call 
of its brother reptile. If there were in fact any such 
sound, it might have been caused by a malicious exercise 
of ventriloquism on the part of Roderick. 

Thus making his own actual serpent — if a serpent 
there actually was in his bosom — the type of each man s 
fatal error, or hoaided sin, or unquiet conscience, and 
striking his sting so umemorsefully into the soiest spot, 
we may well imagine that Roderick became the pest of 
the city. Nobody could elude him — none could with- 
stand him. He grappled with the ugliest truth that he 
could lay his hand on, and compelled his adversary to 
do the same. Strange spectacle in human life wheie it 
is the instinctive effort of one and all to hide those sad 
realities, and leave them undisturbed beneath a heap of 
superficial topics which constitute the materials of inter- 
course between man and man! It was not to be tolerated 
that Roderick Elliston should break through the tacit 
compact by which the world has done its best to secure 
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repose without relinquishing evil. The victims of his 
malicious remarks, it is true, had brothers enough to 
keep them in countenance; for, by Rodericks theory, 
every mortal bosom harbored either a brood of small 
serpents or one overgrown monster that had devoured 
all the rest. Still the city could not bear this new apostle. 
It was demanded by nearly all, and particularly by the 
most respectable inhabitants, that Rodenck should no 
longer be permitted to violate the received rules of deco- 
rum by obtruding his own bosom serpent to the public 
gaze, and dragging those of decent people from their 
lurking places. 

Accordingly, his relatives interfered and placed him 
in a private asylum for the insane. When the news 
was noised abroad, it was observed that many persons 
walked the streets with freer countenances and covered 
their breasts less carefully with their hands. 

His confinement, however, although it contributed not 
a little to the peace of the town, operated unfavorably 
upon Roderick himself. In solitude his melancholy grew 
more black and sullen. He spent whole days — indeed, it 
was his sole occupation — in communing with the ser- 
pent. A conversation was sustained, in which, as it 
seemed, the hidden monster bore a part, though unin- 
telligibly to the listeners, and inaudible except in a hiss. 
Singular as it may appear, the sufferer had now con- 
tracted a sort of affection for his tormentor, mingled, 
however, with the intensest loathing and horror. Nor 
were such discordant emotions incompatible. Each, on 
the contrary, imparted strength and poignancy to its op- 
posite. Horrible love — horrible antipathy — embracing 
one another in his bosom, and both concentrating them- 
selves upon a being that had crept into his vitals or been 
engendered there, and which was nourished with his 
food, and lived upon his life, and was as intimate with 
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him as his own heart, and yet was the foulest of all 
created things! But not the less was it the true type of 
a morbid nature. 

Sometimes, in his moments of xage and bitter hatred 
against the snake and himself, Roderick determined to 
be the death of him, even at the expense of his own 
life. Once he attempted it by starvation, but, while the 
wretched man was on the point of famishing, the mon- 
ster seemed to feed upon his heart, and to thrive and 
wax gamesome, as if it were his sweetest and most con- 
genial diet. Then he piivily took a dose of active poison, 
imagining that it would not fail to kill either himself or 
the devil that possessed him, or both together. Another 
mistake, for if Roderick had not yet been destroyed by 
his own poisoned heart nor the snake by gnawing it, 
they had httle to fear from aisenic or corrosive sub- 
limate. Indeed, the venomous pest appealed to operate 
as an antidote against all other poisons The physicians 
tried to suffocate the fiend with tobacco smoke. He 
breathed it as freely as if it were his native atmosphere. 
Again, they drugged their patient with opium and 
drenched him with intoxicating liquors, hoping that the 
snake might thus be reduced to stupor and perhaps be 
ejected from the stomach. They succeeded in lendering 
Rodeiick insensible; but, placing their hands upon his 
breast, they were inexpressibly honor stricken to feel 
die monster wriggling, twining, and daitmg to and fro 
within his narrow limits, evidently enlivened by the 
opium or alcohol, and incited to unusual feats of activity. 
Thenceforth they gave up all attempts at cure or palli- 
ation. The doomed sufferer submitted to his fate, re- 
sumed his formei loathsome affection for the bosom 
fiend, and spent whole miserable days before a looking- 
glass, with his moudi wide open, watching, in hope and 
horror, to catch a glimpse of the snake’s head far down 
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within his throat. It is supposed that he succeeded; for 
the attendants once heard a frenzied shout, and, rushing 
into the room, found Roderick lifeless upon the floor. 

He was kept but little longer under restraint. After 
minute investigation, the medical directors of the asylum 
decided that his mental disease did not amount to in- 
sanity, nor would warrant his confinement, especially as 
its influence upon his spirits was unfavorable, and might 
produce the evil which it was meant to remedy. His 
eccentricities were doubtless great; he had habitually 
violated many of the customs and prejudices of society; 
but the world was not, without surer ground, entitled to 
treat him as a madman. On this decision of such com- 
petent authority Roderick was released, and had re- 
turned to his native city the very day before his en- 
counter with George Herkimer. 

As soon as possible after learning these particulars 
the sculptor, together with a sad and tremulous com- 
panion, sought Elliston at his own house. It was a large, 
sombre edifice of wood, with pilasters and a balcony, 
and was divided from one of the principal streets by a 
terrace of three elevations, which was ascended by suc- 
cessive flights of stone steps. Some immense old elms 
almost concealed the front of the mansion. This spacious 
and once magnificent family residence was built by a 
grandee of the race early in the past century, at which 
epoch, land being of small comparative value, the gar- 
den and other grounds had formed quite an extensive 
domain. Although a portion of the ancestral heritage had 
been alienated, there was still a shadowy enclosure in 
the rear of the mansion where a student, or a dreamer, 
or a man of stricken heart might lie all day upon the 
grass, amid the solitude of murmuring boughs, and for- 
get that a city had grown up around him. 
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Into this letirement the sculptoi and his companion 
were ushered by Scipio, the old black servant, whose 
wrinkled visage grew almost sunny with intelligence 
and joy as he paid his humble gieetings to one of the 
two visitors. 

“Remain in the arbor,” whispered the sculptor to the 
figure that leaned upon his arm. “You will know whether, 
and when, to make your appearance.” 

“God will teach me,” was the reply. “May He support 
me too!” 

Rodeiick was reclining on the margin of a fountain 
which gushed into the fleckered sunshine with the same 
clear sparkle and the same voice of airy quietude as 
when trees of primeval growth flung their shadows 
across its bosom. How stiange is the hfe of a fountain! 
— born at every moment, yet of an age coeval with the 
rocks, and far surpassing the venerable antiquity of a 
forest. 

“You are come! I have expected you,” said Elhston, 
when he became aware of the sculptor's presence. 

His manner was very different from that of the pre- 
ceding day — quiet, courteous, and, as Herkimer thought, 
watchful both over his guest and himself. This unnatu- 
ral restraint was almost the only trait that betokened 
anything amiss. He had just thrown a book upon the 
grass, where it lay half opened, thus disclosing itself to 
be a natural history of the serpent tribe, illustrated by 
lifelike plates. Near it lay that bulky volume, the Ductor 
Dubitantium of Jeremy Taylor, full of cases of con- 
science, and in which most men, possessed of a con- 
science, may find something apphcable to their purpose. 

“You see,” observed Elliston, pointing to the book of 
serpents, while a smile gleamed upon his lips, “I am 
making an effort to become better acquainted with my 
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bosom friend; but I find nothing satisfactory in this 
volume. If I mistake not, he will prove to be sui generis, 
and akin to no other reptile in creation.” 

'Whence came this strange calamity?” inquired the 
sculptor. 

"My sable friend Scipio has a story,” replied Roderick, 
"of a snake that had lurked in this fountain — pure and 
innocent as it looks — ever since it was known to the first 
settlers. This insinuating personage once crept into the 
vitals of my great grandfather and dwelt there many 
years, tormenting the old gentleman beyond mortal en- 
durance. In short it is a family peculiarity. But, to tell 
you the truth, I have no faith in this idea of the snake’s 
being an heirloom. He is my own snake, and no man’s 
else.” 

"But what was his origin?” demanded Herkimer. 

"Oh, there is poisonous stuff in any man’s heart suffi- 
cient to generate a brood of serpents,” said Elliston with 
a hollow laugh. "You should have heard my homilies to 
the good town’s-people. Positively, I deem myself fortu- 
nate in having bred but a single serpent. You, however, 
have none in your bosom, and therefore cannot sympa- 
thize with the rest of the world. It gnaws me! It gnaws 
me!” 

With this exclamation Roderick lost his self-control 
and threw himself upon the grass, testifying his agony 
by intricate writhmgs, in which Herkimer could not but 
fancy a resemblance to the motions of a snake. Then, 
likewise, was heard that frightful hiss, which often ran 
through the sufferer’s speech, and crept between the 
words and syllables without interrupting their succes- 
sion. 

"This is awful indeed!” exclaimed the sculptor — "an 
awful infliction, whether it be actual or imaginary. Tell 
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me, Roderick Elliston, is there any remedy for this 
loathsome evil?” 

"Yes, but an impossible one,” muttered Roderick, as 
he lay wallowing with his face in the grass. "Could I 
for one moment foiget myself, the serpent might not 
abide within me. It is my diseased self-contemplation 
that has engendered and nourished him.” 

“Then forget yourself, my husband,” said a gentle 
voice above him, "forget yourself in the idea of an- 
other!” 

Rosma had emerged from the arbor, and was bend- 
ing over him with the shadow of his anguish reflected 
in her countenance, yet so mingled with hope and un- 
selfish love that all anguish seemed but an earthly 
shadow and a dream. She touched Roderick with her 
hand. A tremor shivered through his frame. At that 
moment, if leport be trustworthy, the sculptor beheld 
a waving motion through the grass, and heard a tinkling 
sound, as if something had plunged into the fountain. 
Be the truth as it might, it is certain that Roderick El- 
liston sat up like a man renewed, restored to his right 
mind, and rescued from the fiend which had so miser- 
ably overcome him in the battle-field of his own breast. 

“Rosina!” ciied he, in broken and passionate tones, 
but with nothing of the wild wail that had haunted his 
voice so long, "forgive! forgive!” 

Her happy tears bedewed his face. 

"The punishment has been severe,” observed the 
sculptor. "Even Justice might now forgive; how much 
more a woman’s tenderness! Roderick Elliston, whether 
the serpent was a physical reptile, or whether the mor- 
bidness of your nature suggested that symbol to your 
fancy, the moral of the story is not the less true and 
strong. A tremendous Egotism, manifesting itself in your 
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case in the form of jealousy, is as fearful a fiend as ever 
stole into the human heart. Can a breast, where it has 
dwelt so long, be purified?” 

"Oh yes,” said Rosina with a heavenly smile. “The 
serpent was but a dark fantasy, and what it typified was 
as shadowy as itself. The past, dismal as it seems, shall 
fling no gloom upon the future. To give it its due im- 
portance we must think of it but as an anecdote in our 
Eternity.” 

1843 Mosses from an Old Manse 

[From the unpublished “Allegories of the Heart”] 


The Birthmark 

I N THE latter part of the last century there lived 
a man of science, an eminent proficient in every 
branch of natural philosophy, who not long before our 
story opens had made experience of a spiritual affinity 
more attractive than any chemical one. He had left his 
laboratory to the care of an assistant, cleared his fine 
countenance from the furnace smoke, washed the stain 
of acids from his fingers, and persuaded a beautiful 
woman to become his wife. In those days when the 
comparatively recent discovery of electricity and other 
kindred mysteries of Nature seemed to open paths into 
the region of miracle, it was not unusual for the love of 
science to rival the love of woman in its depth and ab- 
sorbing energy. The higher intellect, the imagination, 
the spirit, and even the heart might all find their con- 
genial aliment in pursuits which, as some of their ardent 
votaries believed, would ascend from one step of power- 
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ful intelligence to another, until the philosopher should 
lay his hand on the secret of creative foice and peihaps 
make new worlds for himself. We know not whether 
Aylmer possessed this degiee of faith in man’s ultimate 
control over Nature. He had devoted himself, however, 
too unreservedly to scientific studies ever to be weaned 
fiom them by any second passion. His love for his young 
wife might prove the stronger of the two, but it could 
only be by intertwining itself with his love of science, 
and uniting the strength of the latter to his own. 

Such a union accordingly took place, and was at- 
tended with truly remarkable consequences and a deeply 
impressive moral. One day, very soon after their mar- 
riage, Aylmer sat gazing at his wife with a trouble in 
his countenance that grew stionger until he spoke. 

“Georgiana,” said he, "lias it never occurred to you 
that the mark upon your cheek might be removed?” 

“No, indeed,” said she, smiling, but perceiving the 
seriousness of his manner, she blushed deeply. “To tell 
you the truth it has been so often called a charm that 
I was simple enough to imagine it might be so.” 

“Ah, upon another face perhaps it might,” replied her 
husband; “but never on yours. No, dearest Geoigiana, 
you came so nearly perfect from the hand of Nature that 
this slightest possible defect, which we hesitate whether 
to term a defect or a beauty, shocks me, as being the 
visible mark of earthly imperfection.” 

“Shocks you, my husband!” cried Georgiana, deeply 
hurt; at first reddening with momentary anger, but then 
bursting into tears. “Then why did you take me from 
my mother 1 s side? You cannot love what shocks you!” 

To explain this conversation it must be mentioned that 
in the centre of Georgiana’s left cheek there was a singu- 
lar mark, deeply interwoven, as it were, with the texture 
and substance of her face. In the usual state of her com- 
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plexion — a healthy though delicate bloom — the mark 
wore a tint of deeper crimson, which imperfectly defined 
its shape amid the surrounding rosiness. When she 
blushed it gradually became more indistinct, and finally 
vanished amid the triumphant rush of blood that bathed 
the whole cheek with its brilliant glow. But if any shift- 
ing motion caused her to turn pale there was the mark 
again, a crimson stain upon the snow, in what Aylmer 
sometimes deemed an almost fearful distinctness. Its 
shape bore not a little similarity to the human hand, 
though of the smallest pygmy size. Georgiana’s lovers 
were wont to say that some fairy at her birth hour had 
laid her tiny hand upon the infant’s cheek, and left this 
impress there in token of the magic endowments that 
were to give her such sway over all hearts. Many a des- 
perate swain would have risked life for the privilege of 
pressing his lips to the mysterious hand. It must not be 
concealed, however, that the impression wrought by this 
fairy sign manual varied exceedingly, according to the 
difference of temperament in the beholders. Some fas- 
tidious persons — but they were exclusively of her own 
sex — affirmed that the bloody hand, as they chose to call 
it, quite destroyed the effect of Georgiana s beauty, and 
rendered her countenance even hideous. But it would be 
as reasonable to say that one of those small blue stains 
which sometimes occur in the purest statuary marble 
would convert the Eve of Powers to a monster. Mascu- 
line observers, if the birthmark did not heighten their 
admiration, contented themselves with wishing it away, 
that the world might possess one living specimen of ideal 
loveliness without the semblance of a flaw. After his 
marriage — for he thought little or nothing of the matter 
before — Aylmer discovered that this was the case with 
himself. 

Had she been less beautiful — if Envy’s self could have 
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found aught else to sneer at — he might have felt his 
affection heightened by the prettiness of this mimic 
hand, now vaguely portrayed, now lost, now stealing 
foith again and glimmering to and fro with every pulse 
of emotion that throbbed within her heart, but seeing 
her otherwise so perfect, he found this one defect grow 
moie and more intolerable with every moment of their 
united lives. It was the fatal flaw of humanity which 
Nature, in one shape or another, stamps ineffaceably on 
all her pioductions, either to imply that they are tem- 
porary and finite, or that theii peifection must be 
wi ought by toil and pain. The crimson hand expressed 
the ineludible giipe in which mortality clutches the 
highest and purest of earthly mould, degrading them 
into kindred with the lowest, and even with the very 
brutes, like whom their visible frames return to dust. In 
this manner, selecting it as the symbol of his wife's 
liability to sin, sorrow, decay, and death, Aylmer's som- 
bre imagination was not long in rendering the birthmark 
a frightful object, causing him more trouble and horror 
than ever Georgiana's beauty, whether of soul or sense, 
had given him delight. 

At all the seasons which should have been their hap- 
piest, he invariably and without intending it, may, in 
spite of a purpose to the contrary, 1 everted to tins one 
disastrous topic. Trifling as it at first appeared, it so con- 
nected itself with innumerable trains of thought and 
modes of feeling that it became the central point of all. 
With the morning twilight Aylmer opened his eyes upon 
his wife's face and recognized die symbol of imperfec- 
tion; and when they sat together at the evening hearth 
his eyes wandered stealthily to her cheek, and beheld, 
flickering with the blaze of the wood fire, the spectral 
hand that wrote mortality where he would fam have 
worshipped. Georgiana soon learned to shudder at his 
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gaze. It needed but a glance with the peculiar expres- 
sion that his face often wore to change the roses of her 
cheek into a deathlike paleness, amid which the crimson 
hand was brought strongly out, like a bas-relief of ruby 
on the whitest marble. 

Late one night when the lights were growing dim, so 
as hardly to betray the stain on the poor wife’s cheek, 
she herself, for the first time, voluntarily took up the 
subject. 

“Do you remember, my dear Aylmer,” said she, with 
a feeble attempt at a smile, “have you any recollection 
of a dream last night about this odious hand?” 

“None! none whatever!” replied Aylmer, starting; but 
then he added, in a dry, cold tone, affected for the sake 
of concealing the real depth of his emotion, “I might 
well dream of it; for before I fell asleep it had taken a 
pretty firm hold of my fancy.” 

“And you did dream of it?” continued Georgiana, 
hastily; for she dreaded lest a gush of tears should inter- 
rupt what she had to say. “A terrible dream! I wonder 
that you can forget it. Is it possible to forget this one 
expression? — It is in her heart now; we must have it 
out!’ Reflect, my husband; for by all means I would have 
you recall that dream.” 

The mind is in a sad state when Sleep, the all-involv- 
ing, cannot confine her spectres within the dim region 
of her sway, but suffers them to break forth, affrighting 
this actual life with secrets that perchance belong to a 
deeper one. Aylmer now remembered his dream. He 
had fancied himself with his servant Aminadab, attempt- 
ing an operation for the removal of the birthmark; but 
the deeper went the knife, the deeper sank the hand, 
until at length its tiny grasp appeared to have caught 
hold of Georgiana’s heart; whence, however, her hus- 
band was inexorably resolved to cut or wrench it away. 
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When the dream had shaped itself perfectly m his 
memory, Aylmer sat in his wife's piesence with a guilty 
feeling. Truth often finds its way to the mind close 
muffled m robes of sleep, and then speaks with uncom- 
promising directness of matteis in regaid to which we 
practise an unconscious self-deception during our wak- 
ing moments Until now he had not been aware of the 
tyrannizing influence acquired by one idea over his 
mind, and of the lengths which he might find in his 
heart to go for the sake of giving himself peace. 

“Aylmer,” resumed Georgiana, solemnly, “I know not 
what may be the cost to both of us to rid me of this 
fatal birthmark. Perhaps its removal may cause cureless 
deformity; or it may be the stain goes as deep as life 
itself. Again: do we know that there is a possibility, on 
any terms, of unclasping the firm gripe of this little hand 
which was laid upon me before I came into the world?” 

“Dearest Georgiana, I have spent much thought upon 
the subject,” hastily interrupted Aylmer. “I am con- 
vinced of the perfect piacticability of its removal.” 

“If there be the remotest possibility of it,” continued 
Georgiana, “let the attempt be made at whatever risk. 
Danger is nothing to me; for life, while this hateful 
mark makes me the object of your horror and disgust — 
life is a burden which I would fling down with joy. Ei- 
ther remove this dreadful hand, or take my wretched 
life! You have deep science. All the world bears witness 
of it. You have achieved great wonders. Cannot you 
remove this little, little mark, which I cover with the 
tips of two small fingers? Is this beyond your power, 
for the sake of your own peace, and to save your poor 
wife from madness?” 

“Noblest, dearest, tenderest wife,” cried Aylmer, rap- 
turously, “doubt not my power. I have alieady given this 
matter the deepest thought — thought which might al- 
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most have enlightened me to create a being less perfect 
than yourself. Georgiana, you have led me deeper than 
ever into the heart of science. I feel myself fully com- 
petent to render this dear cheek as faultless as its fellow; 
and then, most beloved, what will be my triumph when 
I shall have corrected what Nature left imperfect in 
her fairest work! Even Pygmalion, when his sculptured 
woman assumed life, felt not greater ecstasy than mine 
wih be." 

"It is resolved, then,” said Georgiana, faintly smiling. 
"And, Aylmer, spare me not, though you should find the 
birthmark take refuge in my heart at last.” 

Her husband tenderly kissed her cheek — her right 
cheek — not that which bore the impress of the crimson 
hand. 

The next day Aylmer apprised his wife of a plan that 
he had formed whereby he might have opportunity for 
the intense thought and constant watchfulness which 
the proposed operation would require; while Georgiana, 
likewise, would enjoy the perfect repose essential to its 
success. They were to seclude themselves in the extensive 
apartments occupied by Aylmer as a laboratory, and 
where, during his toilsome youth, he had made dis- 
coveries in the elemental powers of Nature that had 
roused the admiration of all the learned societies in 
Europe. Seated calmly in this laboratory, the pale phi- 
losopher had investigated the secrets of the highest cloud 
region and of the profoundest mines; he had satisfied 
himself of the causes that kindled and kept alive the fires 
of the volcano; and had explained the mystery of foun- 
tains, and how it is that they gush forth, some so bright 
and pure, and others with such rich medicinal virtues, 
from the dark bosom of the earth. Here, too, at an earlier 
period, he had studied the wonders of the human frame, 
and attempted to fathom the very process by which 
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Nature assimilates all her precious influences from earth 
and air, and from the spiritual world, to create and 
foster man, her masteipiece. The latter pursuit, how- 
ever, Aylmer had long laid aside in unwilling recogni- 
tion of the truth — against which all seekers sooner or 
later stumble — that our great creative Mother, while 
she amuses us with appaiently working in the broadest 
sunshine, is yet severely careful to keep hei own secrets, 
and, in spite of her pretended openness, shows us noth- 
ing but results. She permits us, indeed, to mar, but sel- 
dom to mend, and, like a jealous patentee, on no ac- 
count to make. Now, however, Aylmer resumed these 
half-forgotten investigations; not, of course, with such 
hopes or wishes as first suggested them; but because 
they involved much physiological truth and lay in the 
path of his proposed scheme for the treatment of Geor- 
giana. 

As he led her over the threshold of the laboratory, 
Georgiana was cold and tremulous. Aylmer looked 
cheerfully into her face, with intent to reassure her, 
but was so startled with the intense glow of the birth- 
mark upon the whiteness of her cheek that he could not 
restrain a strong convulsive shudder. His wife fainted. 

“Ammadabl Amina dab!” shouted Aylmer, stamping 
violently on the floor. 

Forthwith there issued from an inner apartment a 
man of low stature, but bulky frame, with shaggy hair 
hanging about his visage, which was grimed with the 
vapors of the furnace. This personage had been Aylmers 
underworker during his whole scientific career, and was 
admirably fitted for that office by his great mechanical 
readiness, and the skill with which, while incapable of 
compiehendmg a single principle, he executed all the de- 
tails of his master s experiments. With his vast strength, 
his shaggy hair, his smoky aspect, and the indescribable 
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earthiness that incrusted him, he seemed to represent 
man's physical nature; while Aylmer's slender figure, 
and pale, intellectual face, were no less apt a type of the 
spiritual element. 

"Throw open the door of the boudoir, Aminadab,” 
said Aylmer, “and burn a pastil.” 

“Yes, master,” answered Aminadab, looking intently 
at the lifeless form of Georgiana; and then he muttered 
to himself, “If she were my wife, I'd never part with 
that birthmark.” 

When Georgiana recovered consciousness she found 
herself breathing an atmosphere of penetrating fra- 
grance, the gentle potency of which had recalled her 
from her deathlike faintness. The scene around her 
looked like enchantment. Aylmer had converted those 
smoky, dingy, sombre rooms, where he had spent his 
brightest years in recondite pursuits, into a series of 
beautiful apartments not unfit to be the secluded abode 
of a lovely woman. The walls were hung with gorgeous 
curtains, which imparted the combination of grandeur 
and grace that no other species of adornment can 
achieve; and as they fell from the ceiling to the floor, 
their rich and ponderous folds, concealing all angles and 
straight lines, appeared to shut in the scene fiom infinite 
space. For aught Georgiana knew, it might be a pavilion 
among the clouds. And Aylmer, excluding the sunshine, 
which would have interfered with his chemical proc- 
esses, had supplied its place with perfumed lamps, 
emitting flames of various hue, but all uniting in a soft, 
impurpled radiance. He now knelt by his wife's side, 
watching her earnestly, but without alarm; for he was 
confident in his science, and felt that he could draw a 
magic circle round her within which no evil might in- 
trude. 

“Where am I? Ah, I remember,” said Georgiana, 
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faintly; and she placed her hand over her cheek to hide 
the terrible mark from her husband’s eyes. 

“Fear not, dearest!” exclaimed he. “Do not shrink 
from me! Believe me, Georgiana, I even rejoice in this 
single imperfection, since it will be such a rapture to 
xemove it.” 

“Oh, spare me!” sadly replied his wife. “Pray do not 
look at it again. I never can forget that convulsive shud- 
der.” 

In order to soothe Georgiana, and, as it were, to re- 
lease her mind from the burden of actual things, Aylmer 
now put in practice some of the light and playful secrets 
which science had taught him among its profounder 
lore. Airy figures, absolutely bodiless ideas, and forms 
of unsubstantial beauty came and danced before her, 
imprinting their momentary footsteps on beams of light. 
Though she had some indistinct idea of the method of 
these optical phenomena, still the illusion was almost 
perfect enough to wan ant the belief that her husband 
possessed sway over the spiritual world Then again, 
when she felt a wish to look forth from her seclusion, 
immediately, as if her thoughts weie answered, the pro- 
cession of external existence flitted across a screen. Hie 
scenery and the figures of actual life were perfectly rep- 
lesented, but with that bewitching, yet indescribable 
difference which always makes a picture, an image, or 
a shadow so much more attractive than the original. 
When wearied of this, Aylmer bade her cast her eyes 
upon a vessel containing a quantity of earth. She did 
so, with little interest at first; but was soon startled to 
perceive the germ of a plant shooting upward from the 
soil. Then came the slender stalk; the leaves gradually 
unfolded themselves; and amid them was a perfect and 
lovely flower. 

“It is magical!” cried Georgiana. “I dare not touch it.” 
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“Nay, pluck it,” answered Aylmer — “pluck it, and in- 
hale its brief perfume while you may. The flower will 
wither in a few moments and leave nothing save its 
brown seed vessels; but thence may be perpetuated a 
race as ephemeral as itself.” 

But Georgiana had no sooner touched the flower than 
the whole plant suffered a blight, its leaves turning coal- 
black as if by the agency of fire. 

“There was too powerful a stimulus,” said Aylmer, 
thoughtfully. 

To make up for this abortive experiment, he proposed 
to take her portrait by a scientific process of his own 
invention. It was to be effected by rays of light striking 
upon a polished plate of metal. Georgiana assented; but, 
on looking at the result, was affrighted to find the fea- 
tures of the portrait blurred and indefinable; while the 
minute figure of a hand appeared where the cheek 
should have been. Aylmer snatched the metallic plate 
and threw it into a jar of corrosive acid. 

Soon, however, he forgot these mortifying failures. In 
the intervals of study and chemical experiment he came 
to her flushed and exhausted, but seemed invigorated 
by her presence, and spoke in glowing language of the 
resources of his art. He gave a history of the long dy- 
nasty of the alchemists, who spent so many ages in quest 
of the universal solvent by which the golden principle 
might be elicited from all things vile and base. Aylmer 
appeared to believe that, by the plainest scientific logic, 
it was altogether within the limits of possibility to dis- 
cover this long-sought medium; “but,” he added, “a phi- 
losopher who should go deep enough to acquire the 
power would attain too lofty a wisdom to stoop to the 
exercise of it.” Not less singular were his opinions in re- 
gard to the elixir vitae. He more than intimated that it 
was at his option to concoct a liquid that should prolong 
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life for years, perhaps interminably, but that it would 
produce a discord in Nature which all the world, and 
chiefly the quaffer of the immortal nostrum, would find 
cause to curse. 

“Aylmer, are you in earnest?” asked Georgiana, look- 
ing at him with amazement and fear. “It is terrible to 
possess such power, or even to dream of possessing it.” 

“Oh, do not tremble, my love,” said her husband. “I 
would not wrong either you or myself by working such 
inhaimomous effects upon our lives, but I would have 
you consider how trifling, in comparison, is the skill req- 
uisite to remove this little hand.” 

At the mention of the birthmark, Georgiana, as usual, 
shrank as if a redhot iion had touched her cheek. 

Again Aylmer applied himself to his labors. She could 
hear his voice in the distant furnace room giving direc- 
tions to Ammadab, whose harsh, uncouth, misshapen 
tones were audible in response, more like the grunt or 
growl of a brute than human speech. After hours of ab- 
sence, Aylmer reappeared and proposed that she should 
now examine his cabinet of chemical products and natu- 
ral treasures of the earth. Among the former he showed 
her a small vial, in which, he remarked, was contained a 
gentle yet most powerful fragrance, capable of impreg- 
nating all the breezes that blow across a kingdom. They 
were of inestimable value, the contents of that little vial; 
and, as he said so, he threw some of the perfume into 
the air and filled the room with piercing and invigorating 
delight. 

“And what is this?” asked Georgiana, pointing to a 
small crystal globe containing a gold-colored liquid. “It 
is so beautiful to the eye that I could imagine it the 
elixir of life.” 

“In one sense it is,” replied Aylmer; “or, rather, the 
elixir of immortality. It is the most precious poison that 
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ever was concocted in this world. By its aid I could ap- 
portion the lifetime of any mortal at whom you might 
point your finger. The strength of the dose would de- 
termine whether he were to linger out years, or drop 
dead in the midst of a breath. No king on his guarded 
throne could keep his life if I, in my piivate station, 
should deem that the welfare of millions justified me in 
depriving him of it.” 

“Why do you keep such a terrific drug?” inquired 
Georgiana in horror. 

“Do not mistrust me, dearest,” said her husband, smil- 
ing; “its virtuous potency is yet greater than its harmful 
one. But see! here is a powerful cosmetic. With a few 
drops of this in a vase of water, freckles may be washed 
away as easily as the hands are cleansed. A stronger 
infusion would take the blood out of the cheek, and 
leave the rosiest beauty a pale ghost.” 

“Is it with this lotion that you intend to bathe my 
cheek?” asked Georgiana, anxiously. 

“Oh, no,” hastily replied her husband; “this is merely 
superficial. Your case demands a remedy that shall go 
deeper.” 

In his interviews with Georgiana, Aylmer generally 
made minute inquiries as to her sensations and whether 
the confinement of the rooms and the temperature of the 
atmosphere agreed with her. These questions had such 
a particular drift that Georgiana began to conjecture 
that she was already subjected to certain physical in- 
fluences, either breathed in with the fragrant air or 
taken with her food. She fancied likewise, but it might 
be altogether fancy, that there was a stirring up of her 
system — a strange, indefinite sensation creeping through 
her veins, and tingling, half painfully, half pleasurably, 
at her heart. Still, whenever she dared to look into the 
mirror, there she beheld herself pale as a white rose and 
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with the crimson birthmark stamped upon her cheek. 
Not even Aylmer now hated it so much as she. 

To dispel the tedium of the horns which her husband 
found it necessary to devote to the piocesses of combi- 
nation and analysis, Georgiana turned over the volumes 
of his scientific library. In many dark old tomes she met 
with chapters full of romance and poetry. They were the 
works of philosophers of the middle ages, such as Al- 
beitus Magnus, Cornelius Agrippa, Paracelsus, and the 
famous friar who created the prophetic Brazen Head. 
All these antique naturalists stood m advance of their 
centuries, yet were imbued with some of their credulity, 
and therefore were believed, and perhaps imagined 
themselves to have acquired from the investigation of 
Nature a power above Nature, and from physics a sway 
over the spiritual world. Hardly less curious and imagi- 
native were the early volumes of the Transactions of the 
Royal Society, in which the members, knowing little of 
the limits of natural possibility, were continually record- 
ing wonders or proposing methods whereby wonders 
might be wrought. 

But to Georgiana the most engrossing volume was a 
laige folio from her husband’s own hand, in which he 
had recorded every experiment of his scientific career, 
its original aim, the methods adopted for its develop- 
ment, and its final success or failure, with the ciicum- 
stances to which either event was attributable. The 
book, in truth, was both the history and emblem of his 
ardent, ambitious, imaginative, yet practical and labori- 
ous fife. He handled physical details as if there were 
nothing beyond them; yet spiritualized them all, and 
redeemed himself from materialism by his strong and 
eager aspiration towards the infinite. In his grasp the 
veriest clod of earth assumed a soul. Georgiana, as she 
read, reverenced Aylmer and loved him more profoundly 
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than ever, but with a less entire dependence on his 
judgment than heretofore. Much as he had accom- 
plished, she could not but observe that his most splendid 
successes were almost invariably failures, if compared 
with the ideal at which he aimed. His brightest dia- 
monds were the merest pebbles, and felt to be so by 
himself, in comparison with the inestimable gems which 
lay hidden beyond his reach. The volume, rich with 
achievements that had won renown for its author, was 
yet as melancholy a record as ever mortal hand had 
penned. It was the sad confession and continual exem- 
plification of the shortcomings of the composite man, 
the spirit burdened with clay and working in matter, 
and of the despair that assails the higher nature at find- 
ing itself so miserably thwarted by the earthly part. Per- 
haps every man of genius in whatever sphere might rec- 
ognize the image of his own experience in Aylmer’s 
journal. 

So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana that 
she laid her face upon the open volume and burst into 
tears. In this situation she was found by her husband. 

“It is dangerous to read in a sorcerers books/' said 
he with a smile, though his countenance was uneasy and 
displeased. “Georgiana, there are pages in that volume 
which I can scarcely glance over and keep my senses. 
Take heed lest it prove as detrimental to you/' 

“It has made me worship you more than ever/* said 
she. 

“Ah, wait for this one success,” rejoined he, “then 
worship me if you will. I shall deem myself hardly un- 
worthy of it. But come, I have sought you for the luxury 
of your voice. Sing to me, dearest.” 

So she poured out the liquid music of her voice to 
quench the thirst of his spirit. He then took his leave 
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with a boyish exuberance of gayety, assuring her that 
her seclusion would endure but a little longer, and that 
the result was already certain. Scarcely had he departed 
when Georgiana felt irresistibly impelled to follow him. 
She had forgotten to inform Aylmer of a symptom which 
for two or three hours past had begun to excite her at- 
tention. It was a sensation in the fatal birthmark, not 
painful, but which induced a restlessness throughout her 
system. Hastening after her husband, she intruded for 
the first time into the laboratory. 

The first tiling that struck her eye was the furnace, 
that hot and feverish worker, with the intense glow of 
its fire, which by the quantities of soot clustered above 
it seemed to have been burning for ages. There was a 
distilling apparatus m full operation. Around the room 
were retorts, tubes, cylinders, crucibles, and other ap- 
paratus of chemical research. An electiical machine 
stood ready for immediate use. The atmosphere felt 
oppressively close, and was tainted with gaseous odors 
which had been tormented foith by the processes of 
science. The severe and homely simplicity of the apart- 
ment, with its naked walls and brick pavement, looked 
strange, accustomed as Georgiana had become to the 
fantastic elegance of her boudoir. But what chiefly, in- 
deed almost solely, drew her attention, was the aspect of 
Aylmer himself. 

He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, and 
hung over the furnace as if it depended upon his utmost 
watchfulness whether the liquid which it was distilling 
should be the draught of immortal happiness or misery. 
How different from the sanguine and joyous mien that 
he had assumed for Georgiana's encouragement! 

"Carefully now, Amina dab; carefully, thou human 
machine; carefully, thou man of clay!” muttered Aylmer, 



THE BIRTHNf \RK 181 

“Because, Georgiana,” said A)lmer, in a low voice, 
“there is dangei ” 

“Danger? There is but one dangei — that this horrible 
stigma shall be left upon my cheek*” cried Georgiana. 
“Remove it, remove it, whatever be the cost, or we shall 
both go mad!” 

“Heaven knows your words are too true,” said Aylmer, 
sadly. “And now, dearest, return to your boudoir. In a 
little while all will be tested.” 

He conducted her back and took leave of her with a 
solemn tenderness which spoke far more than his words 
how much was now at stake. After his departure Georgi- 
ana became rapt in musings. She considered the char- 
acter of Aylmei, and did it completer justice than at any 
previous moment. Her heart exulted, while it trembled, 
at his honoiable love — so pure and lofty that it would 
accept nothing less than perfection nor miserably make 
itself contented with an eaithlier nature than he had 
dreamed of. She felt how much more precious was such 
a sentiment than the meaner kind which would have 
borne with the impel fection foi hei sake, and have been 
guilty of treason to holy love by degrading its perfect 
idea to the level of the actual; and with her whole spirit 
she prayed that, for a single moment, she might satisfy 
his highest and deepest conception. Longei than one 
moment she well knew it could not be; foi his spirit was 
ever on the march, ever ascending, and each instant re- 
quired something that was beyond the scope of the in- 
stant before. 

The sound of her husband’s footsteps aroused her. He 
boie a crystal goblet containing a liquor colorless as 
water, but bright enough to be the draught of immortal- 
ity. Aylmer was pale, but it seemed lather the conse- 
quence of a highly wrought state of mind and tension of 
spirit than of fear or doubt. 
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"The concoction of the draught has been perfect” 
said he, in answer to Georgiana’s look. "Unless all my 
science have deceived me, it cannot fail.” 

"Save on your account, my dearest Aylmer,” observed 
his wife, "I might wish to put off this birthmark of mor- 
tality by relinquishing mortality itself m preference to 
any other mode. Life is but a sad possession to those 
who have attained precisely the degree of moral ad- 
vancement at which I stand. Were I weaker and blinder 
it might be happiness. Were I stronger, it might be en- 
dured hopefully. But, being what I find myself, methinks 
I am of all mortals the most fit to die.” 

"You are fit for heaven without tasting death!” replied 
her husband. "But why do we speak of dying? The 
draught cannot fail. Behold its effect upon this plant.” 

On the window seat there stood a geranium diseased 
with yellow blotches, which had overspread all its 
leaves. Aylmer poured a small quantity of the liquid 
upon the soil in which it grew. In a little time, when the 
roots of the plant had taken up the moisture, the un- 
sightly blotches began to be extinguished in a living 
verdure. 

"There needed no proof,” said Georgiana, quietly. 
"Give me the goblet. I joyfully stake all upon your 
word.” 

"Drink, then, thou lofty creature!” exclaimed Aylmer, 
with fervid admiration. "There is no taint of imperfec- 
tion on thy spirit. Thy sensible frame, too, shall soon be 
all perfect.” 

She quaffed the liquid and returned the goblet to his 
hand. 

"It is grateful,” said she with a placid smile. "Me- 
thinks it is hke water from a heavenly fountain; for it 
contains I know not what of unobtrusive fragrance and 
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deliciousness. It allays a feverish thirst that had parched 
me for many days. Now, dearest, let me sleep. My 
earthly senses are closing over my spirit like the leaves 
around the heart of a rose at sunset.” 

She spoke the last words with a gentle reluctance, as 
if it required almost more energy than she could com- 
mand to pronounce the faint and lingering syllables. 
Scaicely had they loitered through her lips ere she was 
lost in slumber. Aylmer sat by her side, watching her 
aspect with the emotions proper to a man the whole 
value of whose existence was involved m the process 
now to be tested. Mingled with this mood, however, was 
the philosophic investigation characteristic of the man 
of science. Not the minutest symptom escaped him. A 
heightened flush of the cheek, a slight irregularity of 
breath, a quiver of the eyelid, a hardly perceptible 
tremor through the frame — such were the details which, 
as the moments passed, he wrote down in his folio vol- 
ume. Intense thought had set its stamp upon every previ- 
ous page of that volume, but the thoughts of years were 
all concentrated upon the last. 

While thus employed, he failed not to gaze often at 
the fatal hand, and not without a shudder. Yet once, 
by a strange and unaccountable impulse, he pressed it 
with his lips. His spirit recoiled, however, in the very 
act; and Georgiana, out of the midst of her deep sleep, 
moved uneasily and murmured as if in remonstrance. 
Again Aylmer resumed his watch. Nor was it without 
avail. The crimson hand, w 7 hich at first had been strongly 
visible upon the marble paleness of Georgiana’s cheek, 
now grew more faintly outlined. She remained not less 
pale than ever; but the birthmark, with every breath that 
came and went, lost somewhat of its foimer distinctness. 
Its presence had been awful; its departure was more 
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awful still. Watch the stain of the rainbow fading out the 
sky, and you will know how that mysterious symbol 
passed away. 

“By Heaven! it is well-nigh gone!” said Aylmer to him- 
self, in almost irrepressible ecstasy. "I can scarcely trace 
it now. Success! success * And now it is like the faintest 
rose color. The lightest flush of blood across her cheek 
would overcome it. But she is so pale!” 

He drew aside the window curtain and suffered the 
light of natural day to fall into the room and rest upon 
her cheek. At the same time he heard a gross, hoarse 
chuckle, which he had long known as his servant Amin- 
adab’s expression of delight. 

“Ah, clod; ah, earthly mass!” cried Aylmer, laughing 
in a sort of frenzy, “you have served me well! Matter 
and spirit — earth and heaven — have both done their 
part in this! Laugh, thing of the senses! You have earned 
the right to laugh.” 

These exclamations broke Georgiana’s sleep. She 
slowly unclosed her eyes and gazed into the mirror 
which her husband had arranged for that purpose. A 
faint smile flitted over her lips when she recognized how 
barely perceptible was now that crimson hand which 
had once blazed forth with such disastrous brilliancy as 
to scare away all their happiness. But then her eyes 
sought Aylmers face with a trouble and anxiety that he 
could by no means account for. 

“My poor Aylmer!” murmured she. 

“Poor? Nay, richest, happiest, most favored!” ex- 
claimed he. “My peerless bride, it is successful! You are 
perfect!” 

“My poor Aylmer,” she repeated, with a more than 
human tenderness, “you have aimed loftily; you have 
done nobly. Do not repent that with so high and pure a 
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feeling, you have rejected the best the earth could offer. 
Aylmer, dearest Aylmer, I am dying!” 

Alas! it was too true! The fatal hand had grappled 
with the mystery of life, and was ihe bond by which an 
angelic spirit kept itself m union with a mortal frame. As 
the last cumson tint of the birthmark — that sole token 
of human imperfection — faded from her cheek, the part- 
ing breath of the now peifect woman passed into the 
atmosphere, and her soul, lingering a moment near her 
husband, took its heavenward flight. Then a hoarse, 
chuckling laugh was heard again! Thus ever does the 
gross fatality of earth exult in its invariable triumph 
over the immortal essence which, in this dim sphere of 
half development, demands the completeness of a higher 
state Yet, had Aylmer reached a profounder wisdom, 
he need not thus have flung away the happiness which 
would have woven his mortal hfe of the selfsame texture 
with the celestial. The momentary circumstance was too 
strong for him, he failed to look beyond the shadowy 
scope of time, and, living once for all m eternity, to find 
the peifect future in the present. 

1834 Mosses from an Old Marne 


Earth's Holocaust 

O NCE upon a time — but whether in the time past 
or time to come is a matter of little 01 no moment 
— this wide world had become so overburdened with an 
accumulation of wornout tiumpery that the inhabitants 
determined to rid themselves of it by a general bonfire. 
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The site fixed upon at the representation of the insurance 
companies, and as being as central a spot as any other 
on tile globe, was one of the broadest prairies of the 
West, where no human habitation would be endangered 
by the flames, and where a vast assemblage of spectators 
might commodiously admire the show. Having a taste 
for sights of this kind, and imagining, likewise, that the 
illumination of the bonfire might reveal some profundity 
of moral truth heretofore hidden in mist or darkness, I 
made it convenient to journey thither and be present. 
At my arrival, although the heap of condemned rubbish 
was as yet comparatively small, the torch had already 
been applied. Amid that boundless plain, in the dusk of 
the evening, like a far off star alone in the firmament, 
there was merely visible one tremulous gleam, whence 
none could have anticipated so fierce a blaze as was 
destined to ensue. With every moment, however, there 
came foot travellers, women holding up their aprons, 
men on horseback, wheelbarrows, lumbering baggage 
wagons, and other vehicles, great and small, and from 
far and near laden with articles that were judged fit for 
nothing but to be burned. 

“What materials have been used to kindle the flame?” 
inquired I of a by-stander; for I was desirous of knowing 
the whole process of the affair from beginning to end. 

The person whom I addressed was a grave man, fifty 
years old or thereabout, who had evidently come thither 
as a looker on. He struck me immediately as having 
weighed for himself the true value of life and its cir- 
cumstances, and therefore as feeling little peisonal inter- 
est in whatever judgment the world might form of them. 
Before answering my question, he looked me in the face 
by the kindling light of the fire. 

“Oh, some very dry combustibles/' replied he, “and 
extremely suitable to the purpose — no other, m fact, 



EARTH’S HOLOCAUST 187 

than yesterday’s newspapers, last month’s magazines, 
and last year’s withered leaves. Here now comes some 
antiquated trash that will take fire like a handful of 
shavings.” 

As he spoke some rough-looking men advanced to the 
verge of the bonfire, and thiew in, as it appeared, all the 
rubbish of the herald’s office — the blazonry of coat 
armor, the crests and devices of lllustiious families, pedi- 
grees that extended back, like lines of light, into the mist 
of the dark ages, together with stars, garters, and em- 
broidered collais, each of which, as paltry a bawble as 
it might appear to the uninstiucted eye, had once pos- 
sessed vast significance, and was still, in truth, reckoned 
among the most precious of moral or material facts by 
the worshippers of the gorgeous past. Mingled with this 
confused heap, which was tossed into the flames by aim- 
fuls at once, were innumerable badges of knighthood, 
compnsing those of all the European sovereignties, and 
Napoleon’s decoration of the Legion of Honoi, the 11b- 
bons of which were entangled with those of the ancient 
order of St. Louis. Theie, too, were the medals of our 
own society of Cincinnati, by means of which, as history 
tells us, an order of hereditary knights came near being 
constituted out of the king quellers of the revolution. 
And besides, there were the patents of nobility of Ger- 
man counts and barons, Spanish grandees, and English 
peers, from the worm-eaten instruments signed by Wil- 
liam the Conqueror down to the brand new parchment 
of the latest lord who has received his honors from the 
fair hand of Victoria. 

At sight of the dense volumes of smoke, mingled with 
vivid jets of flame, that gushed and eddied forth from 
this immense pile of earthly distinctions, the multitude 
of plebeian spectators set up a joyous shout, and clapped 
their hands with an emphasis that made the welkin echo. 
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That was their moment of trumph, achieved, after long 
ages, over creatures of the same clay and the same spirit- 
ual infirmities, who had dared to assume the privileges 
due only to Heaven’s better workmanship. But now 
there rushed towards the blazing heap a grayhaired 
man, of stately presence, wearing a coat, from the breast 
of which a star, ox other badge of rank, seemed to have 
been forcibly wrenched away. He had not the tokens of 
intellectual power in his face; but still there was the 
demeanor, the habitual and almost native dignity, of one 
who had been born to the idea of his own social superi- 
ority, and had never felt it questioned till that moment. 

“People,” cried he, gazing at the mm of what was 
dearest to his eyes with grief and wonder, but neverthe- 
less with a degree of stateliness — “people, what have 
you done? This fire is consuming all that marked your 
advance from barbarism, or that could have prevented 
your relapse thitljer. We, the men of the privileged 
orders, were those who kept alive from age to age the 
old chivalrous spirit; the gentle and generous thought; 
the higher, the purer, the more refined and delicate life. 
With the nobles, too, you cast off the poet, the painter, 
the sculptor — all the beautiful arts, for we were their 
patrons, and created the atmospheie in which they flour- 
ish. In abolishing the majestic distinctions of rank, so- 
ciety loses not only its grace, but its steadfastness — ” 

More he would doubtless have spoken, but here there 
arose an outcry, sportive, contemptuous, and indignant, 
that altogether drowned the appeal of the fallen noble- 
man, insomuch that, casting one look of despair at his 
own half-burned pedigree, he shrunk back into the 
crowd, glad to shelter himself under his new-found in- 
significance. 

“Let him thank his stars that we have not flung him 
into the same fire!” shouted a rude figure, spurning the 
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embeis with his foot. “And hencefoith let no man dare to 
show a piece of musty parchment as his warrant for 
Jordmg it over his fellows. If he have strength of arm, 
w'ell and good, it is one species of superiority. If he have 
wit, wisdom, courage, force of chaiacter, let these at- 
tributes do for him what they may, but from this day 
forwaid no mortal must hope for place and consideration 
bv reckoning up the mouldy bones of his ancestors. That 
nonsense is done away.” 

“And m good time,” remaiked the grave observer by 
my side, in a low voice, however, “if no worse nonsense 
comes in its place; but, at all events, this species of non- 
sense has fairly lived out its life.” 

Theie was little space to muse or moralize over the 
embeis of this time-honored rubbish, for, before it was 
half burned out, there came another multitude from be- 
yond the sea, bearing the purple robes of royalty, and 
the crowns, globes, and scepties of emperois and kings. 
All these had been condemned as useless bawbles, play- 
things at best, fit only for the infancy of the woild or 
rods to govern and chastise it in its nonage, but with 
which univeisal manhood at its full-giown stature could 
no longer brook to be insulted. Into such contempt had 
these regal insignia now r fallen that the gilded crown and 
tinselled lobes of the player king from Drury Lane 
Theatie had been thrown in among the rest, doubtless 
as a mockery of his brother monaichs on the great stage 
of the world. It w'as a stiange sight to discern the crown 
jewels of England glowing and flashing in the midst of 
the fire. Some of them had been delivered dow r n from 
the time of the Saxon princes; others were purchased 
with vast revenues, or perchance ravished from the dead 
brows of the native potentates of Hindostan; and the 
wiiole now blazed with a dazzling lustre, as if a star had 
fallen in that sport and been shattered into fragments. 
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The splendor of the ruined monarchy had no reflection 
save in those inestimable precious stones. But enough 
on this subject. It were but tedious to describe how the 
Emperor of Austria's mantle was converted to tinder, 
and how the posts and pillars of the French throne be- 
came a heap of coals, which it was impossible to distin- 
guish from those of any other wood. Let me add, how- 
ever, that I noticed one of the exiled Poles stirring up 
the bonfire with the Czar of Russia’s sceptre, which he 
afterwards flung into the flames. 

"The smell of singed garments is quite intolerable 
here,” observed my new acquaintance, as the breeze 
enveloped us in the smoke of a royal wardrobe. “Let us 
get to windward and see what they are doing on the 
other side of the bonfire.” 

We accordingly passed around, and were just in time 
to witness the arrival of a vast procession of Washing- 
tonians — as the votaries of temperance call themselves 
nowadays — accompanied by thousands of the Irish dis- 
ciples of Father Mathew, with that great apostle at their 
head. They brought a rich contribution to the bonfire — 
being nothing less than all the hogsheads and barrels of 
liquor in the world, which they rolled before them across 
the prairie. 

"Now, my children,” cried Father Mathew, when they 
reached the verge of the fire, "one shove more, and the 
work is done. And now let us stand off and see Satan 
deal with his own liquor.” 

Accordingly, having placed their wooden vessels 
within reach of the flames, the procession stood off at a 
safe distance, and soon beheld them burst into a blaze 
that reached the clouds and threatened to set the sky 
itself on fire. And well it might; for here was the whole 
worlds stock of spirituous liquors, which, instead of 
kindling a frenzied light in the eyes of individual topers 
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as of yore, soared upwards with a bewildering gleam 
that startled all mankind. It was the aggregate of that 
fierce fire which would otherwise have scorched the 
hearts of millions. Meantime numberless bottles of pre- 
cious wine were flung into the blaze, which lapped up 
the contents as if it loved them, and grew, like other 
drunkards, the merrier and fiercer for what it quaffed. 
Never again will the insatiable thirst of the fire fiend be 
so pampered. Here were the treasures of famous bon 
vivants — liquors that had been tossed on ocean, and mel- 
lowed in the sun, and hoarded long in the recesses of the 
earth — the pale, the gold, the ruddy juice of whatever 
vineyards were most delicate — the entire vintage of 
Tokay — all mingling in one stream with the vile fluids 
of the common pothouse, and contributing to heighten 
the selfsame blaze. And while it rose in a gigantic spire 
that seemed to wave against the arch of the firmament 
and combine itself with the light of stars, the multitude 
gave a shout as if the broad earth were exulting in its 
deliverance from the curse of ages. 

But the joy was not universal. Many deemed that hu- 
man life would be gloomier than ever when that brief 
illumination should sink down. While the reformers were 
at work, I overheard muttered expostulations from sev- 
eral respectable gentlemen with red noses and wearing 
gouty shoes; and a ragged worthy, whose face looked 
like a hearth where the fire is burned out, now expressed 
his discontent more openly and boldly. 

“What is this world good for,” said the last toper, 
"how that we can never be jolly any more? What is to 
comfort the poor man in sorrow and perplexity? How is 
he to keep his heart warm against the cold winds of this 
cheerless earth? And what do you propose to give him in 
exchange for the solace that you take away? How are 
old friends to sit together by the fireside without a cheer- 



192 TALES 

ful glass between them? A plague upon your reforma- 
tion! It is a sad world, a cold world, a selfish world, a 
low world, not worth an honest fellow's living in, now 
that good fellowship is gone forever!" 

This harangue excited great mirth among the by- 
standers; but, preposterous as was the sentiment, I could 
not help commiserating the forlorn condition of the last 
toper, whose boon companions had dwindled away from 
his side, leaving the poor fellow without a soul to counte- 
nance him in sipping his liquor, nor indeed any liquor 
to sip. Not that this was quite the true state of the case; 
for I had observed him at a critical moment filch a bot- 
tle of fourth-proof brandy that fell beside the bonfire and 
hide it in his pocket. 

The spirituous and fermented liquors being thus dis- 
posed of, the zeal of the reformers next induced them to 
replenish the fire with all the boxes of tea and bags of 
coffee in the world. And now came the planters of Vir- 
ginia, bringing their crops and tobacco. These, being 
cast upon the heap of inutility, aggregrated it to the size 
of a mountain, and incensed the atmosphere with such 
potent fragrance that methought we should never draw 
pure breath again. The present sacrifice seemed to star- 
tle the lovers of the weed more than any that they had 
hitherto witnessed. 

“Well, they've put my pipe out," said an old gentle- 
man flinging it into the flames in a pet. “What is this 
world coming to? Everything rich and racy — all the 
spice of life — is to be condemned as useless. Now that 
they have kindled the bonfire, if these nonsensical re- 
formers would fling themselves into it, all would be well 
enough!” 

“Be patient,” responded a stanch conservative; “it will 
come to that in the end. They will first fling us in, and 
finally themselves.” 
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From the general and systematic measures of reform I 
now turned to consider the individual contributions to 
this memorable bonfire. In many instances these were 
of a very amusing character. One poor fellow threw in 
his empty purse, and another a bundle of counterfeit or 
insolvable bank notes. Fashionable ladies threw in their 
last seasons bonnets, togethei with heaps of ribbons, 
yellow lace, and much other half- worn milliner’s waie, 
all of which proved even more evanescent in the fire 
than it had been in the fashion. A multitude of lovers of 
both sexes — discarded maids or bachelors and couples 
mutually weary of one another — tossed in bundles of 
perfumed letters and enamored sonnets. A hack poli- 
tician, being deprived of bread by the loss of office, 
threw in his teeth, which happened to be false ones. The 
Rev. Sydney Smith — having voyaged across the Atlantic 
for that sole purpose — came up to the bonfire with a 
bitter grin and threw in certain repudiated bonds, forti- 
fied though they were with the broad seal of a sovereign 
state. A little boy of five years old, in the premature 
manliness of the present epoch, threw in his playthings; 
a college graduate his diploma, an apothecary, ruined 
by the spread of homoeopathy, his whole stock of drugs 
and medicines, a physician his library; a parson his old 
sermons, and a fine gentleman of the old school his code 
of manners, which he had formerly written down for 
the benefit of the next generation. A widow, resolving 
on a second marriage, slyly threw in her dead husband’s 
miniature. A young man, jilted by his mistress, would 
willingly have flung his own desperate heart into the 
flames, but could find no means to wrench it out of his 
bosom. An American author, whose works were neg- 
lected by the public, threw his pen and paper into the 
bonfire, and betook himself to some less discouraging 
occupation. It somewhat startled me to overhear a num- 
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ber of ladies, highly respectable in appearance, pro- 
posing to fling their gowns and petticoats into the 
flames, and assume the garb, together with the manners, 
duties, offices, and responsibilities, of the opposite sex. 

What favor was accorded to this scheme I am unable 
to say, my attention being suddenly drawn to a poor, 
deceived, and half-delirious girl, who, exclaiming that 
she was the most worthless thing alive or dead, at- 
tempted to cast herself into the fire amid all that 
wrecked and broken trumpery of the world. A good 
man, however, ran to her rescue. 

"Patience, my poor girl!” said he, as he drew her back 
from the fierce embrace of the destroying angel. "Be 
patient, and abide Heaven’s will. So long as you possess 
a living soul, all may be restored to its first freshness. 
These things of matter and creations of human fantasy 
are fit for nothing but to be burned when once they have 
had their day, but your day is eternity!” 

"Yes,” said the wretched girl, whose frenzy seemed 
now to have sunk down into deep despondency — "yes 
and the sunshine is blotted out of it!” 

It was now rumored among the spectators that all the 
weapons and munitions of war were to be thrown into 
the bonfire, with the exception of the world’s stock of 
gunpowder, which, as the safest mode of disposing of 
it, had already been drowned in the sea. This intel- 
ligence seemed to awaken great diversity of opinion. 
The hopeful philanthropist esteemed it a token that the 
millennium was already come; while persons of another 
stamp, in whose view mankind was a breed of bulldogs, 
prophesied that all the old stoutness, fervor, nobleness, 
generosity, and magnanimity of the race would disap- 
pear — these qualities, as they affirmed, requiring blood 
for their nourishment. They comforted themselves, how- 
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ever, in the belief that the proposed abolition of war 
was impracticable for any length of time together. 

Be that as it might, numberless great guns, whose 
thunder had long been the voice of battle — the artillery 
of the Armada, the battering trams of Marlborough, and 
the adverse cannon of Napoleon and Wellington — were 
trundled into the midst of the fire. By the continual ad- 
dition of dry combustibles, it had now waxed so in- 
tense that neither brass nor iron could withstand it. It 
was wonderful to behold how these terrible instruments 
of slaughter melted away like playthings of wax. Then 
the armies of the earth wheeled around the mighty 
furnace, with their military music playing triumphant 
marches, and flung in their muskets and swords. The 
standard-bearers, likewise, cast one look upward at their 
banners, all tattered with shot holes and inscribed with 
the names of victorious fields, and, giving them a last 
flourish on the breeze, they lowered them into the flame, 
which snatched them upward in its rush towards the 
clouds. This ceremony being over, the world was left 
without a single weapon in its hands, except possibly a 
few old king’s arms and rusty swords and other trophies 
of the Revolution m some of our state armories. And 
now the drums M'ere beaten and the trumpets brayed all 
together, as a prelude to the proclamation of universal 
and eternal peace and the announcement that glory was 
no longer to be won by blood, but that it would hence- 
forth be the contention of the human race to work out 
the greatest mutual good, and that beneficence, m the 
future annals of the eaith, would claim the praise of 
valor. The blessed tidings were accordingly promul- 
gated, and caused infinite rejoicings among those who 
had stood aghast at the horror and absurdity of war. 

But I saw a grim smile pass over the seared visage of 
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a stately old commander — by his warworn figure and 
rich military dress, he might have been one of Napo- 
leon’s famous marshals — who, with the rest of the 
world’s soldiery, had just flung away the sword that had 
been familiar to his right hand for half a century. 

“Ay! ay!” grumbled he. “Let them proclaim what they 
please; but, in the end, we shall find that all this foolery 
has only made more work for the armorers and cannon 
founders.” 

“Why, sir,” exclaimed I, in astonishment, “do you 
imagine that the human race will ever so far return on 
the steps of its past madness as to weld another sword 
or cast another cannon?” 

“There will be no need,” observed, with a sneer, one 
who neither felt benevolence nor had faith in it. “When 
Cam wished to slay his brother, he was at no loss for a 
weapon.” 

“We shall see,” replied the veteran commander. “If 
I am mistaken, so much the better; but in my opinion, 
without pretending to philosophize about the matter, 
the necessity of war lies far deeper than these honest 
gentlemen suppose. What! is there a field for all the 
petty disputes of individuals? and shall there be no great 
law court for the settlement of national difficulties? The 
battle-field is the only court where such suits can be 
tried.” 

“You forget, general,” rejoined I, “that, in this ad- 
vanced stage of civilization, Reason and Philanthropy 
combined will constitute just such a tribunal as is 
requisite.” 

“Ah, I had forgotten that, indeed!” said the old war- 
rior, as he limped away. 

The fire was now to be replenished with materials 
that had hitherto been considered of even greater im- 
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portance to the well being of society than the wailike 
munitions which we had already seen consumed. A body 
of reformers had travelled all over the earth m quest of 
the machinery by winch the different nations were ac- 
customed to inflict the punishment of death. A shudder 
passed through the multitude as these ghastly emblems 
were dragged forward. Even the flames seemed at first 
to shrink away, displaying the shape and murderous 
contrivance of each m a full blaze of light, which of 
itself was sufficient to convince mankind of the long and 
deadly error of human law. Those old implements of 
cruelty; those hoirible monsters of mechanism, those 
inventions which seemed to demand something worse 
than man’s natural heart to contrive, and which had 
lurked in the dusky nooks of ancient prisons, the sub- 
ject of terror-stricken legend — were now brought forth 
to view. Headsmen’s axes, with the lust of noble and 
royal blood upon them, and a vast collection of halters 
that had choked the breath of plebeian victims, were 
thrown in togethei. A shout greeted the arrival of the 
guillotine, which was thiust forward on the same wheels 
that had borne it from one to another of the blood- 
stained streets of Paris. But the loudest roar of applause 
went up, telling the distant sky of the triumph of the 
earth’s redemption, when the gallows made its appear- 
ance. An ill-looking fellow, however, rushed forwaid, 
and, putting himself m the path of the reformers, bel- 
lowed hoarsely, and fought with brute fury to stay their 
progress. 

It was little matter of surprise, perhaps, that the 
executioner should thus do his best to vindicate and up- 
hold the machinery by which he himself had his liveli- 
hood and worthier individuals their death; but it de- 
served special note that men of a far different sphere — 
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even of that consecrated class in whose guardianship 
the world is apt to trust its benevolence — were found to 
take the hangman’s view of the question. 

“Stay, my brethren!” cried one of them. “ You are 
mislead by a false philanthropy; you know not what you 
do. The gallows is a Heaven-ordained instrument. Bear 
it back, then, reverently, and set it up in its old place, 
else the world will fall to speedy ruin and desolation!” 

“Onward! onward!” shouted a leader in the reform. 
“Into the flames with the accursed instrument of man’s 
blood policy! How can human law inculcate benevo- 
lence and love while it persists in setting up the gal- 
lows as its chief symbol? One heave more, good friends, 
and the world will be redeemed from its greatest er- 
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ror. 

A thousand hands, that nevertheless loathed the 
touch, now lent their assistance, and thrust the ominous 
burden far, far into the centre of the raging furnace. 
There its fatal and abhorred image was beheld, first 
black, then a red coal, then ashes. 

“That was well done!” exclaimed I. 

“Yes, it was well done,” replied, but with less en- 
thusiasm than I expected, the thoughtful observer who 
was still at my side; “well done, if the world be good 
enough for the measure. Death, however, is an idea that 
cannot easily be dispensed with in any condition be- 
tween the primal innocence and that other purity and 
perfection which perchance we are destined to attain 
after travelling round the full circle; but, at all events, 
it is well that the experiment should now be tried.” 

“Too cold! too cold!” impatiently exclaimed the young 
and ardent leader in this triumph. “Let the heart have 
its voice here as well as the intellect. And as for ripeness, 
and as for progress, let mankind always do the highest, 
kindest, noblest thing that, at any given period, it has 



EARTH’S HOLOCAUST 199 

attained the perception of, and surely that thing cannot 
be wrong nor wrongly timed.” 

I know not whether it were the excitement of the 
scene, or whether the good people around the bonfire 
were really growing more enlightened every instant; but 
they now proceeded to measures in the full length of 
which I was hardly prepared to keep them company. 
For instance, some threw their marriage certificates into 
the flames, and declared themselves candidates for a 
higher, holier, and more comprehensive union than that 
which had subsisted from the birth of time under the 
form of the connubial tie. Others hastened to the vaults 
of banks and to the coffers of the rich — all of which 
were open to the first comer on this fated occasion — and 
brought entire bales of paper money to enliven the 
blaze, and tons of coin to be melted down by its in- 
tensity. Henceforth, they said, universal benevolence, 
uncoined and exhaustless, was to be the golden currency 
of the world. At this intelligence the bankers and specu- 
la tois in the stocks giew pale, and a pickpocket, who 
had reaped a rich harvest among the crowd, fell down 
in a deadly fainting fit. A few men of business burned 
their daybooks and ledgers, the notes and obligations of 
their creditors, and all other evidences of debts due to 
themselves; w r hile perhaps a somewhat larger number 
satisfied their zeal for reform with the sacrifice of any 
uncomfortable recollection of their own indebtment. 
There was then a cry that the period was arrived when 
the title deeds of landed property should be given to 
the flames, and the whole soil of the earth revert to the 
public, from whom it had been wrongfully abstracted 
and most unequally distributed among individuals. An- 
other party demanded that all written constitutions, set 
forms of government, legislative acts, statute books, and 
everything else on which human invention had endeav- 
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ored to stamp its arbitrary laws, should at once be de- 
stroyed, leaving the consummated world as free as the 
man first created. 

Whether any ultimate action was taken with regard 
to these propositions is beyond my knowledge, for, just 
then, some matters were in progress that concerned my 
sympathies more nearly. 

“See! seel What heaps of books and pamphlets!” cried 
a fellow, who did not seem to be a lovei of literature. 
“Now we shall have a glorious blaze!” 

“That’s ]ust the thing!” said a modern philosopher. 
“Now we shall get rid of the weight of dead men’s 
thought, which has hitherto pressed so heavily on the 
living intellect that it has been incompetent to any effec- 
tual self-exertion. Well done, my lads! Into the fire with 
them! Now you are enlightening the world indeed!” 

“But what is to become of the trade?” cued a frantic 
bookseller. 

“Oh, by all means, let them accompany theii mer- 
chandise,” coolly observed an author. “It will be a noble 
funeral pile!” 

The truth was, that the human race had now reached 
a stage of progress so far beyond what the wisest and 
wittiest men of former ages had ever dreamed of that 
it would have been a manifest absurdity to allow the 
earth to be any longer encumbered with their poor 
achievements in the literary line. Accordingly a thorough 
and searching investigation had swept the booksellers’ 
shops, hawkers’ stands, public, and private libraries, 
and even the little book-shelf by the country fireside, 
and had brought the world’s entire mass of printed 
paper, bound 01 in sheets, to swell the already mountain 
bulk of our illustrious bonfire. Thick, heavy folios, con- 
taining the labors of lexicographers, commentators and 
encyclopedists, were flung in, and falling among the em- 
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bers with a leaden thump, smouldered away to ashes 
like a rotten wood. The small, richly gilt Fiench tomes 
of the last age, with the hundred volumes oi Voltaire 
among them, went off in a brilliant shower of spaikles 
and little jets of flame, while the cuiient literature of the 
same nation burned led and blue, and thiew an infernal 
light over the visages of the spectators, conveitmg them 
all to the aspect of paity-coloied fiends. A collection of 
German stones emitted a scent of brimstone The Eng- 
lish standard authors made excellent fuel, geneially ex- 
hibiting the properties of sound oak logs. Milton’s works, 
in particular, sent up a powerful blaze, gradually 
reddening into a coal, which promised to endure longer 
than almost any other material of the pile. From Shake- 
speare there gushed a flame of such manellous splendor 
that men shaded their eyes as against the sun's meridian 
glory; nor even when the works of his own elucidators 
w r ere flung upon him did he cease to flash forth a daz- 
zling radiance from beneath the ponderous heap. It is 
my belief that he is blazing as fervidly as ever. 

“Could a poet but light a lamp at that glorious flame,” 
remaiked I, “he might then consume the midnight oil 
to some good purpose.” 

“That is the very thing which modem poets have been 
too apt to do, or at least to attempt,” answered a ciitic 
“The chief benefit to be expected from this conflagration 
of past iiteratuie undoubtedly is, that wnteis will hence- 
forth be compelled to light their lamps at the sun or 
stars.” 

“If the\ can reach so high,” said I, “but that task re- 
quires a giant, who may afterwards distribute the light 
among inferior men. It is not every one that can steal 
the fire from heaven like Prometheus; but, when once 
he had done the deed, a thousand hearths were kindled 
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It amazed me much to observe how indefinite was the 
proportion between the physical mass of any given au- 
thor and the property of brilliant and long-continued 
combustion. For instance, there was not a quarto volume 
of the last century — nor, indeed, of the present — that 
could compete in that particular with a child’s little gilt- 
covered book, containing Mother Goose’s Melodies. The 
Life and Death of Tom Thumb outlasted the biography 
of Marlborough. An epic, indeed a dozen of them, was 
converted to white ashes before the single sheet of an 
old ballad was half consumed. In more than one case, 
too, when volumes of applauded verse proved incapable 
of anything better than a stifling smoke, an unregarded 
ditty of some nameless bard — perchance in the corner 
of a newspaper soared up among the stars with a flame 
as brilliant as their own. Speaking of the properties of 
flame, methought Shelley’s poetry emitted a purer light 
than almost any other productions of his day, contrast- 
ing beautifully with the fitful and lurid gleams and 
gushes of black vapor that flashed and eddied from the 
volumes of Lord Byron. As for Tom Moore, some of his 
songs diffused an odor like a burning pastil. 

I felt particular interest in watching the combustion 
of American authors, and scrupulously noted by my 
watch the precise number of moments that changed 
most of them from shabbily printed books to indistin- 
guishable ashes. It would be invidious, however, if not 
perilous, to betray these awful secrets; so that I shall 
content myself with observing that it was not invariably 
the writer most frequent in the public mouth that made 
the most splendid appearance in the bonfire. I especially 
remember that a great deal of excellent inflammability 
was exhibited in a thin volume of poems by Ellery 
Channing; although, to speak the truth, there were cer- 
tain portions that hissed and spluttered in a very dis- 
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agreeable fashion. A curious phenomenon occurred in 
reference to several writers, native as well as foreign. 
Their books, though of highly respectable figure, instead 
of bm sting into a blaze, or even smouldering out their 
substance in smoke, suddenly melted away in a manner 
that proved them to be ice. 

If it be no lack of modesty to mention my own works, 
it must here be confessed that I looked for them with 
fatherly interest, but in vain. Too probably they were 
changed to vapor by the first action of the heat; at best, 
I can only hope that, in their quiet way, they contrib- 
uted a glimmering spark or two to the splendor of the 
evening. 

“Alas! and woe is me!” thus bemoaned himself a 
heavy-looking gentleman in green spectacles. “The 
world is utterly ruined, and theie is nothing to live foi 
any longer. The business of my life is snatched from 
me. Not a volume to be had for love or money!” 

“This,” remaiked the sedate obseiver beside me, “is 
a bookworm — one of those men who are bom to gnaw 
dead thoughts. His clothes, you see, are coveied with 
the dust of libraries. He has no inward fountain of ideas; 
and, in good earnest, now that the old stock is abolished, 
I do not see what is to become of the poor fellow. Have 
you no word of comfort for him?” 

“My dear sir,” said 1 to the desperate bookworm, “is 
not Nature better than a book? Is not the human heart 
deeper than any system of philosophy? Is not life replete 
with more instruction than past observers have found it 
possible to write down in maxims? Be of good cheer. 
The great book of Time is still spread wide open before 
us; and, if we read it aright, it will be to us a volume of 
eternal truth.” 

“Oh, my books, my books, my precious piinted 
books!” reiterated the forlorn bookworm. “My only real- 
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ity was a bound volume; and now they will not leave 
me even a shadowy pamphlet!” 

In fact, the last remnant of the literature of all the 
ages was now descending upon the blazing heap m the 
shape of a cloud of pamphlets from the press of the New 
World. These likewise were consumed m the twinkling 
of an eye, leaving the earth, for the first time since the 
days of Cadmus, free from the plague of letters — an 
enviable field for the authors of the next generation. 

“Well, and does anything remain to be done?” in- 
quired I somewhat anxiously. “Unless we set fire to the 
earth itself, and then leap boldly off into infinite space, 
I know not that we can carry reform to any farther 
point.” 

“You are vastly mistaken, my good friend,” said the 
observer. “Believe me, the fire will not be allowed to 
settle down without the addition of fuel that will startle 
many persons who have lent a willing hand thus far.” 

Nevertheless there appeared to be a relaxation of 
effort for a little time, during which, probably, the 
leaders of the movement were considering what should 
be done next. In the interval, a philosopher threw his 
theory into the flames — a sacrifice which, by those who 
knew how to estimate it, was pronounced the most re- 
markable that had yet been made. The combustion, 
however, was by no means brilliant. Some indefatigable 
people, scorning to take a moment's ease, now employed 
themselves in collecting all the withered leaves and 
fallen boughs of the forest, and thereby recruited the 
bonfire to a greater height than ever. But this was mere 
by-play. 

“Here comes the fresh fuel that I spoke of,” said my 
companion. 

To my astonishment, the persons who now advanced 
into the vacant space around the mountain fire bore 
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surplices and othei pnestly garments, mitres, ci osiers, 
and a confusion of Popish and Piotestant emblems, with 
which it seemed their puipose to consummate the great 
act of faith. Crosses from the spues of old cathedials 
were cast upon the heap with as little lemorse as if the 
revei ence of centuries, passing m long airay beneath 
the lofty towei s, had not looked up to them as the 
holiest of symbols. The font in which infants were con- 
secrated to God, the sacramental vessels whence piety 
received the hallowed draught, were given to the same 
destruction Perhaps it most nearly touched my heait to 
see among these devoted relics fiagments of the humble 
communion tables and undecorated pulpits which I icc- 
ognized as having been torn from the meeting-houses 
of New England. Those simple edifices might have been 
permitted to retain all of sacied embellishment that their 
Puntan founders had bestowed, even though the mighty 
stiucture of St. Petei’s had sent its spoils to the fiie of 
this terrible sacrifice. Yet I felt that these were but the 
externals of religion, and might most safely be relin- 
quished by spirits that best knew theii deep signifi- 
cance. 

“All is well,” said I, cheei fully. “The woodpaths shall 
be the aisles of oui cathedral — the firmament itself shall 
be its ceiling. What needs an earthly roof between the 
Deity and his worshippers? Our faith can well afford to 
lose all the drapery that even the holiest men have 
thiovvn around it, and be only the more sublime in its 
simplicity.” 

“True,” said my companion, “but will they pause 
here?” 

The doubt implied in his question was well founded. 
In the general destruction of books already described, 
a holy volume, that stood apart from the catalogue of 
human literature, and yet, m one sense, was at its head, 
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had been spared. But the Titan of innovation — angel 
or fiend, double in his nature, and capable of deeds be- 
fitting both characters — at first shaking down only the 
old and rotten shapes of things, had now, as it appeared, 
laid his terrible hand upon the main pillars which sup- 
ported the whole edifice of our moral and spiritual state. 
The inhabitants of the earth had grown too enlightened 
to define their faith within a form of words, or to limit 
the spiritual by any analogy to our material existence. 
Truths which the heavens trembled at were now but 
a fable of the worlds infancy. Therefore, as the final 
sacrifice of human error, what else remained to be 
thrown upon the embers of that awful pile except the 
book which, though a celestial revelation to past ages, 
was but a voice from a lower sphere as regarded the 
present race of man? It was done! Upon the blazing 
heap of falsehood and wornout truth — things that the 
earth had never needed, or had ceased to need, or had 
grown childishly weary of — fell the ponderous church 
Bible, the great old volume that had lain so long on the 
cushion of the pulpit, and whence the pastor’s solemn 
voice had given holy utterance on so many a Sabbath 
day. There, likewise, fell the family Bible, which the 
long-buried patriarch had read to his children — in pros- 
perity or sorrow, by the fireside and in the summer 
shade of trees — and had bequeathed downward as the 
heirloom of generations. There fell the bosom Bible, the 
little volume that have been the soul’s friend of some 
sorely tried child of dust, who thence took courage, 
whether his trial were for life or death, steadfastly con- 
fronting both in the strong assurance of immortality. 

All these were flung into the fierce and riotous blaze; 
and then a mighty wind came roaring across the plain 
with a desolate howl, as if it were the angry lamenta- 



EARTH’S HOLOCAUST 207 

tion of the earth for the loss of heavens sunshine, and 
it shook the gigantic pyramid of flame and scattered the 
cinders of half-consumed abominations around upon the 
spectatois. 

“This is terrible!” said I, feeling that my cheek grew 
pale, and seeing a like change m the visages about me. 

“Be of good courage yet,” answered the man with 
whom I had so often spoken. He continued to gaze 
steadily at the spectacle with a singular calmness, as if 
it concerned him merely as an observer. “Be of good 
courage, nor yet exult too much: for theie is far less 
both of good and evil in the effect of this bonfire than 
the world might be willing to believe ” 

“How can that be?” exclaimed I, impatiently. “Has it 
not consumed everything? Has it not swallowed up or 
melted down every human or divine appendage of our 
mortal state that had substance enough to be acted on 
by fire? Will there be anything left us tomorrow morn- 
ing better or worse than a heap of embers and ashes?” 

“Assuredly there will,” said my grave friend. “Come 
hither tomoriow morning, or whenever the combustible 
portion of the pile shall be quite burned out, and you 
will find among the ashes everything really valuable 
that you have seen cast into the flames. Trust me, the 
world of tomorrow will again enrich itself with the gold 
and diamonds which have been cast off by the world 
of today. Not a truth is destroyed nor buried so deep 
among the ashes but it will be raked up at last.” 

This was a strange assurance. Yet I felt inclined to 
credit it, the more especially as I beheld among the 
wallowing flames a copy of the Holy Scriptures, the 
pages of which, instead of being blackened into tinder, 
only assumed a more dazzling whiteness as the finger 
marks of human imperfection wore purified away. Cer- 
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tain marginal notes and commentaries, it is true, yielded 
to the intensity of the fiery test, but without detriment 
to the smallest syllable that had flamed from the pen of 
inspiration. 

"Yes; there is the proof of what you say,” answered 
I, turning to the observer; "but if only what is evil can 
feel the action of the fire, then, surely, the conflagration 
has been of inestimable utility. Yet, if I understand 
aright, you intimate a doubt whether the world’s ex- 
pectation of benefit would be realized by it.” 

"Listen to the talk of these worthies,” said he, point- 
ing to a group in front of the blazing pile; "possibly they 
may teach you something useful without intending it.” 

The persons whom he indicated consisted of that 
brutal and most earthy figure who had stood forth so 
furiously in defence of the gallows — the hangman, in 
short — together with the last thief and the last murderer, 
all three of whom were clustered about the last toper. 
The latter was liberally passing the brandy bottle, which 
he had rescued from the general destruction of wines 
and spirits. This little convivial party seemed at the 
lowest pitch of despondency, as considering that the 
purified world must needs be utterly unlike the sphere 
that they had hitherto known, and therefore but a 
strange and desolate abode for gentlemen of their kid- 
ney. 

"The best counsel for all of us is,” remarked the 
hangman, "that, as soon as we have finished the last 
drop of hquor, I help you, my three friends, to a com- 
fortable end upon the nearest tree, and then hang my- 
self on the same bough. This is no world for us any 
longer.” 

"Poh, poh, my good fellows!” said a dark-complex- 
ioned personage, who now joined the group — his com- 
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plexion was indeed fearfully dark, and his eyes glowed 
with a redder light than that of the bonfire; “be not so 
cast down, my dear friends; you shall see good days 
yet. There’s one thing that these wiseacres have foi- 
gotten to throw into the fire, and without which all the 
rest of the conflagration is just nothing at all; yes, though 
they had burned the earth itself to a cinder.” 

“And what may that be?” eagerly demanded the last 
murderer. 

“What but the human heart itself 0 ” said the dark- 
visaged stranger, with a portentous grin “And, unless 
they hit upon some method of purifying that foul cav- 
ern, forth from it will reissue all the shapes of wrong 
and misery — the same old shapes or worse ones — w hich 
they have taken such a vast deal of trouble to consume 
to ashes. I have stood by this livelong night and laughed 
in my sleeve at the whole business. Oh, take my w T oid 
for it, it v ill be the old world yet!” 

This brief conversation supplied me with a theme for 
lengthened thought. How sad a truth, if true it weie, 
that man’s age-long endea\or for perfection had served 
only to render him the mockery of the evil principle, 
from the fatal circumstance of an error at the very root 
of the matter! The heart, the heart — there was the little 
yet boundless sphere wherein existed the original wrong 
of which the crime and misery of this outward world 
w 7 ere merely types. Purify that imvard sphere, and the 
many shapes of evil that haunt the outward, and which 
now seem almost our only lealities, will turn to shadowy 
phantoms and vanish of their own accord, but if we go 
no deeper than the intellect, and strive, with merely 
that feeble instrument, to discern and rectify w'hat is 
wrong, our whole accomplishment will be a dream, so 
unsubstantial that it matters little whether the bonfire, 
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which I have so faithfully described, were what we 
choose to call a real event and a flame that would scorch 
the finger, or only a phosphoric radiance and a parable 
of my own brain. 

1844 Mosses from an Old Manse 


The Artist of the Beautiful 

AN ELDERLY man, with his pretty daughter on 
jlJL his arm, was passing along the street, and 
emerged from the gloom of the cloudy evening into the 
light that fell across the pavement from the window of 
a small shop. It was a projecting window; and on the 
inside were suspended a variety of watches, pinchbeck, 
silver, and one or two of gold, all with their faces turned 
from the streets, as if churlishly disinclined to inform 
the wayfarers what o’clock it was. Seated within the 
shop, sidelong to the window, with his pale face bent 
earnestly over some delicate piece of mechanism on 
which was thrown the concentrated lustre of a shade 
lamp, appeared a young man. 

“What can Owen Warland be about?” muttered old 
Peter Hovenden, himself a retired watchmaker, and the 
former master of this same young man whose occupation 
he was now wondering at. “What can the fellow be 
about? These six months past I have never come by his 
shop without seeing him just as steadily at work as now. 
It would be a flight beyond his usual foolery to seek for 
the perpetual motion; and yet I know enough of my 
old business to be certain that what he is now so busy 
with is no part of the machinery of a watch.” 
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“Perhaps, father/’ said Annie, without showing much 
interest in the question, “Owen is inventing a new kind 
of timekeeper. I am sure he has ingenuity enough.” 

“Poh, child! He has not the sort of ingenuity to invent 
anything better than a Dutch toy,” answered her father, 
who had formerly been put to much vexation by Owen 
Warland’s irregular genius. “A plague on such ingenuity! 
All the effect that ever I knew of it was to spoil the 
accuracy of some of the best watches in my shop. He 
would turn the sun out of its orbit and derange the 
whole course of time, if, as I said before, his ingenuity 
could grasp anything bigger than a child’s toy!” 

“Hush, father! He hears you!” whispered Annie, press- 
ing the old man s arm. “His ears are as delicate as his 
feelings; and you know how easily disturbed they are. 
Do let us move on.” 

So Peter Hovenden and his daughter Annie plodded 
on without further conversation, until in a by-street of 
the town they found themselves passing the open door 
of a blacksmith’s shop. Within was seen the forge, now 
blazing up and illuminating the high and dusky roof, 
and now confining its lustie to a narrow piecinct of the 
coal-strewn floor, according as die breath of the bellows 
was puffed forth or again inhaled into its vast leathern 
lungs. In the intervals of brightness it was easy to dis- 
tinguish objects in remote corners of the shop and the 
horseshoes that hung upon the wall, in the momentary 
gloom the fire seemed to be glimmering amidst the 
vagueness of unenclosed space. Moving about in this 
red glare and alternate dusk was the figure of the black- 
smith, well worthy to be viewed m so picturesque an 
aspect of light and shade, where the bright blaze strug- 
gled with the black night, as if each would have snatched 
his comely strength from the other. Anon he drew a 
white-hot bar of iron from die coals, laid it on the anvil. 
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uplifted his arm of might, and was soon enveloped in 
the myriads of sparks which the strokes of his hammer 
scattered into the surrounding gloom. 

"Now, that is a pleasant sight,” said the old watch- 
maker. "I know what it is to work in gold, but give me 
the worker in iron after ail is said and done. He spends 
his labor upon a reality. What say you, daughter Annie?” 

"Pray don’t speak so loud, father,” whispered Annie, 
"Robert Danforth will hear you.” 

"And what if he should hear me?” said Peter Hoven- 
den. "I say again, it is a good and a wholesome thing 
to depend upon main strength and reality, and to earn 
one’s bread with the bare and brawny arm of a black- 
smith. A watchmaker gets his brain puzzled by his 
wheels within a wheel, or loses his health or the nicety 
of his eyesight, as was my case, and finds himself at 
middle age, or a little after, past labor at his own trade 
and fit for nothing else, yet too poor to live at his ease. 
So I say once again, give me main strength for my 
money. And then, how it takes the nonsense out of a 
man! Did you ever hear of a blacksmith being such a 
fool as Owen Warland yonder?” 

"Well said, uncle Hovenden!” shouted Robert Dan- 
forth from the forge, in a full, deep, merry voice, that 
made the roof reecho. "And what says Miss Annie to 
that doctrine? She, I suppose, will think it a genteeler 
business to tinker up a lady’s watch than to forge a 
horseshoe or make a gridiron.” 

Annie drew her father onward without giving him 
time for reply. 

But we must return to Owen Warland’s shop, and 
spend more meditation upon his history and character 
than either Peter Hovenden, or probably his daughter 
Annie, or Owen’s old school-fellow, Robert Danforth, 
would have thought due to so slight a subject. From the 
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time that his little lingers could gi asp a penknife, Owen 
had been remarkable for a delicate ingenuity, which 
sometimes pioduced pietty shapes in wood, pnncipally 
figures of flowers and birds, and sometimes seemed to 
aim at the hidden mysteiies of mechanism. But it was 
always for purposes of grace, and never with any mock- 
ery of the useful He did not, like the crowd of school- 
boy artisans, constiuct little windmills on the angle of 
a barn or watermills across the neighboring biook. Those 
who discovered such peculiarity m the boy as to think 
it worth their while to observe him closely, sometimes 
saw reason to suppose that he was attempting to imitate 
the beautiful movements of Nature as exemplified m the 
flight of birds or the activity of little animals. It seemed, 
in fact, a new development of the love of the beautiful, 
such as might have made him a poet, a painter, or a 
sculptor, and which was as completely refined from all 
utilitarian coarseness as it could have been in either of 
the fine arts. He looked with singular distaste at the 
stiff and regular processes of ordmaiy machinery. Being 
once carried to see a steam-engine, m the expectation 
that his intuitive comprehension of mechanical princi- 
ples would be gratified, he turned pale and grew sick, 
as if something monstrous and unnatural had been pre- 
sented to him. This horror was paitly owing to the size 
and teirible energy of the iron laborer, for the character 
of Owen s mind was microscopic, and tended naturally 
to the minute, in accordance with his diminutive frame 
and the marvellous smallness and delicate power of his 
fingers. Not that his sense of beauty was thereby di- 
minished into a sense of prettiness. The beautiful idea 
has no relation to size, and may be as perfectly de- 
veloped in a space too minute for any but microscopic 
investigation as within the ample verge that is measured 
by the arc of the rainbow 7 . But, at all events, this char- 
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acteristic minuteness in his objects and accomplishments 
made the world even more incapable than it might 
otherwise have been of appreciating Owen War land’s 
genius. The boy’s relatives saw nothing better to be 
done — as perhaps there was not — than to bind him ap- 
prentice to a watchmaker, hoping that his strange in- 
genuity might thus be regulated and put to utilitarian 
purposes. 

Peter Hovenden’s opinion of his apprentice has al- 
ready been expressed. He could make nothing of the 
lad. Owen’s apprehension of the professional mysteries, 
it is true, was inconceivably quick, but he altogether 
forgot or despised the grand object of a watchmaker’s 
business, and cared no more for the measurement of 
time than if it had been merged into eternity. So long, 
however, as he remained under his old master’s care, 
Owen s lack of sturdiness made it possible, by strict in- 
junctions and sharp oversight, to restrain his creative 
eccentricity within bounds, but when his apprentice- 
ship was served out, and he had taken the little shop 
which Peter Hovenden’s failing eyesight compelled him 
to relinquish, then did people recognize how unfit a 
person was Owen Warland to lead old blind Father 
Time along his daily course. One of his most rational 
projects was to connect a musical operation with the 
machinery of his watches, so that all the harsh disso- 
nances of life might be rendered tuneful, and each flit- 
ting moment fall into the abyss of the past in golden 
drops of harmony. If a family clock was intrusted to 
him for repair — one of those tall, ancient clocks that 
have grown nearly allied to human nature by measuring 
out the lifetime of many generations — he would take 
upon himself to arrange a dance or funeral procession 
of figures across its venerable face, representing twelve 
mirthful or melancholy hours. Several freaks of this kind 
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quite destroyed the young watchmakers credit with that 
steady and matter-of-fact class of people who hold the 
opinion that time is not to be trifled with, whether con- 
sidered as the medium of advancement and prosperity 
in this world or prepaiation for the next. His custom 
rapidly diminished — a misfortune, however, that was 
probably reckoned among his better accidents by Owen 
Warland, who was becoming more and more absorbed 
m a secret occupation which drew all his science and 
manual dexterity into itself, and likewise gave full em- 
ployment to the characteristic tendencies of his genius. 
This pursuit had already consumed many months. 

After the old watchmaker and his pretty daughter 
had gazed at him out of the obscurity of the street, 
Owen Warland was seized with a fluttering of the nerves, 
which made his hand tremble too violently to proceed 
with such delicate labor as he was now engaged upon. 

“It was Annie herself!” murmured he. “I should have 
known it, by this throbbing of my heart, before I heard 
her father s voice. Ah, how it throbs! I shall scarcely be 
able to work again on this exquisite mechanism tonight. 
Annie! dearest Annie! thou shouldst ghe fiimness to my 
heart and hand, and not shake them thus; for if I strive 
to put the very spirit of beauty into form and give it 
motion, it is foi thy sake alone. O throbbing heart, be 
quiet! If my labor be thus thwarted, there will come 
vague and unsatisfied dreams which will leave me spirit- 
less tomorrow.” 

As he was endeavoring to settle himself again to his 
task, the shop door opened and gave admittance to no 
other than the stalwart figure which Peter Hovenden 
had paused to admire, as seen amid the light and shadow 
of the blacksmith’s shop. Robert Danforth had brought 
a little anvil of his own manufacture, and peculiarly con- 
structed, which the young artist had recently bespoken. 
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Owen examined the article and pronounced it fashioned 
according to his wish. 

“Why, yes,” said Robert Danforth, his strong voice 
filling the shop as with the sound of a bass viol, “I con- 
sider myself equal to anything m the way of my own 
trade, though I should have made but a poor figure at 
yours with such a fist as this,” added he, laughing, as 
he laid his vast hand beside the delicate one of Owen. 
“But what then? I put more mam strength into one 
blow of my sledge hammer than all that you have ex- 
pended since you were a prentice. Is not that the 
truth?” 

“Very probably,” answered the low and slender voice 
of Owen. “Strength is an earthly monster. I make no 
pretensions to it. My force, whatever there may be of 
it, is altogether spiritual.” 

“Well, but, Owen, what are you about?” asked his 
old school-fellow, still in such a heaity volume of tone 
that it made the artist shrink, especially as the question 
related to a subject so sacred as the absoibing dream of 
his imagination. “Folks do say that you are trying to 
discover the perpetual motion.” 

“The perpetual motion? Nonsense!” replied Owen 
Warland, with a movement of disgust, for he was full 
of little petulances. “It can never be discovered. It is a 
dream that may delude men whose brains are mystified 
with matter, but not me. Besides, if such a discovery 
were possible, it would not be worth my while to make 
it only to have the secret turned to such purposes as are 
now effected by steam and water power. I am not am- 
bitious to be honored with the paternity of a new kind 
of cotton machine.” 

“That would be droll enough!” cried the blacksmith, 
breaking out into such an uproar of laughter that Owen 
himself and the bell glasses on his work-board quivered 



THE ARTIST OF THE BEAUTIFUL 217 

in unison. “No, no, Owen! No child of yours will have 
iron joints and sinews. Well, I won’t hinder you any 
more. Good night, Owen, and success, and if you need 
any assistance, so far as a downright blow of hammer 
upon anvil will answer the purpose, I’m your man/' 

And with another laugh the man of main strength left 
the shop. 

“How strange it is,” whispered Owen Warland to him- 
self, leaning his head upon his hand, “that all my mus- 
ings, my purposes, my passion for the beautiful, my 
consciousness of power to create it — a finer, more ethe- 
real power, of which this earthly giant can have no con- 
ception — all, all, look so vam and idle whenever my 
path is crossed by Robert Danforth* He would diive me 
mad were I to meet him often. His hard, brute force 
darkens and confuses the spiritual element within me; 
but I, too, will be strong in my own way. I will not yield 
to him.” 

He took from beneath a glass a piece of minute ma- 
chinery, wilich he set in the condensed light of his lamp, 
and, looking intently at it thiough a magnifying glass, 
pioceeded to operate with a delicate instalment of steel. 
In an instant, however, he fell back m his chair and 
clasped his hands, with a look of horror on his face that 
made its small features as impressive as those of a giant 
would have been. 

“Heaven! What have I done?” exclaimed he. “The 
vapor, the influence of that brute force — it has bewil- 
dered me and obscured my perception. I have made the 
veiy stroke — the fatal stroke — that I have dreaded from 
the first. It is all over — the toil of months, the object of 
my life. I am ruined!” 

And there he sat, in strange despair, until his lamp 
flickered in the socket and left the Artist of the Beauti- 
ful in darkness. 
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Owen for the punctuality of dinner time. In a word, the 
heavy weight upon his spirits kept everything in order, 
not merely within his own system, but wheresoever the 
iron accents of the church clock were audible. It was 
a circumstance, though minute, yet characteristic of his 
present state, that, when employed to engrave names or 
initials on silver spoons, he now wrote the lequisite let- 
ters in the plainest possible style, omitting a variety of 
fanciful flourishes that had heretofore distinguished his 
work in this kind. 

One day, during the era of this happy transformation, 
old Peter Hovenden came to visit his former apprentice. 

'Well, Owen,” said he, “I am glad to hear such good 
accounts of you from all quarters, and especially from 
the town clock yonder, which speaks m your commenda- 
tion every hour of the twenty-four. Only get rid alto- 
gether of your nonsensical trash about the beautiful, 
which I nor nobody else, nor yourself to boot, could 
ever understand — only free yourself of that, and your 
success in life is as sure as daylight. Why, if you go on 
in this way, I should even venture to let you doctor this 
precious old watch of mine; though, except my daugh- 
ter Annie, I have nothing else so valuable in the world.” 

“I should hardly dare touch it, sir,” replied Owen, in 
a depressed tone, for he was weighed down by his old 
master s presence. 

<f In time,” said the latter — “In time, you will be ca- 
pable of it.” 

The old watchmaker, with the freedom naturally con- 
sequent on his former authority, went on inspecting the 
work which Owen had in hand at the moment, together 
with other matters that were in progress. The artist, 
meanwhile, could scarcely lift his head. There was noth- 
ing so antipodal to his nature as this mans cold, un- 
imaginative sagacity, by contact with which everything 
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was converted into a dream except the densest matter 
of the physical world. Owen groaned m spirit and 
prayed fervently to be delivered from him. 

“But what is this?” cried Petei Hovenden abruptly, 
taking up a dusty bell glass, beneath which appeared 
a mechanical something, as delicate and minute as the 
system of a butterfly’s anatomy. “What have we here? 
Owen! Owen! there is witchcraft in these little chains, 
and wheels, and paddles. See! with one pinch of my 
finger and thumb I am going to deliver you from all 
future peril.” 

“For Heaven’s sake,” screamed Owen Warland, 
springing up with wonderful energy, “as you would not 
drive me mad, do not touch it* The shghtest pressure of 
your finger would ruin me forever.” 

“Aha, young man! And is it so?” said the old watch- 
maker, looking at him with just enough penetration to 
torture Owen’s soul with the bitterness of worldly ciiti- 
cism. WVell, take your own course, but I warn you again 
that in this small piece of mechanism lives your evil 
spirit. Shall I exoicise him?” 

“You are my evil spirit,” answered Owen, much ex- 
cited — “you and the hard, coarse world! The leaden 
thoughts and the despondency that you fling upon me 
are my clogs, else I should long ago have achieved the 
task that I was created for.” 

Peter Hovenden shook his head, with the mixture of 
contempt and indignation which mankind, of whom he 
was partly a representative, deem themselves entitled to 
feel towards all simpletons who seek other prizes than 
the dusty one along the highway. He then took his leave, 
with an uplifted finger and a sneer upon his face that 
haunted the artist’s dreams for many a night afterwards. 
At the time of his old master’s visit, Owen was probably 
on the point of taking up the relinquished task; but, by 
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this sinister event, he was thrown back into the state 
whence he had been slowly emeigmg. 

But the innate tendency of his soul had only been 
accumulating fresh vigor during its appaient sluggish- 
ness. As the summer advanced he almost totally relin- 
quished his business, and permitted Father Time, so far 
as the old gentleman was represented by the clocks and 
watches under his control, to stray at random through 
human life, making infinite confusion among the tram 
of bewildered hours. He wasted the sunshine, as people 
said, in wandeiing through the woods and fields and 
along the banks of streams. There, like a child, he found 
amusement in chasing butterflies or watching the mo- 
tions of water insects. There w r as something truly mys- 
terious in the intentness with which he contemplated 
these living playthings as they sported on the breeze or 
examined the structure of an imperial insect whom he 
had imprisoned. The chase of butterflies was an apt em- 
blem of the ideal puisuit in which he had spent so many 
golden horns; but would the beautiful idea ever be 
yielded to his hand like the butterfly that symbolized it? 
Sw r eet, doubtless, were these days, and congenial to the 
artist’s soul. They weie full of bright conceptions, which 
gleamed thiough his intellectual world as the butterflies 
gleamed through the outward atmosphere, and w r ere i eal 
to him, for the instant, without the toil, and perplexity, 
and many disappointments of attempting to make them 
visible to the sensual eye. Alas that the artist, whether 
in poetry, or whatever other material, may not content 
himself with the inward enjoyment of the beautiful, but 
must chase the flitting mystery beyond the verge of his 
ethereal domain, and crush its frail being in seizing it 
with a material grasp. Owen Warland felt the impulse to 
give external reality to his ideas as inesistiblv as any of 
the poets or painteis who have arrayed the woild in a 
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dimmer and fainter beauty, imperfectly copied from the 
richness of their visions. 

The night was now his time for the slow progress of 
re-creating the one idea to which all his intellectual ac- 
tivity referred itself. Always at the approach of dusk he 
stole into the town, locked himself within his shop, and 
wrought with patient delicacy of touch for many hours. 
Sometimes he was startled by the rap of the watchman, 
who, when all the world should be asleep, had caught 
the gleam of lamplight through the crevices of Owen 
Warland’s shutters. Daylight, to the morbid sensibility 
of his mind, seemed to have an intrusiveness that inter- 
fered with his pursuits. On cloudy and inclement days, 
therefore, he sat with his head upon his hands, muffling, 
as it were, his sensitive brain in a mist of indefinite mus- 
ings; for it was a relief to escape from the sharp dis- 
tinctness with which he was compelled to shape out his 
thoughts during his nightly toil. 

From one of these fits of torpor he was aroused by 
the entrance of Annie Hovenden, who came into the 
shop with the freedom of a customer, and also with 
something of the familiarity of a childish friend. She had 
worn a hole through her silver thimble, and wanted 
Owen to repair it. 

“But I don't know whether you will condescend to 
such a task,” said she, laughing, “now that you are so 
taken up with the notion of putting spirit into machin- 
ery.” 

“Where did you get that idea, Annie?” said Owen, 
starting in surprise. 

“Oh, out of my own head,” answered she, “and from 
something that I heard you say, long ago, when you 
were but a boy and I a little child. But come; will you 
mend this poor thimble of mine?” 

“Anything for your sake, Annie,” said Owen Warland 
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— “anything, even were it to work at Robert Danforth’s 
forge,” 

“And that would be a pretty sight!” retorted Annie, 
glancing with imperceptible slightness at the aitists 
small and slender frame. “Well, here is the thimble.” 

“But that is a strange idea of yours,” said Owen, 
“about the spiritualization of matter.” 

And then the thought stole into his mind that this 
young girl possessed the gift to comprehend him better 
than all the world besides. And what a help and strength 
would it be to him in his lonely toil if he could gain the 
sympathy of the only being whom he loved? To persons 
whose pursuits are insulated from the common business 
of life — who are either in advance of mankind or apart 
from it — there often comes a sensation of moral cold 
that makes the spirit shiver as if it had reached the 
frozen solitudes around the pole. What the prophet, the 
poet, the reformer, the criminal, or any other man with 
human yearnings, but separated fiom the multitude by 
a peculiar lot, might feel, poor Owen felt. 

“Annie,” cried he, growing pale as death at the 
thought, “how gladly would I tell you the secret of mv 
pursuit! You, methinks, would estimate it rightly. You, 
I know, would hear it with a leverence that I must not 
expect from the harsh, material woi Id.” 

“Would I not? to be sure I would'” replied Annie 
Hovenden, lightly laughing. “Come; explain to me 
quickly what is the meaning of tins little whirligig, so 
delicately wrought that it might be a plaything for 
Queen Mab. See! I will put it in motion.” 

“Hold!” exclaimed Owen, “hold!” 

Annie had but given the slightest possible touch, with 
the point of a needle, to the same minute portion of 
complicated machinery which has been more than once 
mentioned, when the artist seized her by the wrist with 
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a force that made her scream aloud. She was affrighted 
at the convulsion of intense rage and anguish that 
writhed across his features. The next instant he let his 
head sink upon his hands. 

“Go, Annie,” murmured he; “I have deceived myself, 
and must suffer for it. I yearned for sympathy, and 
thought, and fancied, and dreamed that you might give 
it me; but you lack the talisman, Annie, that should ad- 
mit you into my secrets. That touch has undone the toil 
of months and the thought of a lifetime! It was not your 
fault, Annie; but you have ruined me!” 

Poor Owen Warland! He had indeed erred, yet par- 
donably, for if any human spirit could have sufficiently 
reverenced the processes so sacred in his eyes, it must 
have been a woman's. Even Annie Hovenden, possibly, 
might not have disappointed him had she been enlight- 
ened by the deep intelligence of love. 

The artist spent the ensuing winter in a way that sat- 
isfied any persons who had hitherto retained a hopeful 
opinion of him that he was, in truth, irrevocably doomed 
to unutility as regarded the world, and to an evil destiny 
on his own part. The decease of a relative had put him 
in possession of a small inheritance. Thus freed from the 
necessity of toil, and having lost the steadfast influence 
of a great purpose — great, at least, to him — he aban- 
doned himself to habits from which it might have been 
supposed the mere delicacy of his organization would 
have availed to secure him. But when the ethereal poi- 
tion of a man of genius is obscured, the earthly part as- 
sumes an influence the more uncontrollable, because the 
character is now thrown off the balance to which Provi- 
dence had so nicely adjusted it, and which, m coarser 
natures, is adjusted by some other method. Owen War- 
land made proof of whatever show of bliss may be found 
in riot. He looked at the world through the golden me- 
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(Hum of wine, and contemplated the visions that bubble 
up so gayly around the brim of the glass, and that peo- 
ple the air with shapes of pleasant madness, which so 
soon grow ghostly and forlorn. Even when this dismal 
and inevitable change had taken place, the young man 
might still have continued to quaff the cup of enchant- 
ments, though its vapor did but shroud life in gloom and 
fill the gloom with spectres that mocked at him. There 
was a certain irksomeness of spint, which, being real, 
and the deepest sensation of which the artist was now r 
conscious, was more intolerable than any fantastic mis- 
eries and horrors that the abuse of w me could summon 
up. In the latter case he could remember, even out of 
the midst of his trouble, that all w T as but a delusion; in 
the former, the heavy anguish was his actual life. 

From this perilous state he w'as redeemed by an in- 
cident which more than one person witnessed, but of 
which the shrewdest could not explain or conjecture the 
operation on CKven Warland's mind. It w T as \ery simple. 
On a warm afternoon of spring, as the artist sat among 
his riotous companions with a glass of wine before him, 
a splendid butterfly flew in at the open window and 
fluttered about his head. 

“Ah,” exclaimed Owen, who had diank freely, “are 
you alive again, child of the sun and playmate of the 
summer breeze, after your dismal wintei h nap? Then it 
is time for me to be at work!” 

And, leaving his unemptied glass upon the table, he 
departed and was never known to sip another drop of 
wine. 

And now, again, he resumed his wanderings in the 
woods and fields. It might be fancied that the bright 
butterfly, which had come so spirit-hke into the w indow 
as Owen sat with the rude revellers, was indeed a spirit 
commissioned to recall him to the pure, ideal life that 
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had so etherealized him among men. It might be fancied 
that he went forth to seek this spirit in its sunny haunts; 
for still, as in the summer-time gone by, he was seen to 
steal gently up wherever a butterfly had alighted, and 
lose himself in contemplation of it. When it took flight 
his eyes followed the winged vision, as if its airy track 
would show the path to heaven. But what could be the 
purpose of the unseasonable toil, which was again re- 
sumed, as the watchman knew by the lines of lamplight 
through the crevices of Owen Warland’s shutters? The 
towns-people had one comprehensive explanation of all 
these singularities. Owen Warland had gone mad! How 
universally efficacious — how satisfactory, too, and sooth- 
ing to the injured sensibility of narrowness and dulness 
— is this easy method of accounting for whatever lies 
beyond the world’s most ordinary scope! From St. Paul’s 
days down to our poor little Artist of the Beautiful, the 
same talisman had been applied to the elucidation of all 
mysteries in the words or deeds of men who spoke or 
acted too wisely or too well. In Owen Warland’s case 
the judgment of his towns-people may have been cor- 
rect. Perhaps he was mad. The lack of sympathy — that 
contrast between himself and his neighbors which took 
away the restraint of example — was enough to make 
him so. Or possibly he had caught just so much of ethe- 
real radiance as served to bewilder him, in an earthly 
sense, by its intermixture with the common dayhght. 

One evening, when the artist had returned from a 
customary ramble and had just thrown the lustre of his 
lamp on the delicate piece of work so often interrupted, 
but still taken up again, as if his fate were embodied in 
its mechanism, he was surprised by the entrance of old 
Peter Hovenden. Owen never met this man without a 
shrinking of the heart. Of all the world he was most 
terrible, by reason of a keen understanding which saw 
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so distinctly what it did see, and disbelieved so uncom- 
promisingly in what it could not see. On this occasion 
the old watchmaker had merely a giacious word or two 
to say. 

“Owen, my lad,” said Tie, “we must see you at my 
house tomorrow night.” 

The artist began to mutter some excuse. 

“Oh, but it must be so,” quoth Peter Hovenden, “for 
the sake of the days when you were one of the house- 
hold. What, my boy! don’t you know that my daughter 
Annie is engaged to Robert Danforth? We are making 
an entertainment, in our humble way, to celebrate the 
event.” 

“Aid” said Owen. 

That little monosyllable was all he uttered, its tone 
seemed cold and unconcerned to an ear like Peter Hov- 
enden’s; and yet there was in it the stifled outcry of the 
poor artist’s heart, which he compressed within him like 
a man holding down an evil spirit. One slight outbreak, 
however, imperceptible to the old watchmaker, he al- 
lowed himself. Raising the instrument with which he 
was about to begin his w’oik, he let it fall upon the little 
system of machinery that had, anew, cost him months 
of thought and toil. It w^as shattered by the stioke! 

Owen Warland’s stoiy would have been no tolerable 
representation of the troubled life of those who strive 
to create the beautiful, if, amid all other thwarting in- 
fluences, love had not interposed to steal the cunning 
from his hand. Outwardly he had been no ardent or 
enterprising lover, the career of his passion had confined 
its tumults and vicissitudes so entirely within the artists 
imagination that Annie herself had scarcely more than 
a womans intuitive perception of it; but, m Owens 
view, it covered the whole field of his life. Forgetful of 
the time when she had shown herself incapable of any 
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deep response, he had persisted in connecting all his 
dreams of artistical success with Annie’s image; she was 
the visible shape in which the spiritual power that he 
worshipped, and on whose altar he hoped to lay a not 
unworthy offering, was made manifest to him. Of course 
he had deceived himself; there were no such attributes 
in Annie Hovenden as his imagination had endowed her 
with. She, in the aspect which she wore to his inward 
vision, was as much a creature of his own as the mys- 
terious piece of mechanism would be were it evei real- 
ized. Had he become convinced of his mistake through 
the medium of successful love — had he won Annie to 
his bosom, and there beheld her fade from angel into 
ordinary woman — the disappointment might have driven 
him back, with concentrated energy, upon his sole re- 
maining object. On the other hand, had he found Annie 
what he fancied, his lot would have been so rich in 
beauty that out of its mere redundancy he might have 
wrought the beautiful into many a worthier type than 
he had toiled for; but the guise in which his sorrow 
came to him, the sense that the angel of his life had 
been snatched away and given to a rude man of earth 
and iron, who could neither need nor appreciate her 
ministrations — this was the very perversity of fate that 
makes human existence appear too absurd and contra- 
dictory to be the scene of one other hope or one other 
fear. There was nothing left for Owen Warland but to 
sit down like a man that had been stunned. 

He went through a fit of illness. After his recovery his 
small and slender frame assumed an obtuser garniture 
of flesh than it had ever befoie worn. His thm cheeks 
became round; his delicate little hand, so spiritually 
fashioned to achieve fairy task-work, grew plumper than 
the hand of a thriving infant. His aspect had a childish- 
ness such as might have induced a stranger to pat him 
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on the head — pausing, however, in the act, to wonder 
what manner of child was here. It was as if the spirit 
had gone out of him, leaving the body to flourish m a 
sort of vegetable existence. Not that Owen Warland 
was idiotic. He could talk, and not irrationally. Some- 
what of a babbler, indeed, did people begin to think 
him; for he was apt to discourse at wearisome length 
of marvels of mechanism that he had read about in 
books, but which he had learned to consider as abso- 
lutely fabulous. Among them he enumerated the Man 
of Brass, constructed by Albeitus Magnus, and the Bra- 
zen Head of Friar Bacon; and, coming down to later 
times, the automata of a little coach and horses, which 
it was pretended had been manufactured for the Dau- 
phin of France; together with an insect that buzzed 
about the ear like a living fly, and yet was but a con- 
trivance of minute steel springs. Theie was a story, too, 
of a duck that waddled, and quacked, and ate; though, 
had any honest citizen purchased it £01 dinner, he would 
have found himself cheated with the mere mechanical 
apparition of a duck. 

“But all these accounts,” said Owen Warland, <£ I am 
now satisfied are meie impositions.” 

Then, in a mysteiious way, he would confess that he 
once thought differently. In his idle and dreamy days he 
had considered it possible, in a ceitam sense, to spiritu- 
alize machinery, and to combine with the new species 
of life and motion thus piodueed a beauty that should 
attain to the ideal which Natuie has proposed to her- 
self in all her creatures, but has ne\er taken pains to 
realize. He seemed, however, to retain no very distinct 
perception either of the piocess of achieving this object 
or of the design itself. 

“I have thrown it all aside now,” he would say. “It 
was a dream such as young men are always mystifying 



230 TALES 

themselves with. Now that I have acquired a little com- 
mon sense, it makes me laugh to think of it.” 

Poor, poor and fallen Owen Warland! These were the 
symptoms that he had ceased to be an inhabitant of 
the better sphere that lies unseen around us. He had 
lost his faith in the invisible, and now prided himself, 
as such unfortunates invariably do, in the wisdom which 
rejected much that even his eye could see, and trusted 
confidently in nothing but what his hand could touch. 
This is the calamity of men whose spiritual part dies out 
of them and leaves the grosser understanding to assimi- 
late them more and more to the things of which alone 
it can take cognizance; but in Owen Warland the spirit 
was not dead nor passed away; it only slept. 

How it awoke again is not recorded. Perhaps the tor- 
pid slumber was broken by a convulsive pain. Perhaps, 
as in a former instance, the butterfly came and hovered 
about his head and reinspired him — as indeed this crea- 
ture of the sunshine had always a mysterious mission 
for the artist — reinspired him with the former purpose 
of his fife. Whether it were pain or happiness that 
thrilled through his veins, his first impulse was to thank 
Heaven for rendering him again the being of thought, 
imagination, and keenest sensibility that he had long 
ceased to be. 

“Now for my task,” said he. “Never did I feel such 
strength for it as now.” 

Yet, strong as he felt himself, he was incited to toil 
the more diligently by an anxiety lest death should sur- 
prise him in the midst of his labors. This anxiety, per- 
haps, is common to all men who set their hearts upon 
anything so high, in their own view of it, that life be- 
comes of importance only as conditional to its accom- 
plishment. So long as we love life for itself, we seldom 
dread the losing it. When we desire life for the attain- 
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ment of an object, we recognize the frailty of its texture. 
But, side by side with this sense of insecurity, there is 
a vital faith in our invulnerability to the shaft of death 
while engaged in any task that seems assigned by Provi- 
dence as our proper thing to do, and which the world 
would have cause to mourn foi should we leave it un- 
accomplished. Can the philosopher, big with the inspi- 
ration of an idea that is to reform mankind, believe that 
he is to be beckoned from this sensible existence at the 
very instant when he is mustering his breath to speak 
the word of light? Should he peiish so, the weary ages 
may pass away — the world’s, whose life sand may fall, 
diop by drop — before another intellect is prepared to 
develop the tiuth that might have been uttered then. 
But history affords many an example where the most 
piecious spirit, at any particular epoch manifested in 
human shape, has gone hence untimely, without space 
allowed him, so far as mortal judgment could discern, 
to perform his mission on the earth. The piophet dies, 
and the man of toipid heart and sluggish brain lives on. 
The poet leaves his song half sung, or finishes it, beyond 
the scope of mortal eais, in a celestial choir. The painter 
— as Allston did — leaves half his conception on the can- 
vas to sadden us with its imperfect beauty, and goes to 
pictuie forth the whole, if it be no irreverence to say so, 
in the hues of heaven. But rather such incomplete de- 
signs of this life will be peifected nowheie. This so 
frequent abortion of man’s deaiest piojects must be 
taken as a proof that the deeds of earth, liowevei ethe- 
realized by piety or genius, aie without value, except as 
exercises and manifestations of the spirit. In heaven, all 
ordinary thought is higher and more melodious than 
Milton’s song. Then, w r ould he add another verse to 
any strain that he had left unfinished here^ 

But to return to Oven Warland. It was his fortune. 
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good or ill, to achieve the purpose of his life. Pass we 
over a long space of intense thought, yearning effort, 
minute toil, and wasting anxiety, succeeded by an in- 
stant of solitary triumph: let all this be imagined; and 
then behold the artist, on a winter evening, seeking ad- 
mittance to Robert Danforth’s fireside circle. There he 
found the man of iron, with his massive substance thor- 
oughly warmed and attempered by domestic influences. 
And there was Annie, too, now transformed into a ma- 
tron, with much of her husband s plain and sturdy na- 
ture, but imbued, as Owen Warland still believed, with 
a finer grace, that might enable her to be the interpreter 
between strength and beauty. It happened, likewise, 
that old Peter Hovenden was a guest this evening at 
his daughters fireside, and it was his well-remembered 
expression of keen, cold criticism that first encounteied 
the artists glance. 

“My old friend Owen!” cried Robert Danforth, start- 
ing up, and compressing the artists delicate fingers 
within a hand that was accustomed to gripe bars of 
iron. “This is kind and neighborly to come to us at last. 
I was afraid your perpetual motion had bewitched you 
out of the remembrance of old times.” 

“We are glad to see you,” said Annie, while a blush 
reddened her matronly cheek. “It was not hke a fiiend 
to stay from us so long.” 

“Well, Owen,” inquired the old watchmaker, as his 
first greeting, “how comes on the beautiful? Have you 
created it at last?” 

The artist did not immediately leply, being startled 
by the apparition of a young child of strength that was 
tumbling about on the carpet — a little personage who 
had come mysteiiously out of the infinite, but with 
something so sturdy and real in his composition that he 
seemed moulded out of the densest substance which 
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earth could supply. This hopeful infant crawled towards 
the new-comei, and setting himself on end, as Robert 
Danfoith expiessed the posture, stared at Owen with 
a look of such sagacious observation that the mother 
could not help exchanging a proud glance with hoi 
husband. Rut the artist was disluibcd by the child's 
look, as imagining a resemblance between it and Peter 
Hovenden’s habitual expression lie could have fancied 
that the old watchmaker was compiessed into this bahv 
shape, and looking out of those baby eyes, and repeat- 
ing, as he now did, the malicious question. 

‘‘The beautiful, Owen! How comes on the beautiful? 
Have you succeeded in ci eating the beautiful?” 

“I ha\e succeeded,” leplied the artist, with a momen- 
tary light of tiiumph in his eyes and a smile of sunshine, 
yet steeped in such depth of thought that it was almost 
sadness. “Yes, my friends, it is the truth. I have suc- 
ceeded.” 

“Indeed 1 ” cried Annie, a look of maiden muthfulncss 
peeping out of her face again. “And is it lawful, now, 
to inquire what the secret is?" 

“Surely; it is to disclose it that I have come,” an- 
sweied Owen Wailand. “You shall know, and see, and 
touch, and possess the secret’ For, Annie — if by that 
name I may still addiess the fnend of mv boyish years 
— Annie, it is for youi biidai gilt that I have wrought 
this spiritualized mechanism, this harmony of motion, 
this mystery of beauty. It comes late, indeed; but it is 
as we go onward in life, when objects begin to lose their 
freshness of hue and our souls their delicacy of percep- 
tion, that tlie spmt of beauty is most needed If — for- 
give me, Annie — if }ou know' how’ to value this gift, it 
can never come too late.” 

He produced, as he spoke, what seemed a jewel box. 
It was carved lichly out of ebony by his own hand, and 
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inlaid with a fanciful tracery of pearl, representing a 
boy in pursuit of a butterfly, which, elsewhere, had be- 
come a winged spirit, and was flying heavenward; while 
the boy, or youth, had found such efficacy in his strong 
desire that he ascended from earth to cloud, and from 
cloud to celestial atmosphere, to win the beautiful. This 
case of ebony the artist opened, and bade Annie place 
her fingers on its edge. She did so, but almost screamed 
as a butterfly flutteied forth, and, alighting on her fin- 
ger’s tip, sat waving the ample magnificence of its pur- 
ple and gold-speckled wings, as if in prelude to a flight 
It is impossible to express by words the glory, the splen- 
dor, the delicate gorgeousness which were softened into 
the beauty of this object. Nature’s ideal butterfly was 
here realized in all its perfection; not in the pattern of 
such faded insects as flit among earthly flowers, but of 
those which hover across the meads of paradise for 
child-angels and the spirits of departed infants to disport 
themselves with. The rich down was visible upon its 
wings; the lustre of its eyes seemed instinct with spirit. 
The firelight glimmered around this wonder — the can- 
dles gleamed upon it; but it glistened apparently by 
its own radiance, and illuminated the finger and out- 
stretched hand on which it rested with a white gleam 
like that of precious stones. In its perfect beauty, the 
consideration of size was entirely lost. Had its wings 
overreached the firmament, the mind could not have 
been more filled or satisfied. 

“Beautiful! beautiful!” exclaimed Annie. "Is it alive? 
Is it alive?” 

“Alive? To be sure it is,” answered her husband. “Do 
you suppose any mortal has skill enough to make a 
butterfly, or would put himself to the trouble of making 
one, when any child may catch a score of them in a 
summer’s afternoon? Alive? Certainly! But this pretty 
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box is undoubtedly of our friend Owens manufacture; 
and really it does him credit.” 

At this moment the butteifly waved its wings anew, 
with a motion so absolutely lifelike that Annie was 
startled, and even awestricken; for, in spite of her hus- 
band’s opinion, she could not satisfy herself whether it 
was indeed a living creature or a piece of wondrous 
mechanism. 

“Is it alive?” she repeated, more earnestly than before. 

“Judge for yourself,” said Owen War land, who stood 
gazing m her face with fixed attention. 

The butterfly now flung itself upon the air, fluttered 
round Annie’s head, and soared into a distant region of 
the parlor, still making itself perceptible to sight by the 
starry gleam in which the motion of its wings enveloped 
it. The infant on the floor followed its course with his 
sagacious little eyes. After flying about the room, it re- 
turned in a spiral curve and settled again on Annie’s 
finger. 

“But is it alive?” exclaimed she again; and the finger 
on which the gorgeous mystery had alighted was so 
ti emulous that the butterfly was forced to balance him- 
self with his wings. “Tell me if it be alive, or whether 
you created it.” 

“Wherefore ask who cieated it, so it be beautiful?” 
replied Owen Warland. “Alive? Yes, Annie; it may well 
be said to possess life, for it has absorbed my own be- 
ing into itself; and in the secret of that butteifly, and 
m its beauty — which is not merely outward, but deep 
as its whole system — is repiesented the intellect, the 
imagination, the Sensibility, the soul of an Artist of the 
Beautiful! Yes; I created it. But” — and here his counte- 
nance somewhat changed — “this butterfly is not now to 
me what it was when I beheld it afar off in the day- 
dreams of my youth.” 
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“Be it what it may, it is a pretty plaything,” said the 
blacksmith, grinning with childlike delight. “I wonder 
whether it would condescend to alight on such a great 
clumsy finger as mine? Hold it hither, Annie.” 

By the artist's direction, Annie touched her finger's 
tip to that of her husband, and, after a momentary de- 
lay, the butterfly fluttered from one to the other. It 
preluded a second flight by a similar, yet not precisely 
the same, waving of wings as in the first experiment; 
then, ascending from the blacksmith's stalwait finger, 
it rose in a gradually enlarging curve to the ceiling, 
made one wide sweep around the room, and returned 
with an undulating movement to the point whence it 
had started. 

“Well, that does beat all nature!” cried Robert Dan- 
forth, bestowing the heartiest praise that he could find 
expression for; and, indeed, had he paused there, a man 
of finer words and nicer perception could not easily 
have said more. “That goes beyond me, I confess. But 
what then? There is more real use in one downright 
blow of my sledge hammer than in the whole five years' 
labor that our friend Owen has wasted on this butter- 
fly.” 

Here the child clapped his hands and made a great 
babble of indistinct utterance, apparently demanding 
that the butterfly should be given him for a plaything. 

Owen Warland, meanwhile, glanced sidelong at 
Annie, to discover whether she sympathized in her hus- 
band's estimate of the comparative value of the beauti- 
ful and the practical. There was, amid all her kindness 
towards himself, amid all the wonder and admiration 
with which she contemplated the marvellous work of his 
hands and incarnation of his idea, a secret scorn — too 
secret, perhaps, for her own consciousness, and percep- 
tible only to such intuitive discernment as that of the 
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artist. But Owen, in the latter stages of his pursuit, had 
risen out of the region in which such a disco veiy might 
have been torture. He knew that the world, and Annie 
as the representative of the world, whatever piaise 
might be bestowed, could never say the fitting word 
nor feel the fitting sentiment which should be the per- 
fect recompense of an aitist who, symbolizing a lofty 
moral by a material trifle — converting what was earthly 
to spiritual gold — had won the beautiful into his handi- 
work. Not at this latest moment was he to learn that the 
reward of all high perfoimance must be sought within 
itself, or sought in vain. There was, however, a view of 
the matter which Annie and her husband, and even 
Peter Hovenden, might fully have understood, and 
which would have satisfied them that the toil of years 
had been here worthily bestowed. Owen Warland might 
have told them that this butterfly, this plaything, this 
bridal gift of a poor watchmaker to a blacksmiths wife, 
was, in truth, a gem of art that a monarch would have 
purchased with honors and abundant wealth, and have 
treasured it among the jewels of his kingdom as the most 
unique and wondrous of them all. But the artist smiled 
and kept the secret to himself. 

“Father,” said Annie, thinking that a word of praise 
from the old watchmaker might gratify his former ap- 
prentice, “do come and admire this pretty butterfly.” 

“Let us see,” said Peter Hovenden, rising from his 
chair, with a sneer upon his face that always made peo- 
ple doubt, as he himself did, in everything but a mate- 
rial existence. “Heie is my finger for it to alight upon. 
I shall understand it better when once I have touched 
it” 

But, to the increased astonishment of Annie, when the 
tip of her father s finger was pressed against that of her 
husband, on which the butterfly still lested, the insect 
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the floor. Even the bright spots of gold upon its wings 
and body, unless her eyes deceived her, grew dim, and 
the glowing purple took a dusky hue, and the starry 
lustre that gleamed around the blacksmith’s hand be- 
came faint and vanished. 

“It is dying! it is dying!” cried Annie, in alarm. 

“It has been delicately wrought,” said the aitist, 
calmly. “As I told you, it has imbibed a spiritual essence 
— call it magnetism, or what you will. In an atmosphere 
of doubt and mockery its exquisite susceptibility suffers 
torture, as does the soul of him who instilled his own life 
into it. It has already lost its beauty; in a few moments 
more its mechanism would be irreparably injured.” 

“Take away your hand, father!” entreated Annie, turn- 
ing pale. “Here is my child; let it rest on his innocent 
hand. There, perhaps, its life will revive and its colors 
grow brighter than ever.” 

Her father, with an acrid smile, withdrew his finger. 
The butterfly then appeared to recover the power of 
voluntary motion, while its hues assumed much of their 
original lustre, and the gleam of starlight, which was its 
most ethereal attribute, again formed a halo round about 
it. At first, when transferred from Robert Danforth’s 
hand to the small finger of the child, this radiance grew 
so powerful that it positively threw the little fellow’s 
shadow back against the wall. He, meanwhile, extended 
his plump hand as he had seen his father and mother 
do, and watched the waving of the insect’s wings with 
infantine delight. Nevertheless, there was a certain odd 
expression of sagacity that made Owen Warland feel as 
if here were old Pete Hovenden, partially, and but par- 
tially, redeemed from his hard scepticism into childish 
faith. 
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“How wise the little monkey looks!” whispered Robert 
Danforth to his wife. 

“I never saw such a look on a child’s face,” answered 
Annie, admiring her own infant, and with good leason, 
far more than the artistic butterfly. “The darling knows 
more of the mysteiy than we do.” 

As if the butterfly, like the artist, were conscious of 
something not entirely congenial m the child’s nature, 
it alternately sparkled and grew dim. At length it arose 
from the small hand of the infant with an airy motion 
that seemed to bear it upward without an effort, as if the 
ethereal instincts with which its master’s spirit had en- 
dowed it impelled this fair vision involuntarily to a 
higher sphere. Had there been no obstruction, it might 
have soared into the sky and grown immortal. Rut its 
lustre gleamed upon the ceiling, the exquisite texture of 
its wings brushed against that earthly medium; and a 
sparkle or two, as of staidust, floated downward and lay 
glimmering on the carpet. Then the butterfly came flut- 
tering down, and, instead of returning to the infant, was 
apparently attracted towards the artist’s hand. 

“Not so! not so!” murmured Owen Warland, as if his 
handiwoik could have understood him. “Thou has gone 
forth out of thy master s heart. There is no return for 
thee.” 

With a wavering movement, and emitting a tremulous 
radiance, the butterfly struggled, as it were, towards the 
infant, and was about to alight upon his finger; but while 
it still hovered in the air, the little child of strength, v ith 
his grandsire’s sharp and shrewd expression in his face, 
made a snatch at the marvellous insect and compressed 
it in his hand. Annie screamed. Old Peter Hovenden 
burst into a cold and scornful laugh. The blacksmith, by 
main force, unclosed the infant’s hand, and found within 
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the palm a small heap of glittering fragments, whence 
the mystery of beauty had fled forever. And as for Owen 
Warland, he looked placidly at what seemed the ruin of 
his life’s labor, and which was yet no ruin. He had 
caught a far other butterfly than this. When the artist 
rose high enough to achieve the beautiful, the symbol 
by which he made it perceptible to mortal senses be- 
came of little value in his eyes while his spirit possessed 
itself in the enjoyment of the reality. 

1844 Mosses from an Old Manse 

Ethan Brand 

A CHAPTER FROM AN ABORTIVE ROMANCE 

B AR TRAM the lime-burner, a rough, heavy-look- 
ing man, begrimed with charcoal, sat watching his 
kiln at nightfall, while his little son played at building 
houses with the scattered fragments of marble, when, on 
the hill-side below them, they heard a roar of laughter, 
not mirthful, but slow, and even solemn, like a wind 
shaking the boughs of the forest. 

“Father, what is that?” asked the little boy, leaving his 
play, and pressing betwixt his father’s knees. 

“Oh, some drunken man, I suppose,” answered the 
lime-burner; “some merry fellow from the bar-ioom in 
the village, who dared not laugh loud enough within 
doois lest he should blow the roof of the house off. So 
here he is, shaking his jolly sides at the foot of Gray- 
lock.” 

“But, father,” said the child, more sensitive than the 
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obtuse, middle-aged clown, “he does not laugh like a 
man that is glad. So the noise frightens me!” 

“Don’t be a fool, child!” cued his father, gruffly. “You 
will never make a man, I do believe; there is too much 
of your mother m you. I have known the rustling of a 
leaf startle you. Hark! Here comes the merry fellow now. 
You shall see that there is no harm m him ” 

Bartram and his little son, while they were talking 
thus, sat watching the same lime-kiln that had been the 
scene of Ethan Brand’s solitary and meditative life, be- 
fore he began his search for the Unpardonable Sin, 
Many years, as we have seen, had now elapsed, since 
that portentous night when the idea was first developed. 
The kiln, however, on the mountain-side, stood unim- 
paired, and was in nothing changed since he had thrown 
his dark thoughts into the intense glow of its furnace, 
and melted them, as it weie, into the one thought that 
took possession of his life. It was a rude, round, towei- 
hke structure about twenty feet high, heavily built of 
rough stones, and with a hillock of earth heaped about 
the larger part of its ciicumference; so that the blocks 
and fragments of marble might be drawn by cai t-loads, 
and thrown in at the top. There was an opening at the 
bottom of the tower, like an ovei -mouth, but large 
enough to admit a man m a stooping postuie, and pro- 
vided with a massive iron dooi. With the smoke and jets 
of flame issuing fiom the chinks and crevices of this 
door, which seemed to give admittance into the hill-side, 
it resembled nothing so much as the private entrance to 
the infernal regions, which the shepheids of the Delect- 
able Mountains were accustomed to show to pilgrims. 

There are many such lime-kilns in that tiact of coun- 
try, for the purpose of burning the white marble which 
composes a large part of the substance of the hills. Some 
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of them, built years ago, and long deserted, with weeds 
growing in the vacant round of the interior, which is 
open to the sky, and grass and wild-flowers rooting 
themselves into the chinks of the stones, look already like 
relics of antiquity, and may yet be overspread with the 
lichens of centuries to come. Others, where the lime- 
burner still feeds his daily and night-long fire, afford 
points of interest to the wanderer among the hills, who 
seats himself on a log of wood or a fragment of marble, 
to hold a chat with the solitary man. It is a lonesome, 
and, when the character is inclined to thought, may be 
an intensely thoughtful occupation; as it proved in the 
case of Ethan Brand, who had mused to such strange 
purpose, in days gone by, while the fire in this very kiln 
was burning. 

The man who now watched the fire was of a different 
order, and troubled himself with no thoughts save the 
very few that were requisite to his business. At frequent 
intervals, he flung back the clashing weight of the iron 
door, and, turning his face from the insuffeiable glare, 
thrust in huge logs of oak, or stirred the immense brands 
with a long pole. Within the furnace were seen the curl- 
ing and riotous flames, and the burning marble, almost 
molten with the intensity of heat; while without, the re- 
flection of the fire quivered on the dark intricacy of the 
surrounding forest, and showed in the foreground a 
bright and ruddy little picture of the hut, the spring be- 
side its door, the athletic and coal-begrimed figure of 
the lime-burner, and the half -frightened child, shrinking 
into the protection of his father’s shadow. And when, 
again, the iron door was closed, then reappeared the 
tender light of the half-full moon, which vainly strove 
to trace out the indistinct shapes of the neighboring 
mountains; and, in the upper sky, there was a flitting 
congregation of clouds, still faintly tinged with the rosy 
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sunset, though thus far down into the valley the sun- 
shine had vanished long and long ago. 

The little boy now crept still closer to his father, as 
footsteps were heard ascending the hill-side, and a hu- 
man form thrust aside the bushes that clustered be- 
neath the trees. 

“Halloo! who is it?” cried the lime-burner, vexed at 
his son's timidity, yet half infected by it. “Come forward, 
and show yourself, like a man, or I’ll fling this chunk of 
marble at your head!” 

“You offer me a rough welcome,” said a gloomy voice, 
as the unknown man drew nigh. “Yet I neither claim nor 
desire a kinder one, even at my own fireside.” 

To obtain a distincter view, Bartram threw open the 
iron door of the kiln, whence immediately issued a gush 
of fierce light, that smote full upon the stranger's face 
and figure. To a careless eye there appeared nothing 
very remarkable in his aspect, which was that of a man 
in a coarse, brown, country-made suit of clothes, tall and 
thin, with the staff and heavy shoes of a wayfarer. As he 
advanced, he fixed his eyes — which were very bright — 
intently upon the brightness of the furnace, as if he be- 
held, or expected to behold, some object worthy of note 
within it. 

“Good evening, stranger,” said the lime-burner; 
“whence come you, so late m the day?” 

“I come from my search,” answered the wayfarer; 
“for, at last, it is finished.” 

“Drunk! — or crazy!” muttered Bartram to himself. “I 
shall have trouble with the fellow. The sooner I drive 
him away, the better.” 

The little boy, all in a tremble, whispered to his 
father, and begged him to shut the door of the kiln, so 
that there might not be so much light; for that there was 
something in the man’s face which he was afraid to look 
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at, yet could not look away from. And, indeed, even 
the lime-burner s dull and torpid sense began to be 
impressed by an indescribable something in that thin, 
rugged, thoughtful visage, with the grizzled hair hang- 
ing wildly about it, and those deeply sunken eyes, which 
gleamed like files within the entrance of a mysterious 
cavern. But, as he closed the door, the stranger turned 
towards him, and spoke in a quiet, familiar way, that 
made Bartram feel as if he were a sane and sensible 
man, after all. 

“Your task draws to an end, I see,” said he. “This 
marble has already been burning three days. A few 
hours more will convert the stone to lime.” 

“Why, who are you?” exclaimed the lime-burner. 
“You seem as well acquainted with my business as I am 
myself.” 

“And well I may be,” said the stranger; “for I followed 
the same craft many a long year, and here, too, on this 
very spot. But you are a new-comer in these parts. Did 
you never hear of Ethan Brand?” 

“The man that went in search of the Unpardonable 
Sin?” asked Bartram, with a laugh. 

“The same,” answered the sti anger. “He has found 
what he sought, and therefore he comes back again.” 

“What! then you are Ethan Brand himself?” cried the 
lime-burner, in amazement. “I am a new-comer heie, as 
you say, and they call it eighteen years since you left 
the foot of Graylock But, I can tell you, the good folks 
still talk about Ethan Brand, m the village yondei, and 
what a strange errand took him away from his lime-kiln. 
Well, and so you have found the Unpardonable Sin?” 

“Even so!” said the stranger, calmly. 

“If the question is a fair one,” proceeded Bartram, 
“where might it be?” 

Ethan Brand laid his finger on his own heart. 
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“Here!” replied he. 

And then, without mirth in his countenance, but as if 
moved by an involuntary lecognition of the infinite ab- 
surdity of seeking throughout the world for what was 
the closest of all things to himself, and looking into eveiy 
heart, save his own, for what was hidden m no other 
breast, he broke into a laugh of scorn. It was the same 
slow, heavy laugh, that had almost appalled the lime- 
burner when it heralded the wayfarer s approach. 

The solitary mountain-side was made dismal by it. 
Laughter, when out of place, mistimed, or bursting forth 
from a disordered state of feeling, may be the most ter- 
rible modulation of the human voice. The laughter of 
one asleep, even if it be a little child — the madman s 
laugh — the wild, screaming laugh of a bom idiot — are 
sounds that we sometimes tremble to hear, and would 
always willingly forget. Poets have imagined no utter- 
ance of fiends or hobgoblins so fearfully appropriate as 
a laugh. And even the obtuse lime-burner felt his nerves 
shaken, as this strange man looked inwaid at his own 
heart, and burst into laughter that rolled away into the 
night, and was indistinctly reverberated among the hills. 

“Joe,” said he to his little son, “scamper down to the 
tavern in the village, and tell the jolly fellows theie that 
Ethan Brand has come back, and that he has found the 
Unpardonable Sin!” 

The boy darted away on his errand, to which Ethan 
Brand made no objection, nor seemed hardly to notice 
it. He sat on a log of wood, looking steadfastly at the 
iron door of the kiln. When the child was out of sight, 
and his swift and light footsteps ceased to be heard 
treading first on the fallen leaves and then on the rocky 
mountain-path, the lime-burner began to regret his de- 
parture. He felt that the little fellow’s presence had 
been a barrier between his guest and himself, and that 
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he must now deal, heart to heart, with a man who, on 
his own confession, had committed the one only crime 
for which Heaven could afford no mercy. That crime, in 
its indistinct blackness, seemed to overshadow him, and 
made his memory riotous with a throng of evil shapes 
that asserted their kindred with the Master Sin, what- 
ever it might be, which it was within the scope of man’s 
corrupted nature to conceive and cherish. They were all 
of one family; they went to and fro between his breast 
and Ethan Brand’s, and carried dark greetings from one 
to the other. 

Then Bartram remembered the stories which had 
grown traditionary in reference to this strange man, who 
had come upon him like a shadow of the night, and was 
making himself at home in his old place, after so long 
absence, that the dead people, dead and buried for 
years, would have had more right to be at home, in any 
familiar spot, than he. Ethan Brand, it was said, had 
conversed with Satan himself in the lurid blaze of this 
very kiln. The legend had been matter of mirth hereto- 
fore, but looked grisly now. According to this tale, be- 
fore Ethan Brand departed on his search, he had been 
accustomed to evoke a fiend from the hot furnace of the 
lime-kiln, night after night, in order to confer with him 
about the Unpardonable Sin; the man and the fiend each 
laboring to frame the image of some mode of guilt which 
could neither be atoned for nor foi given. And, with the 
first gleam of light upon the mountain-top, the fiend 
crept in at the iron door, there to abide the intensest ele- 
ment of fire until again summoned forth to share in the 
dreadful task of extending man’s possible guilt beyond 
the scope of Heaven’s else infinite mercy. 

While the lime-burner was struggling with the hor- 
ror of these thoughts, Ethan Brand rose from the log, 
and flung open the door of the kiln. The action was in 
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such accordance with the idea in Bartram’s mind, that 
he almost expected to see the Evil One issue forth, red- 
hot, from the raging furnace. 

“Hold! hold!” cried he, with a tremulous attempt to 
laugh; for he was ashamed of his fears, although they 
overmastered him. “Don’t, for mercy’s sake, bring out 
your Devil now!” 

“Man!” sternly replied Ethan Brand, “what need have 
I of the Devil? I have left him behind me, on my track. 
It is with such half-way sinneis as you that he busies 
himself. Fear not, because I open the door. I do but act 
by old custom, and am going to trim your fire, like a 
lime-burner, as I was once.” 

He stirred the vast coals, thrust in more wood, and 
bent forward to gaze into the hollow prison-house of the 
fiie, regardless of the fierce glow that reddened upon 
his face. The lime-burner sat watching him, and half 
suspected this strange guest of a purpose, if not to evoke 
a fiend, at least to plunge into the flames, and thus van- 
ish fiom the sight of man. Ethan Brand, however, drew 
quietly back, and closed the door of the kiln. 

“I have looked,” said he, “into many a human heart 
that was seven times hotter with sinful passions than 
yonder furnace is with fire. But I found not there what 
I sought. No, not the Unpardonable Sin!” 

“What is the Unpardonable Sin?” asked the lime- 
burner; and then he shrank farther from his companion, 
trembling lest his question should be answered. 

“It is a sin that grew within my own breast,” replied 
Ethan Brand, standing erect with a pride that distin- 
guishes all enthusiasts of his stamp. “A sin that grew 
nowhere else! The sin of an intellect that triumphed over 
the sense of brotherhood with man and reverence for 
God, and sacrificed everything to its own mighty claims! 
The only sin that deserves a recompense of immortal 
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agony! Freely, were it to do again, would I incur the 
guilt. Unshrinkingly I accept the retribution!” 

“The man’s head is turned,” muttered the lime-burner 
to himself. “He may be a sinner like the rest of us — noth- 
ing more likely — but, I’ll be sworn, he is a madman too.” 

Nevertheless, he felt uncomfortable at his situation, 
alone with Ethan Brand on the wild mountain-side, and 
was right glad to hear the rough murmur of tongues, and 
the footsteps of what seemed a pretty numerous party, 
stumbling over the stones and rustling through the un- 
derbrush Soon appeared the whole la2y regiment that 
was wont to infest the village tavern, comprehending 
three or four individuals who had drunk flip beside the 
bar-room fire through all the winters, and smoked their 
pipes beneath the stoop through all the summers, since 
Ethan Brand’s departure. Laughing boisterously, and 
mingling all their voices together in unceremonious talk, 
they now buist into the moonshine and nairow streaks 
of firelight that illuminated the open space before the 
lime-kiln. Bartram set the door ajar again, flooding the 
spot with light, that tire whole company might get a fair 
view of Ethan Brand, and he of them. 

There, among other old acquaintances, was a once 
ubiquitous man, now almost extinct, but whom we were 
formerly sure to encounter at the hotel of every thriving 
village throughout the country. It was the stage-agent. 
The present specimen of the genus was a wilted and 
smoke-dried man, wrinkled and red-nosed, in a smartly 
cut, brown, bobtailed coat, with brass buttons, who, for 
a length of time unknown, had kept his desk and corner 
in the bar-room, and was still puffing what seemed to be 
the same cigar that he had lighted twenty years before. 
He had great fame as a dry joker, though, perhaps, less 
on account of any intrinsic humor than from a certain 
flavor of brandy-toddy and tobacco-smoke, which im- 
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pregnated all his ideas and expressions, as well as his 
person. Another well-remembered, though stiangelv al- 
tered, face was that of Lawyei Giles, as people still 
called him in courtesy, an elderly ragamuffin, in his 
soiled shirtsleeves and tow-cloth tiouseis This poor fel- 
low had been an attorney, in what he called his better 
days, a sharp practitioner, and m gieat vogue among the 
village litigants, but flip, and sling, and toddy, and cock- 
tails, imbibed at all hours, morning, noon, and night, 
had caused him to slide from intellectual to vaiious kinds 
and degrees of bodily labor, till at last, to adopt his own 
phrase, he slid into a soap-vat. In other words, Giles was 
now* a soap-boiler, in a small way He had come to be 
but the fiagment of a human being, a part of one foot 
having been chopped off by an axe, and an entire hand 
torn away by the devilish grip of a steam-engine. Yet, 
though the corporeal hand was gone, a spintual mem- 
ber remained, for, stretching foith the stump, Giles 
steadfastly averred that he felt an invisible thumb and 
fingers with as vivid a sensation as befoie the real ones 
were amputated. A maimed and miserable wretch he 
was, but one, neveitheless, whom the world could not 
trample on, and had no right to scorn, either in this or 
any previous stage of his misfoitunes, since he had still 
kept up the courage and spirit of a man, asked nothing 
in chanty, and with his one hand — and that the left one 
— fought a stern battle against want and hostile circum- 
stances. 

Among the throng, too, came another peisonage, who, 
with certain points of similarity to Lawyer Giles, had 
many moie of difference. It was the village doctoi; a 
man of some fifty years, whom, at an earlier period of 
his hfe, w 7 e introduced as paying a professional visit to 
Ethan Brand during the latter’s supposed insanity. He 
was now a purple-visaged, rude, and biutal, yet half- 
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gentlemanly figure, with something wild, ruined, and 
desperate in his talk, and in all the details of his gesture 
and manners. Brandy possessed this man like an evil 
spirit, and made him as surly and savage as a wild beast, 
and as miserable as a lost soul; but there was supposed 
to be in him such wonderful skill, such native gifts of 
healing, beyond any which medical science could im- 
part, that society caught hold of him, and would not let 
him sink out of its reach. So, swaying to and fro upon 
his horse, and grumbling thick accents at the bedside, 
he visited all the sick-chambers for miles about among 
the mountain towns, and sometimes raised a dying man, 
as it were, by miracle, or quite as often, no doubt, sent 
his patient to a grave that was dug many a year too 
soon. The doctor had an everlasting pipe in his mouth, 
and, as somebody said, in allusion to his habit of swear- 
ing, it was always alight with hell-fire. 

These three worthies pressed forward, and greeted 
Ethan Brand each after his own fashion, earnestly in- 
viting him to partake of the contents of a certain black 
bottle, in which, as they averred, he would find some- 
thing far better worth seeking than the Unpardonable 
Sin. No mind, which -has wrought itself by intense and 
solitary meditation into a high state of enthusiasm, can 
endure the kind of contact with low and vulgar modes 
of thought and feeling to which Ethan Brand was now 
subjected. It made him doubt — and, strange to say, it 
was a painful doubt — whether he had indeed found the 
Unpardonable Sin, and found it within himself. The 
whole question on which he had exhausted life, and 
more than life, looked like a delusion. 

“Leave me,” he said bitterly, “ye brute beasts, that 
have made yourselves so, shrivelling up your souls with 
fiery liquors! I have done with you. Years and years ago, 
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I groped into your hearts and found nothing there for 
my purpose. Get ye gone!” 

“Why, you uncivil scoundrel,” cried the fierce doctor, 
“is that the way you respond to the kindness of your 
best friends? Then let me tell you the truth. You have 
no more found the Unpardonable Sin than yonder boy 
Joe has. You are but a crazy fellow — I told you so 
twenty years ago — neither better nor worse than a crazy 
fellow, and the fit companion of old Humphrey, here!” 

He pointed to an old man, shabbily dressed, with long 
white hair, thm visage, and unsteady eyes. For some 
years past this aged person had been wandering about 
among the hills, inquiring of all travellers whom he met 
for his daughter. The girl, it seemed, had gone off with a 
company of circus-performers, and occasionally tidings 
of her came to the village, and fine stories weie told of 
her glittering appearance as she rode on horseback in 
the ring, or performed marvellous feats on the tight- 
rope. 

The white-haired father now approached Ethan 
Brand, and gazed unsteadily into his face. 

“They tell me you have been all over the earth,” said 
he, wringing his hands with earnestness. “You must have 
seen my daughter, for she makes a grand figure in the 
world, and everybody goes to see her. Did she send any 
word to her old father, or say when she was coming 
back?” 

Ethan Brand’s eye quailed beneath the old man’s. 
That daughter, from whom he so earnestly desired a 
word of greeting, was the Esther of our tale, the very 
girl whom, with such cold and remorseless purpose, 
Ethan Brand had made the subject of a psychological 
experiment, and wasted, absorbed, and peihaps an- 
nihilated her soul, in the process. 
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"Yes,” he murmured, turning away from the hoary 
wanderer, * it is no delusion. There is an Unpardonable 
Sin!” 

While these things were passing, a merry scene was 
going forward in the area of cheerful light, beside the 
spring and before the door of the hut. A number of the 
youth of the village, young men and girls, had hurried 
up the hill-side, impelled by curiosity to see Ethan 
Brand, the hero of so many a legend familiar to their 
childhood. Finding nothing, however, very remarkable 
in his aspect — nothing but a sunburnt wayfarer, in plain 
garb and dusty shoes, who sat looking into the fire as if 
he fancied pictures among the coals — these young peo- 
ple speedily grew tired of observing him. As it hap- 
pened, there was other amusement at hand. An old Ger- 
man Jew travelling with a diorama on his back, was 
passing down the mountain-road towards the village just 
as the party turned aside from it, and, in hopes of eking 
out the profits of the day, the showman had kept them 
company to the lime-kiln. 

“Come, old Dutchman,” cried one of the young men, 
“let us see your pictures, if you can swear they are worth 
looking at!” 

“Oh yes, Captain,” answered the Jew — whether as a 
matter of courtesy or craft, he styled everybody Captain 
— “I shall show you, indeed, some very superb pictures!” 

So, placing his box in a proper position, he invited the 
young men and girls to look through the glass orifices 
of the machine, and proceeded to exhibit a series of the 
most outrageous scratchings and daubings, as specimens 
of the fine arts, that ever an itinerant showman had the 
face to impose upon his circle of spectators. The pic- 
tures were worn out, moreover, tattered, full of cracks 
and wrinkles, dingy with tobacco-smoke, and otherwise 



ETHAN BRAND 253 

in a most pitiable condition. Some purported to be cities, 
public edifices, and ruined castles in Europe, others rep- 
resented Napoleons battles and Nelsons sea-fights; and 
in the midst of these would be seen a gigantic, brown, 
hairy hand — which might have been mistaken for the 
Hand of Destiny, though, m truth, it was only the show- 
man’s — pointing its forefinger to various scenes of the 
conflict, while its owner gave historical illustrations. 
When, with much merriment at its abominable defi- 
ciency of merit, the exhibition was concluded, the Ger- 
man bade little Joe put his head into the box. Viewed 
through the magnifying-glasses, the boy’s round, rosy 
visage assumed the strangest imaginable aspect of an 
immense Titanic child, the mouth grinning broadly, and 
the eyes and every other feature overflowing with fun 
at the joke. Suddenly, however, that merry face turned 
pale, and its expression changed to hoiror, for this easily 
impressed and excitable child had become sensible that 
the eye of Ethan Brand was fixed upon him through the 
glass. 

“You make the little man to be afraid, Captain,” said 
the German Jew, turning up the dark and strong outline 
of his visage from his stooping posture. “But look again, 
and, by chance, I shall cause you to see somewhat that 
is very fine, upon my word!” 

Ethan Brand gazed into the box for an instant, and 
then starting back, looked fixedly at the German. What 
had he seen? Nothing, apparently; for a curious youth, 
who had peeped in almost at the same moment, beheld 
only a vacant space of canvas. 

"I remember you now,” muttered Ethan Brand to the 
showman. 

“Ah, Captain,” whispered the Jew of Nuremberg, 
with a dark smile, “I find it to be a heavy matter in my 
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show-box — this Unpardonable Sin! By my faith, Cap- 
tain, it has wearied my shoulders, this long day, to carry 
it over the mountain.” 

"Peace,” answered Ethan Brand, sternly, "or get thee 
into the furnace yonder!” 

The Jew’s exhibition had scarcely concluded, when 
a great, elderly dog — who seemed to be his own master, 
as no person in the company laid claim to him — saw fit 
to render himself the object of public notice. Hitherto, 
he had shown himself a very quiet, well-disposed old 
dog, going round from one to another, and, by way of 
being sociable, offering his rough head to be patted by 
any kindly hand that would take so much trouble. But 
now, all of a sudden, this grave and venerable quad- 
ruped, of his own mere motion, and without the slight- 
est suggestion from anybody else, began to run round 
after his tail, which, to heighten the absurdity of the 
proceeding, was a great deal shorter than it should have 
been. Never was seen such headlong eagerness in pur- 
suit of an object that could not possibly be attained; 
never was heard such a tremendous outbreak of growl- 
ing, snarling, barking, and snapping — as if one end of 
the ridiculous brute’s body were at deadly and most un- 
forgivable enmity with the other. Faster and faster, 
round about went the cur; and faster and still faster fled 
the unapproachable brevity of his tail, and louder and 
fiercer grew his yells of rage and animosity; until, utterly 
exhausted, and as far from the goal as ever, the foolish 
old dog ceased his performance as suddenly as he had 
begun it. The next moment he was as mild, quiet, sen- 
sible, and respectable in his deportment, as when he first 
scraped acquaintance with the company. 

As may be supposed, the exhibition was greeted with 
universal laughter, clapping of hands, and shouts of en- 
core, to which the canine performer responded by wag- 
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ging all that there was to wag of his tail, but appeared 
totally unable to repeat his very successful effort to 
amuse the spectators. 

Meanwhile, Ethan Brand had resumed his seat upon 
the log, and moved, as it might be, by a perception of 
some remote analogy between his own case and that of 
his self-pursuing cur, he broke into the awful laugh, 
which, more than any other token, expressed the con- 
dition of his inward being. From that moment, the mer- 
riment of the party was at an end; they stood aghast, 
dreading lest the inauspicious sound should be rever- 
berated around the horizon, and that mountain would 
thunder it to mountain, and so the horror be prolonged 
upon their ears. Then, whispering one to another that it 
was late — that the moon was almost down — that the 
August night was growing chill — they hurried home- 
wards, leaving the lime-burner and little Joe to deal as 
they might with their unwelcome guest. Save for these 
three human beings, the open space on the hill-side was 
a solitude, set in a vast gloom of foiest. Beyond that 
darksome verge, the firelight glimmered on the stately 
trunks and almost black foliage of pines, intermixed with 
the lighter verdure of sapling oaks, maples, and poplars, 
while here and there lay the gigantic corpses of dead 
trees, decaying on the leaf-strewn soil. And it seemed 
to little Joe — a timorous and imaginative child — that the 
silent forest was holding its breath until some fearful 
thing should happen. 

Ethan Brand thrust more wood into the fire, and 
closed the door of the kiln; then looking over his shoul- 
der at the lime-burner and his son, he bade, rather than 
advised, them to retire to rest. 

“For myself, I cannot sleep,” said he. “I have matters 
that it concerns me to meditate upon. I will watch the 
fire, as I used to do in the old time.” 
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that possessed his life had operated as a means of edu- 
cation; it had gone on cultivating his powers to the high- 
est point of which they were susceptible; it had raised 
him from the level of an unlettered laborer to stand 
on a star-lit eminence, whither the philosophers of the 
earth, laden with the lore of universities, might vainly 
strive to clamber after him. So much for the intellect! 

But where was the heart? That, indeed, had withered 

had contracted— had hardened— had perished! It had 
ceased to partake of the universal throb. He had lost his 
hold of the magnetic chain of humanity. He was no 
longer a brother-man, opening the chambers or the dun- 
geons of our common nature by the key of holy sym- 
pathy, which gave him a right to share in all its secret s; 
he was now a cold observer, looking on mankind as the 
subject of his experiment, and, at length, converting 
man and woman to be his puppets, and pulling the wires 
that moved them to such degrees of crime as were de- 
manded for his study. 

Thus Ethan Brand became a fiend. He began to be 
so from the moment that his moral nature had ceased to 
keep the pace of improvement with his intellect. And 
now, as his highest effort and inevitable development — 
as the bright and gorgeous flower, and rich, delicious 
fruit of his life's labor — he had produced the Unpardon- 
able Sin! 

“What more have I to seek? what more to achieve?” 
said Ethan Brand to himself. “My task is done, and well 
done!” 

Starting from the log with a certain alacrity in his 
gait and ascending the hillock of earth that was raised 
against the stone circumference of the lime-kiln, he thus 
reached the top of the structure. It was a space of per- 
haps ten feet across, from edge to edge, presenting a 
view of the upper surface of the immense mass of 
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broken marble with which the kiln was heaped. All 
these innumerable blocks and fragments of marble were 
red-hot and vividly on fire, sending up great spouts of 
blue flame, which quivered aloft and danced madly, as 
within a magic circle, and sank and rose again, with 
continual and multitudinous activity. As the lonely man 
bent forward over this terrible body of fire, the blasting 
heat smote up against his person with a breath that, it 
might be supposed, would have scorched and shrivelled 
him up in a moment. 

Ethan Brand stood erect, and raised his arms on high. 
The blue flames played upon his face, and imparted die 
wild and ghastly light which alone could have suited its 
expression; it was that of a fiend on the verge of plung- 
ing into his gulf of intensest torment. 

“O Mother Earth,” cried he, "who art no more my 
Mother, and into whose bosom this frame shall never be 
resolved! O mankind, whose brotherhood I have cast 
off, and trampled thy great heart beneath my feet! 0 
stars of heaven, that shone on me of old, as if to light me 
onward and upward! — farewell all, and forever. Come, 
deadly element of Fire — henceforth my familiar friend! 
Embrace me, as I do thee!” 

That night the sound of a fearful peal of laughter 
rolled heavily through the sleep of the lime-burner and 
his little son; dim shapes of horror and anguish haunted 
their dreams, and seemed still present in the rude hovel, 
when they opened their eyes to the daylight. 

“Up, boy, up!” cried the lime-burner, staring about 
him. “Thank Heaven, the night is gone, at last; and 
rather than pass such another, I would watch my lime- 
kiln, wide awake, for a twelvemonth. This Ethan Brand, 
with his humbug of an Unpardonable Sin, has done me 
no such mighty favor, in taking my place!” 

He issued from the hut, followed by little Joe, who 
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kept fast hold of his fathers hand. The early sunshine 
was already pouring its gold upon the mountain-tops, 
and though the valleys were still m shadow, they smiled 
cheerfully m the piomise of the bright day that was 
hastening onward The village, completely shut in by 
hills, which swelled away gently about it, looked as if it 
had rested peacefully in the hollow of the great hand 
of Providence. Every dwelling was distinctly visible; the 
little spires of the two churches pointed upwards, and 
caught a fore-glimmering of brightness from the sun-gilt 
skies upon their gilded weather-cocks. The tavern was 
astir, and the figure of the old, smoke-dried stage-agent, 
cigar in mouth, was seen beneath the stoop. Old Gray- 
lock was glorified with a golden cloud upon his head. 
Scattered hkewise over the breasts of the sunounding 
mountains, there were heaps of hoary mist, in fantastic 
shapes, some of them far down into the valley, others 
high up towards the summits, and still others, of the 
same family of mist or cloud, hovering in the gold radi- 
ance of the upper atmosphere. Stepping from one to an- 
other of the clouds that rested on the hills, and thence 
to the loftier brotherhood that sailed in air, it seemed 
almost as if a mortal man might thus ascend into the 
heavenly regions. Earth was so mingled with sky that it 
was a day-dream to look at it. 

To supply that charm of the familiar and homely, 
which Nature so readily adopts into a scene like this, the 
stage-coach was rattling down the mountain-road, and 
the driver sounded his horn, while Echo caught up the 
notes, and intertwined them into a rich and varied and 
elaborate harmony, of which the original performer 
could lay claim to little share. The great hills played a 
concert among themselves, each contributing a strain 
of airy sweetness. 

Little Joe’s face brightened at once. 
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“Dear father,” cried he, skipping cheerily to and fro, 
“that strange man is gone, and the sky and the moun- 
tains all seem glad of it!” 

“Yes,” growled the lime-burner, with an oath, “but he 
has let the fire go down, and no thanks to him if five 
hundred bushels of lime are not spoiled. If I catch the 
fellow hereabouts again, I shall feel like tossing him into 
the furnace!” 

With his long pole in his hand, he ascended to the 
top of the kiln. After a moment’s pause, he called to his 
son. 

“Come up here, Joe!” said he. 

So little Joe ran up the hillock, and stood by his 
fathers side. The marble was all burnt into perfect, 
snow-white lime. But on its surface, in the midst of the 
circle — snow-white too, and thoroughly converted into 
lime — lay a human skeleton, in the attitude of a person 
who, after long toil, lies down to long repose. Within the 
ribs — strange to say — was the shape of a human heart. 

'Was the fellow’s heart made of marble?” cried Bar- 
tram, in some perplexity at this phenomenon, “At any 
rate, it is burnt into what looks like special good lime; 
and, taking all the bones together, my kiln is half a 
bushel the richer for him.” 

So saying, the rude lime-burner lifted his pole, and, 
letting it fall upon the skeleton, the relics of Ethan 
Brand were crumbled into fragments. 

1851 The Snow Image 
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Hawthorne s Preface 

to the Second Edition of Twice-Told Tales 

T HEAUTHORof Twice-Told Tales has a claim to 
one distinction, which, as none of his literary breth- 
ren will care about disputing it with him, he need not 
be afraid to mention He was, for a good many years, the 
obscurest man of letters in America. 

These stones were published in magazines and an- 
nuals, extending over a period of ten or twelve years, 
and comprising the whole of the writer’s young man- 
hood, without making (so far as he has ever been 
aware) the slightest impression on the public. One or 
two among them, the “Rill from the Town Pump,” in 
peihaps a greater degree than any othei, had a pretty 
wide newspaper circulation; as for the rest, he had no 
grounds for supposing that, on their first appearance, 
they met w T ith the good or evil fortune to be read by any- 
body. Throughout the time above specified, he had no 
incitement to literary effort in a reasonable prospect of 
reputation or profit, nothing but the pleasure itself of 
composition — an enjoyment not at all amiss in its way, 
and perhaps essential to the merit of the work in hand, 
but which, in the long run, will hardly keep the chill out 
of a writers heart, or the numbness out of his fingers. To 
this total lack of sympathy, at the age when his mind 
would naturally have been most effervescent, the public 
owe it (and it is certainly an effect not to be regretted 
on either part) that the Author can show nothing for the 
thought and industry of that portion of his life, save the 
forty sketches, or thereabouts, included in these vol- 
umes. 



262 TALES 

Much more, indeed, he wrote; and some very small 
part of it might yet be rummaged out (but it would not 
be worth the trouble) among the dingy pages of fifteen- 
or-twenty-year-old periodicals, or within the shabby 
morocco covers of faded souvenirs. The remainder of 
the works alluded to had a very brief existence, but, on 
the score of brilliancy, enjoyed a fate vastly superior to 
that of their brotherhood, which succeeded in getting 
through the press. In a word, the Author burned them 
without mercy or remorse, and, moreover, without any 
subsequent regret, and had more than one occasion to 
marvel that such very dull stuff, as he knew his con- 
demned manuscripts to be, should yet have possessed in- 
flammability enough to set the chimney on fire! 

After a long while the first collected volume of the 
"Tales” was published. By this time, if the Author had 
ever been greatly tormented by literary ambition (which 
he does not remember or believe to have been the case), 
it must have perished, beyond resuscitation, in the 
dearth of nutriment. This was fortunate; for the success 
of the volume was not such as would have gratified a 
craving desire for notoriety. A moderate edition was "got 
rid of” (to use the publishers very significant phrase) 
within a reasonable time, but apparently without render- 
ing the writer or his productions much more generally 
known than before. The great bulk of the reading public 
probably ignored the book altogether. A few persons 
read it, and liked it better than it deserved. At an inter- 
val of three or four years, the second volume was pub- 
lished, and encountered much the same sort of kindly, 
but calm, and very limited reception. The circulation of 
the two volumes was chiefly confined to New England; 
nor was it until long after this period, if it even yet be 
the case, that the Author could regard himself as ad- 
dressing the American public, or, indeed, any public at 
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all. He was merely writing to his known or unknown 
friends. 

As he glances over these long-forgotten pages, and 
considers his way of life while composing them, the 
Author can very clearly discern why all this was so. Af- 
ter so many sober years, he would have reason to be 
ashamed if he could not criticise his own work as fairly 
as another man's; and, though it is little his business, 
and perhaps still less his interest, he can hardly resist a 
temptation to achieve something of the sort. If writers 
were allowed to do so, and would perform the task with 
perfect sincerity and unreserve, their opinions of their 
own productions would often be more valuable and in- 
structive than the works themselves. 

At all events, there can be no harm in the Authors 
remarking that he rather wonders how the Twice-Told 
Tales should have gained what vogue they did than that 
it was so little and so gradual. They have the pale tint 
of flowers that blossomed in too xetired a shade — the 
coolness of a meditative habit, which diffuses itself 
through the feeling and observation of every sketch. In- 
stead of passion there is sentiment; and, even in what 
purport to be pictures of actual life, we have allegory, 
not always so warmly dressed in its habiliments of flesh 
and blood as to be taken into the reader’s mmd without 
a shiver. Whether from lack of power, or an unconquer- 
able reserve, the Authors touches have often an effect of 
tameness; the merriest man can hardly contrive to laugh 
at his broadest humor; the tenderest woman, one would 
suppose, will hardly shed warm tears at his deepest 
pathos. The book, if you would see anything in it, re- 
quires to be read in the clear, brown, twilight atmos- 
phere in which it was written; if opened in the sunshine, 
it is apt to look exceedingly like a volume of blank 
pages. 
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With the foregoing characteristics, proper to the pro- 
duction of a person in retirement (which happened to 
be the Authors category at the time), the book is devoid 
of others that we should quite as naturally look for. The 
sketches are not, it is hardly necessary to say, profound, 
but it is rather more remarkable that they so seldom, if 
ever, show any design on the writers part to make them 
so. They have none of the abstruseness of idea, or ob- 
scurity of expression, which mark the written communi- 
cations of a solitary mind with itself. They never need 
translation. It is, in fact, the style of a man of society. 
Every sentence, so far as it embodies thought or sensi- 
bility, may be understood and felt by anybody who will 
give himself the trouble to read it, and will take up the 
book in a proper mood. 

This statement of apparently opposite peculiarities 
leads us to a perception of what the sketches truly are. 
They are not the talk of a secluded man with his own 
mind and heart (had it been so, they could hardly have 
failed to be more deeply and permanently valuable), but 
his attempts, and very imperfectly successful ones, to 
open an intercourse with the world. 

The Author would regret to be understood as speak- 
ing sourly or querulously of the slight mark made by his 
earlier literary efforts on the Public at large. It is so far 
the contrary, that he has been moved to write this Pref- 
ace chiefly as affording him an opportunity to express 
how much enjoyment he has owed to these volumes, 
both before and since their publication. They are the 
memorials of very tranquil and not unhappy years. They 
failed, it is true — nor could it have been otherwise — m 
winning an extensive popularity. Occasionally, however, 
when he deemed them entirely forgotten, a paragraph or 
an article, from a native or foreign critic, would gratify 
his instincts of authorship with unexpected praise — too 
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generous praise, indeed, and too little alloyed with cen- 
sure, which, therefore, he learned the bettei to inflict 
upon himself. And, by the by, it is a very suspicious 
symptom of a deficiency of the popular element in a 
book when it calls forth no harsh criticism. This has been 
particularly the fortune of the Twice-Told Tales They 
made no enemies, and were so little known and talked 
about that those who read, and chanced to like them, 
were apt to conceive the sort of kindness for the book 
which a person naturally feels for a discovery of his own. 

This kindly feeling (in some cases, at least) extended 
to the Author, who, on the internal evidence of his 
sketches, came to be regarded as a mild, shy, gentle, 
melancholic, exceedingly sensitive, and not very forcible 
man, hiding his blushes under an assumed name, the 
quaintness of which was supposed, somehow or other, to 
symbolize his personal and literary traits. He is by no 
means certain that some of his subsequent productions 
have not been influenced and modified by a natural de- 
sire to fill up so amiable an outline, and to act in con- 
sonance with the character assigned to him; nor, even 
now, could he forfeit it without a few tears of tender 
sensibility. To conclude, however: these volumes have 
opened the way to most agreeable associations, and to 
the formation of imperishable friendships; and there are 
many golden threads interwoven with his present happi- 
ness, which he can follow up more or less directly, until 
he finds their commencement here; so that his pleasant 
pathway among realities seems to proceed out of the 
Dreamland of his youth, and to be bordered with just 
enough of its shadowy foliage to shelter him from the 
heat of the day. He is therefore satisfied with what the 
Twice-Told Tales have done for him, and feels it to be 
far better than fame. 

Lenox , January 11, 1851 . 
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Editor s Note 

The theme of The Scarlet Letter first appeared as a de- 
tail in one of Hawthorne’s New England legends, “Endi- 
cott and the Red Cross,” published in 1837. There, in 
describing the colonists who watched a muster of En- 
dicott’s trainband, he mentioned “likewise a young 
woman, with no mean share of beauty, whose doom it 
was to wear the letter A on the breast of her gown, m 
the eyes of all the world and her own children.” Seven ^ 
years later the detail reappeared in one of his notebooks, 
this time as the plot of a new story he planned to wiite: 
“The life of a woman, who, by the old colony law, was 
condemned always to weai the letter A, sewed on her 
garment, in token of her having committed adultery.” 

It must have been still later that other ideas recorded 
in his notebooks began to group themseh es around the 
central theme of Hester’s punishment. “A man who does 
penance in what might appear to lookers-on the most 
glorious and triumphal circumstance of his life”: that 
would be Arthur Dimmesdale preaching the Election 
Sermon. “A story of the effects of revenge, m diabohzing 
him who indulges in it”: that would be poor fiendish 
269 
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Chillingworth. And there are several other entries that 
would be incorporated into the novel, including a brief 
one made in 1842: “Pearl — the English of Margaret — a 
pretty name for a girl in a story.” Pearl would be a 
pretty name for Hesters daughter, but she had to have 
a character as well as a name; and Hawthorne supplied 
it from his observations of his own daughter, Una, whom 
he never tired of watching. 

During his three years in the Salem custom house, 
beginning in 1846, Hawthorne wrote nothing for pub- 
lication, but he brooded over his romance. On the morn- 
ing of June 8, 1849, he came home to announce that he 
had been discharged from his surveyorship by the Whig 
administration. “Oh, then,” his wife cried, “you can 
write your book.” When he asked her where the family’s 
bread and rice would come from, she opened a drawer 
and showed him the savings she had made from her 
household allowance. One story is that he started The 
Scarlet Letter that same afternoon. 

The work went forward with many interruptions. 
First there was a political skirmish over his removal from 
office and his friends’ attempts to have him reinstated; 
then came his mother’s fatal illness, which he recorded 
day by day in a notebook till he broke down and could 
write no more. The family was running out of money. 
In the autumn his wife and the two children were bed- 
ridden, while Hawthorne, then suffering from violent 
earaches, acted as their nurse. But his writing went 
faster than ever before, in the hours he found for it. Af- 
terwards he told his publisher, “ ‘The Scarlet Letter’ be- 
ing all in one tone, I had only to get my pitch, and could 
then go on interminably.” He was afraid that the public 
would be repelled by this intense monotone, so he pref- 
aced the book with a long humorous account of his ad- 
ventures in the custom house. Today most of us feel that 
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the preface is out of key and, m spite of its personal 
touches, of much less value than the novel; these are 
leasons enough for omitting it here. 

The Scarlet Letter itself was something absolutely 
new in American literature and rare in any literature, 
even now: a novel that was not merely a narration but 
also a subject worked over and brooded over until it be- 
came a work of art complete within its frame, in dy- 
namic balance, with each character existing in relation to 
all the others. Hawthorne himself preferred The House of 
the Seven Gables, as showing more sides of his talent, yet 
none of his other books moved him so much as the first. 
When he finished the final scene, on February 4, 1850, 
he read it to his wife — “tried to read it, rather,” he said 
much later in one of his notebooks, “for my voice 
swelled and heaved, as if I were tossed up and down 
on an ocean, as it subsided after a storm. But I was in a 
very nervous state, then, having gone through a great 
diversity and severity of emotion, for many months past. 
I think I have never overcome my own adamant in any 
other instance.” 




The Scarlet Letter 

I. THE PRISON-DOOR 

A THRONG of bearded men, in sad-colored gar- 
ments, and gray, steeple-crowned hats, intermixed 
with women, some wearing hoods and others bare- 
headed, was assembled in front of a wooden edifice, the 
door of which was heavily timbered with oak, and 
studded with iron spikes. 
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The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia of 
human virtue and happiness they might originally pro- 
ject, have invariably recognized it among their earliest 
practical necessities to allot a portion of the virgin soil 
as a cemetery, and another portion as the site of a 
prison. In accordance with this rule, it may safely be 
assumed that the forefathers of Boston had built the first 
prison-house somewhere in the vicinity of Cornhill, al- 
most as seasonably as they marked out the first burial- 
ground, on Isaac Johnsons lot, and round about his 
grave, which subsequently became the nucleus of all the 
congregated sepulchres in the old churchyard of King’s 
Chapel. Certain it is, that, some fifteen or twenty years 
after the settlement of the town, the wooden jail was 
already marked with weatherstains and other indications 
of age, which gave a yet darker aspect to its beetle- 
browed and gloomy front. The rust on the ponderous 
iron-work of its oaken door looked more antique than 
anything else in the New World. Like all that pertains to 
crime, it seemed never to have known a youthful era. 
Before this ugly edifice, and between it and the wheel- 
track of the street, was a grass-plot, much overgrown 
with burdock, pigweed, apple-peru, and such unsightly 
vegetation, which evidently found something congenial 
in the soil that had so early borne the black flower of 
civilized society, a prison. But, on one side of the portal, 
and rooted almost at the threshold, was a wild rose-bush, 
covered, in this month of June, with its delicate gems, 
which might be imagined to offer their fragrance and 
fragile beauty to the prisoner as he went in, and to the 
condemned criminal as he came forth to his doom, in 
token that the deep heart of Nature could pity and be 
kind to him. 

This rose-bush, by a strange chance, has been kept 
alive in history; but whether it had merely survived out 
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of the stern old wilderness, so long after the fall of the 
gigantic pines and oaks that originally overshadowed it 
— or whether, as there is fair authority for believing, 
it had sprung up under the footsteps of the sainted Anne 
Hutchinson, as she entered the prison-door — we shall 
not take upon us to determine. Finding it so directly on 
the threshold of our narrative, which is now about to 
issue from that inauspicious portal, we could hardly 
do otherwise than pluck one of its flowers, and present 
it to the reader. It may serve, let us hope, to symbolize 
some sweet moral blossom, that may be found along the 
track, or relieve the darkening close of a tale of human 
frailty and sorrow. 


II. THE MARKET-PLACE 

The grass-plot before the jail, in Prison Lane, on a cer- 
tain summer morning, not less than two centuries ago, 
was occupied by a pretty large number of the inhabi- 
tants of Boston, all with their eyes intently fastened on 
the iron-clamped oaken door. Amongst any other popu- 
lation, or at a later period in the history of New Eng- 
land, the grim rigidity that petrified the bearded physi- 
ognomies of these good people would have argued some 
awful business in hand. It could have betokened nothing 
short of the anticipated execution of some noted culprit, 
on whom the sentence of a legal tribunal had been con- 
firmed the verdict of public sentiment. But, in that early 
severity of the Puritan character, an inference of this 
kind could not so indubitably be drawn. It might be that 
a sluggish bond-servant, or an undutiful child, whom his 
parents had given over to the civil authority, was to be 
corrected at the whipping-post. It might be, that an 
Antinomian, a Quaker, or other heterodox religionist was 
to be scourged out of the town, or an idle and vagrant 
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Indian, whom the white man’s fire-water had made riot- 
ous about the streets, was to be driven with stripes into 
the shadow of the forest. It might be, too, that a witch, 
like old Mistress Hibbins, the bitter-tempered widow of 
the magistrate, was to die upon the gallows. In either 
case, there was very much the same solemnity of de- 
meanor on the part of the spectators; as befitted a people 
amongst whom religion and law were almost identical, 
and in whose character both were so thoroughly in- 
terfused, that the mildest and the severest acts of pub- 
lic discipline were alike made venerable and awful. 
Meagre, indeed, and cold was the sympathy that a trans- 
gressor might look for from such by-standers, at the 
scaffold. On the other hand, a penalty, which, in our 
days, would infer a degree of mocking infamy and ridi- 
cule, might then be invested with almost as stem a dig- 
nity as the punishment of death itself. 

It was a circumstance to be noted, on the summer 
morning when our story begins its course, that the 
women, of whom there were several in the crowd, ap- 
peared to take a peculiar interest in whatever penal in- 
fliction might be expected to ensue. The age had not so 
much refinement, that any sense of impropriety re- 
strained the wearers of petticoat and farthingale from 
stepping forth into the public ways, and wedging their 
not unsubstantial persons, if occasion were, into the 
throng nearest to the scaffold at an execution. Morally, 
as well as materially, there was a coarser fibre in those 
wives and maidens of old English birth and breeding, 
than in their fair descendants, separated from them by 
a series of six or seven generations; for, throughout that 
chain of ancestry, every successive mother has trans- 
mitted to her child a fainter bloom, a more delicate and 
briefer beauty, and a slighter physical frame, if not a 
character of less force and solidity, than her own. The 
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women who were now standing about the prison-door 
stood within less than half a century of the period when 
the inan-hke Elizabeth had been the not altogether un- 
suitable representative of the sex. They were her coun- 
trywomen, and the beef and ale of their native land, 
with a moral diet not a whit more refined, entered 
largely into their composition. The blight morning sun, 
therefore, shone on broad shoulders and well-developed 
busts, and on round and ruddy cheeks, that had ripened 
in the far-off island, and had hai dly yet grown paler or 
thinner in the atmosphere of New England. There was, 
moreover, a boldness and rotundity of speech among 
these matrons, as most of them seemed to be, that would 
startle us at the present day, whether in respect to its 
purport or its volume of tone. 

“Goodwives,” said a hard-featured dame of fifty, 'Til 
tell ye a piece of my mind. It would be greatly for the 
public behoof, if we women, being of mature age and 
church-members in good lepute, should have the han- 
dling of such malefactresses as this Hestei Prynne. What 
think ye, gossips? If the hussy stood up for judgment 
before us five, that aie now here m a knot together, 
would she come off with such a sentence as the worship- 
ful magistrates have awarded? Marry, I trow not!’* 

“People say,” said anothei, “that the Reverend Master 
Dimmesdale, her godly pastor, takes it very grievously 
to heart that such a scandal should have come upon his 
congregation.” 

“The magistrates are God-fearing gentlemen, but mer- 
ciful overmuch — that is a truth,” added a third autum- 
nal matron. “At the very least, they should have put the 
brand of a hot iron on Hester Prynne’s forehead. Madam 
Hester would have winced at that, I warrant me. But 
she — the haughty baggage — little will she care what they 
put upon the bodice of her gown! Why, look you, she 



276 ROMANCES 

may cover it with a brooch, or such like heathenish 

adornment, and so walk the streets as brave as ever!” 

"Ah, but,” interposed, more softly, a young wife, 
holding a child by the hand, "let her cover the mark as 
she will, the pang of it will be always in her heart.” 

"What do we talk of marks and brands, whether on 
the bodice of her gown, or the flesh of her forehead?” 
cried another female, the ugliest as well as the most 
pitiless of these self-constituted judges. "This woman 
has brought shame upon us all, and ought to die. Is 
there not law for it? Truly, there is, both in the Scrip- 
ture and the statute-book. Then let the magistrates, who 
have made it of no effect, thank themselves if their own 
wives and daughters go astray!” 

"Mercy on us, goodwife,” exclaimed a man in the 
crowd, ‘ns there no virtue in woman, save what springs 
from a wholesome fear of the gallows? That is the hard- 
est word yet! Hush, now gossips! for the lock is turning 
in the prison-door, and here comes Mistress Prynne her- 
self” 

The door of the jail being flung open from within, 
there appeared, in the first place, like a black shadow 
emerging into sunshine, the grim and grisly presence of 
the town-beadle, with a sword by his side, and his staff 
of office in his hand. This personage prefigured and rep- 
resented in his aspect the whole dismal severity of the 
Puritanic code of law, which it was his business to ad- 
minister in its final and closest application to the of- 
fender. Stretching forth the official staff in his left hand, 
he laid his right upon the shoulder of a young woman, 
whom he thus drew forward; until, on the threshold of 
the prison-door, she repelled him, by an action marked 
with natural dignity and force of character, and stepped 
into the open air, as if by her own free will. She bore in 
her arms a child, a baby of some three months old, who 
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winked and turned aside its little face from the too 
vivid light of day; because its existence, heretofore, had 
brought it acquainted only with the gray twilight of a 
dungeon, or other darksome apartment of the prison. 

When the young woman — the mother of this child — 
stood fully revealed before the crowd, it seemed to be 
her first impulse to clasp the infant closely to her bosom; 
not so much by an impulse of motherly affection, as that 
she might thereby conceal a certain token, which was 
wrought or fastened into her dress. In a moment, how- 
ever, wisely judging that one token of her shame would 
but poorly serve to hide another, she took the baby on 
her arm, and, with a burning blush, and yet a haughty 
smile, and a glance that would not be abashed, looked 
around at her townspeople and neighbors. On the breast 
of her gown, in fine red cloth, surrounded with an elabo- 
rate embroidery and fantastic flourishes of gold-thread, 
appeared the letter A. It was so artistically done, and 
with so much fertility and gorgeous luxuriance of fancy, 
that it had all the effect of a last and fitting decoration 
to the apparel which she wore; and which was of a 
splendor in accordance with the taste of the age, but 
greatly beyond what was allowed by the sumptuary 
regulations of the colony. 

The young woman was tall, with a figure of perfect 
elegance on a large scale. She had dark and abundant 
hair, so glossy that it threw off the sunshine with a 
gleam, and a face which, besides being beautiful from 
regularity of feature and richness of complexion, had 
the impressiveness belonging to a marked brow and 
deep black eyes. She was lady-like, too, after the man- 
ner of the feminine gentility of those days; characterized 
by a certain state and dignity, rather than by the deli- 
cate, evanescent, and indescribable grace, which is now 
recognized as its indication. And never had Hester 
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Piynne appeared more lady-like, in the antique inter- 
pretation of the term, than as she issued from the prison. 
Those who had before known her, and had expected to 
behold her dimmed and obscured by a disastrous cloud, 
were astonished, and even startled, to perceive how her 
beauty shone out, and made a halo of the misfortune 
and ignominy in which she was enveloped. It may be 
true, that, to a sensitive observer, there was something 
exquisitely painful in it. Her attire, which, indeed, she 
had wrought for the occasion, in prison, and had mod- 
elled much after her own fancy, seemed to express the 
attitude of her spirit, the desperate recklessness of her 
mood, by its wild and picturesque peculiarity. But the 
point which drew all eyes, and, as it were, transfigured 
the wearer — so that both men and women, who had 
been familiarly acquainted with Hester Prynne, were 
now impressed as if they beheld her for the first time — 
was that Scarlet Letter, so fantastically embroidered 
and illuminated upon her bosom. It had the effect of a 
spell, taking her out of the ordinary relations with hu- 
manity, and enclosing her in a sphere by herself. 

“She hath good skill at her needle, that’s certain,” 
remarked one of her female spectators; “but did ever a 
woman, before this brazen huzay, contrive such a way 
of showing it! Why, gossips, what is it but to laugh in 
the faces of our godly magistrates, and make a pride 
out of what they, worthy gentlemen, meant for a pun- 
ishment?” 

“It were well,” muttered the most iron-visaged of the 
old dames, “if we stripped Madam Hesters rich gown 
off her dainty shoulders; and as for the red letter, which 
she hath stitched so curiously, I’ll bestow a rag of mine 
own rheumatic flannel, to make a fitter one!” 

“Oh, peace, neighbors, peace!” whispered their 
youngest companion; “do not let her hear you! Not a 
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stitch in that embroidered letter, but she has felt it in her 
heart / 9 

The grim beadle now made a gesture with his staff. 

“Make way, good people, make way, in the King’s 
name!” cried he. “Open a passage; and, I promise ye, 
Mistress Prynne shall be set where man, woman, and 
child may have a fair sight of her brave apparel, from 
this time till an hour past meridian. A blessing on the 
righteous Colony of the Massachusetts, where iniquity 
is dragged out into the sunshine! Come along, Madam 
Hester, and show your scarlet letter in the market- 
place!” 

A lane was forthwith opened through the crowd of 
spectators. Preceded by the beadle, and attended by an 
irregular procession of stern-browed men and unkindly 
visaged women, Hester Prynne set forth towards the 
place appointed for her punishment. A crowd of eager 
and curious school-boys, understanding little of the mat- 
ter in hand, except that it gave them a half-holiday, ran 
before her progress, turning their heads continually to 
stare into her face, and at the winking baby m her arms, 
and at the ignominious letter on her breast. It was no 
gieat distance, in those days, from the prison-door to 
the market-place. Measured by the prisoner’s experience, 
however, it might be reckoned a journey of some length; 
for, haughty as her demeanor was, she perchance under- 
went an agony from every footstep of those that thronged 
to see her, as if her heart had been flung into the street 
for them all to spurn and trample upon. In our nature, 
however, there is a provision, alike marvellous and mer- 
ciful, that the sufferer should never know the intensity 
of what he endures by its present torture, but chiefly 
by the pang that rankles after it. With almost a serene 
deportment, therefore, Hester Prynne passed through 
this portion of her ordeal, and came to a sort of scaffold, 
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at the western extremity of the market-place. It stood 
nearly beneath the eaves of Boston’s earliest church, and 
appeared to be a fixture there. 

In fact, this scaffold constituted a portion of a penal 
machine, which now, for two or three generations past, 
has been merely historical and traditionary among us, 
but was held, in the old time, to be as effectual an agent, 
in the promotion of good citizenship, as ever was the 
guillotine among the terrorists of France. It was, in short, 
the platform of the pillory; and above it rose the frame- 
work of that instrument of discipline, so fashioned as to 
confine the human head in its tight grasp, and thus 
holding it up to the public gaze. The very ideal of igno- 
miny was embodied and made manifest in this contriv- 
ance of wood and iron. There can be no outrage, me- 
thinks, against our common nature — whatever be the 
delinquencies of the individual — no outrage more fla- 
grant than to forbid the culprit to hide his face for shame; 
as it was the essence of this punishment to do. In Hester 
Prynne’s instance, however, as not unfrequently in other 
cases, her sentence bore, that she should stand a certain 
time upon the platform, but without undergoing that 
gripe about the neck and confinement of the head, the 
proneness to which was the most devilish characteristic 
of this ugly engine. Knowing well her part, she ascended 
a flight of wooden steps, and was thus displayed to the 
surrounding multitude, at about the height of a mans 
shoulders above the street. 

Had there been a Papist among the crowd of Puritans, 
he might have seen in this beautiful woman, so pic- 
turesque in her attire and mien, and with the infant at 
her bosom, an object to remind him of the image of 
Divine Maternity, which so many illustrious painters 
have vied with one another to represent; something 
which should remind him, indeed, but only by contrast, 
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of that sacred image of sinless motherhood, whose infant 
was to redeem the world. Here, theie was the taint of 
deepest sin in the most sacred quality of human life, 
working such effect, that the world was only the darker 
for this woman’s beauty, and the more lost for the infant 
that she had borne. 

The scene was not without a mixture of awe, such as 
must always invest the spectacle of guilt and shame in 
a fellow-creature, before society shall have grown cor- 
rupt enough to smile, instead of shuddering, at it. The 
witnesses of Hester Prynne’s disgrace had not yet passed 
beyond their simplicity. They were stern enough to look 
upon her death, had that been the sentence, without a 
murmur at its severity, but had none of the heartlessness 
of another social state, which would find only a theme 
for jest in an exhibition like the present. Even had there 
been a disposition to turn the matter into ridicule, it 
must have been repressed and overpowered by the sol- 
emn presence of men no less dignified than the Gover- 
nor, and several of his counsellors, a judge, a general 
and the ministers of the town; all of whom sat or stood 
in a balcony of the meeting-house, looking down upon 
the platform. When such personages could constitute a 
part of the spectacle, without risking the majesty or rev- 
erence of rank and office, it was safely to be infen ed 
that the infliction of a legal sentence would ha\e an 
earnest and effectual meaning. Accordingly, the crowed 
was sombre and grave. The unhappy culprit sustained 
herself as best a w^oman might, under the heavy weight 
of a thousand unrelenting eyes, all fastened upon hei, 
and concentrated at her bosom. It w r as almost intolerable 
to be borne. Of an impulsive and passionate nature, she 
had fortified herself to encounter the stings and venom- 
ous stabs of public contumely wreaking itself in every 
variety of insult, but there was a quality so much more 
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terrible in the solemn mood of the popular mind, that 
she longed rather to behold all those rigid countenances 
contorted with scornful merriment, and herself the ob- 
ject. Had a roar of laughter burst from the multitude — 
each man, each woman, each little shrill-voiced child, 
contributing their individual parts — Hester Prynne might 
have repaid them all with a bitter and disdainful smile. 
But, under the leaden infliction which it was her doom to 
endure, she felt, at moments, as if she must needs shnek 
out with the full power of her lungs, and cast herself 
from the scaffold down upon the ground, or else go mad 
at once. 

Yet there were intervals when the whole scene, in 
which she was the most conspicuous object, seemed to 
vanish from her eyes, or, at least, glimmered indistinctly 
before them, like a mass of imperfectly shaped and 
spectral images. Her mind, and especially her memory, 
was preternaturally active, and kept bringing up other 
scenes than this roughly hewn street of a httle town, on 
the edge of the Western wilderness; other faces than 
were lowering upon her from beneath the brims of those 
steeple-crowned hats. Reminiscences the most trifling 
and immaterial, passages of infancy and school-days, 
sports, childish quarrels, and the little domestic traits of 
her maiden years, came swarming back upon her, inter- 
mingled with recollections of whatever was gravest in 
her subsequent life; one picture precisely as vivid as 
another; as if all were of similar importance, or all alike 
a play. Possibly, it was an instinctive device of her spirit, 
to relieve itself, by the exhibition of these phantasma- 
goric forms, from the cruel weight and hardness of the 
reality. 

Be that as it might, the scaffold of the pillory was a 
point of view that revealed to Hester Prynne the entire 
track along which she had been treading since her happy 
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infancy. Standing on that miserable eminence, she saw 
again her native village, in Old England, and her pa- 
ternal home, a decayed house of gray stone, with a 
poverty-stricken aspect, but retaining a half-obliteiated 
shield of arms over the portal, in token of antique gen- 
tility She saw her father's face, with its bald brow, and 
reverend white beard, that flowed over the old-fashioned 
Elizabethan iufiF, her mother’s, too, with the look of 
heedful and anxious love which it always wore m her 
remembrance, and which, even since her death, had so 
often laid the impediment of a gentle remonstrance in 
her daughter s pathway. She saw her own face, glowing 
with girlish beauty, and illuminating all the interior of 
the dusky mirror in which she had been wont to gaze 
at it. There she beheld another countenance, of a man 
well stricken in years, a pale, thm, scholar-like visage, 
with eyes dim and bleared by the lamplight that had 
served them to pore over many ponderous books. Yet 
those same bleaied optics had a strange, penetrating 
power, when it was their owneTs purpose to read the 
human soul. This figuie of the study and the cioistei, 
as Hester Prvnne’s womanly fancy failed not to recall, 
was slightly defoimcd, with the left shoulder a tiiflc 
higher than the light. Next rose before her, in memory's 
picture-gallery, the intiicate and nairow thoroughfares, 
the tall, gray houses, the huge cathedials, and the public 
edifices, ancient in date and quaint in architecture, of a 
Continental city; wheie a new life had awaited her, still 
in connection with the misshapen scholar; a new life, but 
feeding itself on time-worn materials, like a tuft of green 
moss on a crumbling wall. Lastly, in lieu of these shift- 
ing scenes, came back the rude market-place of the Puri- 
tan settlement, with all the townspeople assembled and 
levelling their stern regards at Hester Prynne — yes , at 
herself — who stood on the scaffold of the pillory, an 
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infant on her arm, and the letter A, in scarlet, fantasti- 
cally embroidered with gold-thread, upon her bosom! 

Could it be true? She clutched the child so fiercely to 
her breast, that it sent forth a cry, she turned her eyes 
downward at the scarlet letter, and even touched it with 
her finger, to assure herself that the infant and the shame 
were real. Yes! — these were her realities — all else had 
vanished! 


m. THE RECOGNITION 

From this intense consciousness of being the object of 
severe and universal observation, the wearer of the scar- 
let letter was at length relieved, by discerning, on the 
outskirts of the crowd, a figure which irresistibly took 
possession of her thoughts. An Indian, in his native garb, 
was standing there; but the red men were not so in- 
frequent visitors of the English settlements, that one 
of them would have attracted any notice from Hester 
Prynne at such a time; much less would he have ex- 
cluded all other objects and ideals from her mind. By 
the Indian’s side, and evidently sustaining a companion- 
ship with him, stood a white man, clad in a strange dis- 
array of civilized and savage costume. 

He was small in stature, with a furrowed visage, 
which, as yet, could hardly be termed aged. There was 
a remarkable intelligence in his features, as of a person 
who had so cultivated his mental part that it could not 
fail to mould the physical to itself, and become manifest 
by unmistakable tokens. Although, by a seemingly care- 
less arrangement of his heterogeneous garb, he had en- 
deavored to conceal or abate the peculiarity, it was 
sufficiently evident to Hester Prynne that one of this 
mans shoulders rose higher than the other. Again, at 
the first instant of perceiving that thm visage, and the 
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slight deformity of the figure, she pressed her infant to 
her bosom with so convulsive a force that the poor babe 
uttered another cry of pain. But the mother did not seem 
to hear it 

At his arrival in the market-place, and some time be- 
fore she saw him, the stranger had bent his eyes on 
Hester Prynne. It was carelessly, at first, like a man 
chiefly accustomed to look inward, and to whom external 
matters are of little value and import, unless they bear 
relation to something within his mmd. Very soon, how- 
ever, his look became keen and penetiative. A writhing 
horror twisted itself across his features, like a snake 
gliding swiftly over them, and making one little pause, 
with all its wreathed intervolutions in open sight. His 
face darkened with some powerful emotion, which, 
nevertheless, he so instantaneously controlled by an ef- 
fort of his will, that, save at a single moment, its expres- 
sion might have passed for calmness. After a brief space, 
the convulsion grew almost imperceptible, and finally 
subsided into the depths of his nature. When he found 
the eyes of Hester Prynne fastened on his own, and saw 
that she appeared to recognize him, he slowly and calmly 
raised his finger, made a gesture with it in the air, and 
laid it on his lips. 

Then, touching the shoulder of a townsman who stood 
next to him, he addressed him, in a formal and courteous 
manner. 

*1 pray you, good Sir,” said he, “who is this woman? 
— and wherefore is she here set up to public shame?” 

“You must needs be a stranger in this region, friend,” 
answered the townsman, looking curiously at the ques- 
tioner and his savage companion, “else you would surely 
have heard of Mistress Hester Prynne, and hei evil do- 
ings. She hath raised a great scandal, I promise you, in 
godly Master Dimmesdale’s church.” 
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“You say truly,” replied the other. “I am a stranger, 
and have been a wanderer, sorely against my will. 1 
have met with grievous mishaps by sea and land, and 
have been long held in bonds among the heathen-folk, 
to the southward; and am now brought hither by this 
Indian to be redeemed out of my captivity. Will it please 
you, therefore, to tell me of Hester Prynne’s — have I her 
name rightly? — of this woman’s offences, and what has 
brought her to yonder scaffold?” 

“Truly, friend; and methinks it must gladden your 
heart, after your troubles and sojourn m the wilderness,” 
said the townsman, “to find yourself, at length, in a land 
where iniquity is searched out, and punished m the sight 
of rulers and people, as here in our godly New England. 
Yonder woman. Sir, you must know, was the wife of a 
certain learned man, English by birth, but who had long 
dwelt in Amsterdam, whence, some good time agone, 
he was minded to cross over and cast in his lot with us 
of the Massachusetts. To this purpose, he sent his wife 
before him, remaining himself to look after some nec- 
essary affairs. Marry, good Sir, in some two years, or less, 
that the woman has been a dweller here in Boston, no 
tidings have come of this learned gentleman, Master 
Prynne; and his young wife, look you, being left to her 
own misguidance — ” 

“Ah! — aha! — I conceive you,” said the stranger with 
a bitter smile. “So learned a man as you speak of should 
have learned this too in his books. And who, by your 
favor, Sir, may be the father of yonder babe — it is some 
three or four months old, I should judge — which Mis- 
tress Prynne is holding in her arms?” 

“Of a truth, friend, that matter remaineth a riddle; 
and the Daniel who shall expound it is yet a-wantmg,” 
answered the townsman. “Madam Hester absolutely re- 
fuseth to speak, and the magistrates have laid their 
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heads together m ^ ain. Perad venture the guilty one 
stands looking on at this sad spectacle, unknown of man, 
and forgetting that God sees him.” 

"The learned man,” observed the stranger, with an- 
other smile, “should come himself, to look into the mys- 
tery.” 

Tt behooves him well, if he be still in life,” lesponded 
the townsman. “Now, good Sir, our Massachusetts mag- 
istracy, bethinking themselves that tins woman is youth- 
ful and fair, and doubtless was strongly tempted to her 
fall — and that, moreo\ er, as is most likely, her husband 
may be at the bottom of the sea — they have not been 
bold to put in force the extremity of our righteous law 
against her. The penalty thereof is death. But in their 
gieat mercy and tenderness of heart, they have doomed 
Mistress Prynne to stand only a space of three hours on 
the platfoim of the pillory, and then and thereafter, for 
the lemainder of her natural life, to wear a irsaik of 
shame upon her bosom.” 

“A wise sentence 1 ” remarked the stranger, gravely 
bowing his head. “Thus she will be a living sermon 
against sin, until the ignominious letter be engraved 
upon her tombstone. It nks me, neveitlieless, that the 
partner of her iniquity 7 should not, at least, staud on the 
scaffold by her side. But he will be known! — he w ill be 
known 1 — he will be known!” 

He bowed courteously to the communicative towns- 
man, and, whispering a few woids to his Indian attend- 
ant, they both made their way through the ciowd. 

While this passed, Hester Prynne had been standing 
on her pedestal, still with a fixed gaze tow ai ds the stran- 
ger; so fixed a gaze, that, at moments of intense ub- 
soiption, all other objects in the visible world seemed 
to vanish, leaving only him and hei. Such an interview, 
perhaps, would have been more tenible than even to 
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meet him as she now did, with the hot, mid-day sun 
burning down upon her face, and lighting up its shame; 
with the scarlet token of infamy on her breast; with the 
sin-born infant in her arms; with a whole people, drawn 
forth, as to a festival, staring at the features that should 
have been seen only in the quiet gleam of the fireside, 
in the happy shadow of a home, or beneath a matronly 
veil, at church. Dreadful as it was, she was conscious of 
a shelter in the presence of these thousand witnesses It 
was better to stand thus, with so many betwixt him and 
her, than to greet him, face to face, they two alone. She 
fled for refuge, as it were, to the public exposure, and 
dreaded the moment when its protection should be with' 
drawn from her. Involved in these thoughts, she scarcely 
heard a voice behind her, until it had repeated her name 
more than once, in a loud and solemn tone, audible to 
the whole multitude. 

“Hearken unto me, Hester Prynne!” said the voice. 

It has already been noticed, that directly over the plat- 
form on which Hester Prynne stood was a kind of bal- 
cony, or open gallery, appended to the meeting-house. 
It was the place whence proclamations were wont to be 
made, amidst an assemblage of the magistracy, with all 
the ceremonial that attended such public observances in 
those days. Here, to witness the scene which we are de- 
scribing, sat Governor Bellingham himself, with four ser- 
geants about his chair, bearing halbeids, as a guard of 
honor. He wore a dark feather in his hat, a border of 
embroidery on his cloak, and a black velvet tunic be- 
neath; a gentleman advanced in years, with a hard ex- 
perience written in his wrinkles. He was not ill fitted to 
be the head and representative of a community, which 
owed its origin and progress, and its present state of 
development, not to the impulses of youth, but to the 
stern and tempered energies of manhood, and the som- 
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bre sagacity of age; accomplishing so much, precisely 
because it imagined and hoped so little. The other emi- 
nent characteis, by whom the chief ruler was surrounded, 
were distinguished by a dignity of mien, belonging to 
a period when the forms of authority weie felt to possess 
the sacredness of Divine institutions. They were, doubt- 
less, good men, just, and sage. But, out of the whole 
human family, it would not have been easy to select the 
same number of wise and virtuous persons, who should 
be less capable of sitting in judgment on an erring wom- 
an’s heart, and disentangling its mesh of good and evil, 
than the sages of ligid aspect towards whom Hester 
Prynne now turned her face. She seemed conscious, in- 
deed, that whatever sympathy she might expect lay in 
the larger and warmer heart of the multitude; for, as she 
lifted her eyes towards the balcony, the unhappy woman 
grew pale and trembled. 

The voice which had called her attention was that 
of the reverend and famous John Wilson, the eldest 
clergyman of Boston, a great scholai, like most of his 
contemporaries in the profession, and withal a man of 
kind and genial spirit. This last attribute, however, had 
been less carefully developed than his intellectual gifts, 
and was, in truth, rather a matter of shame than self- 
congiatuiation with him. There he stood, with a border 
of guzzled locks beneath his skull-cap, while his gray 
eyes, accustomed to the shaded light of his study, were 
winking, like those of Hester’s infant, in the unadulter- 
ated sunshine. He looked like the darkly engiaved por- 
traits which we see prefixed to old volumes of seimons; 
and had no more light than one of those portraits would 
have to step forth, as he now did, and meddle with a 
question of human guilt, passion, and anguish. 

<4 Hester Prynne,” said the clergyman, “I have striven 
with my young brother here, under w hose preaching of 



the word you have been privileged to sit” — here Mr. 
Wilson laid his hand on the shoulder of a pale young 
man beside him — “I have sought, I say, to persuade this 
godly youth, that he should deal with you, here in the 
face of Heaven and before these wise and upright rulers, 
and in hearing of all the people, as touching the vileness 
and blackness of your sin. Knowing your natural temper 
better than I, he could the better judge what arguments 
to use, whether of tenderness or terror, such as might 
prevail over your hardness and obstinacy; insomuch that 
you should no longer hide the name of him who tempted 
you to this grievous fall. But he opposes to me (with 
a young man’s over-softness, albeit wise beyond his 
years) that it were wronging the very nature of woman 
to force her to lay open her heart’s secrets in such broad 
daylight, and in presence of so great a multitude. Truly, 
as I sought to convince him, the shame lay in the com- 
mission of the sin, and not in the showing of it forth. 
What say you to it, once again. Brother Dimmesdale? 
Must it be thou, or I, that shall deal with this poor 
sinner’s soul?” 

There was a murmur among the dignified and rev- 
erend occupants of the balcony, and Governor Belling- 
ham gave expression to its purport, speaking in an 
authoritative voice, although tempered with respect to- 
wards the youthful clergyman whom he addressed. 

“Good Master Dimmesdale,” said he, “the responsi- 
bility of this woman’s soul lies greatly with you. It 
behooves you, therefore, to exhort her to repentance, 
and to confession, as a proof and consequence thereof.” 

The directness of this appeal drew the eyes of the 
whole crowd upon the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale; a 
young clergyman, who had come from one of the great 
English universities, bringing all the learning of the age 
into our wild forest-land. His eloquence and religious 
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fervor had already given the earnest of high eminence in 
his profession. He was a person of very striking aspect, 
with a white, lofty, and impending brow, laige, brown, 
melancholy eyes, and a mouth which, unless when he 
forcibly compressed it, was apt to be tremulous, express- 
ing both nervous sensibility and a vast power of self- 
restraint. Notwithstanding his high native gifts and 
scholar-like attainments, there was an air about this 
young minister — an apprehensive, a startled, a half- 
frightened look — as of a being who felt himself quite 
astiay and at a loss in the pathway of human existence, 
and could only be at ease in some seclusion of his own. 
Therefore, so far as his duties would permit, he trod in 
the shadowy by-paths, and thus kept himself simple and 
childlike; coming forth, when occasion was, with a fresh- 
ness, and fragrance, and dewy purity of thought, which, 
as many people said, affected them like the speech of 
an angel. 

Such was the young man whom the Reverend Mr. 
Wilson and the Governor had introduced so openly to 
the public notice, bidding him speak, in the hearing of 
all men, to that mystery of a woman’s soul, so sacred 
even in its pollution. The trying nature of his position 
drove the blood from his cheek, and made his lips tremu- 
lous. 

"Speak to the woman, my brother,” said Mr. Wilson. 
"It is of moment to her soul, and therefore, as the wor- 
shipful Governor says, momentous to thine own, in whose 
charge hers is. Exhort her to confess the truth!” 

The Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale bent his head, in si- 
lent prayer, as it seemed, and then came forward. 

"Hester Prynne,” said he, leaning over the balcony 
and looking down steadfastly into her eyes, "thou hear- 
est what this good man says, and seest the accountability 
under which I labor. If thou feelest it to be for thy soul’s 



peace, and that thy earthly punishment will thereby be 
made more effectual to salvation, I charge thee to speak 
out the name of thy fellow-sinner and fellow-sufferer! 
Be not silent from any mistaken pity and tenderness for 
him; for, believe me, Hester, though he were to step 
down from a high place, and stand there beside thee, 
on thy pedestal of shame, yet better were it so, than 
to hide a guilty heart through life. What can thy silence 
do for him, except it tempt him — yea, compel him, as 
it were — to add hypocrisy to sin? Heaven hath granted 
thee an open ignominy, that thereby thou mayest work 
out an open triumph over the evil within thee, and the 
sorrow without. Take heed how thou deniest to him — 
who, perchance, hath not the courage to grasp it for 
himself — the bitter, but wholesome, cup that is now pre- 
sented to thy lips!” 

The young pastor’s voice was tremulously sweet, rich, 
deep, and broken. The feeling that it so evidently mani- 
fested, rather than the direct purport of the words, 
caused it to vibrate within all hearts, and brought the 
listeners into one accord of sympathy. Even the poor 
baby, at Hester’s bosom, was affected by the same in- 
fluence; for it directed its hitherto vacant gaze towards 
Mr. Dimmesdale, and held up its little arms, with a 
half-pleased, half-plaintive murmur. So powerful seemed 
the minister’s appeal that the people could not believe 
but that Hester Prynne would speak out the guilty 
name; or else that the guilty one himself, in whatever 
high or lowly place he stood, would be drawn forth by 
an inward and inevitable necessity, and compelled to 
ascend the scaffold. 

Hester shook her head. 

‘Woman, trangress not beyond the limits of Heaven s 
mercy!” cried the Reverend Mr. Wilson, more harshly 
than before. “That little babe hath been gifted with a 



voice, to second and confirm the counsel which thou 
hast heard. Speak out the name! That, and thy repent- 
ance, may avail to take the scarlet letter off thy breast.” 

“Never!” replied Hester Prynne, looking, not at Mr. 
Wilson, but into the deep and troubled eyes of the 
younger clergyman. “It is too deeply branded. Ye can- 
not take it off. And would that I might endure his agony, 
as well as mine!” 

“Speak, woman!” said another voice, coldly and 
sternly, proceeding from the crowd about the scaffold. 
“Speak; and give your child a father!” 

“I will not speak!” answered Hester, turning pale as 
death, but responding to this voice, which she too surely 
recognized. “And my child must seek a heavenly Father; 
she shall never know an earthly one!” 

“She will not speak!” murmured Mr. Dimmesdale, 
who, leaning over the balcony, with his hand upon his 
heart, had awaited the result of his appeal. He now 
drew back, with a long respiration. i£ Wondrous strength 
and generosity of a woman's heart! She will not speak!” 

Discerning the impracticable state of the poor cul- 
prit’s mind, the elder clergyman, who had carefully pre- 
pared himself for the occasion, addressed to the multi- 
tude a discourse on sin, in all its branches, but with 
continual reference to the ignominious letter. So forcibly 
did he dwell upon this symbol, for the hour or more 
during which his periods were rolling over the people’s 
heads, that it assumed new terrors in their imagination, 
and seemed to derive its scarlet hue from the flames of 
the infernal pit. Hester Prynne, meanwhile, kept her 
place upon the pedestal of shame, with glazed eyes, and 
an air of weary indifference. She had borne, that morn- 
ing, all that nature could endure; and as her tempera- 
ment was not of the order that escapes from too intense 
suffering by a swoon, her spirit could only shelter itself 
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Closely following tlie jailer into the dismal apartment 
appeared that individual, of singular aspect, whose pres- 
ence in the crowd had been of such deep interest to the 
wearer of the scarlet letter. He was lodged in the prison, 
not as suspected of any ofience, but as the most con- 
venient and suitable mode of disposing of him, until the 
magistrates should have conferred with the Indian saga- 
mores respecting his ransom. His name was announced 
as Roger Chillingworth. The jailer, after ushering him 
into the room, remained a moment, marvelling at the 
comparative quiet that followed his entrance; for Hester 
Prynne had immediately become as still as death, al- 
though the child continued to moan. 

“Prithee, friend, leave me alone with my patient,” 
said the practitioner. “Trust me, good jailer, you shall 
briefly have peace in your house; and, I promise you. 
Mistress Prynne shall hereafter be more amenable to 
just authority than you may have found her heretofore.” 

“Nay, if your worship can accomplish that,” answered 
Master Brackett, “I shall own you for a man of skill in- 
deed! Verily, the woman hath been like a possessed one; 
and there lacks little, that I should take in hand to drive 
Satan out of her with stripes.” 

The stranger had entered the room with the charac- 
teristic quietude of the profession to which he announced 
himself as belonging. Nor did his demeanor change, 
when the withdrawal of the prison-keeper left him face 
to face with the woman, whose absorbed notice of him, 
in the crowd, had intimated so close a relation between 
himself and her. His first care was given to the child; 
whose cries, indeed, as she lay writhing on the trundle- 
bed, made it of peremptory necessity to postpone all 
other business to the task of soothing her. He examined 
the infant carefully, and then proceeded to unclasp a 
leathern case, which he took from beneath his dress. It 
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appeared to contain medical preparations, one of which 

he mingled with a cup of water. 

"My old studies in alchemy,” observed he, "and my 
sojourn, for above a year past, among a people well 
versed in the kindly properties of simples, have made a 
better physician of me than many that claim the medi- 
cal degree. Here, woman! The child is yours — she is 
none of mine — neither will she recognize my voice or 
aspect as a father s. Administer this draught, therefore, 
with thine own hand.” 

Hester repelled the offered medicine, at the same time 
gazing with strongly marked apprehension into his face. 

"Wouldst thou avenge thyself on the innocent babe?” 
whispered she. 

"Foolish woman!” responded the physician, half 
coldly, half soothingly. "What should ail me, to harm 
this misbegotten and miserable babe? The medicine is 
potent for good; and were it my child — yea, mine own, 
as well as thine! — I could do no better for it.” 

As she still hesitated, being, in fact, in no reasonable 
state of mind, he took the infant in his arms, and him- 
self administered the draught. It soon proved its efficacy, 
and redeemed the leech’s pledge. The moans of the 
little patient subsided; its convulsive tossings gradually 
ceased; and, in a few moments, as is the custom of young 
children after relief from pain, it sank into a profound 
and dewy slumber. The physician, as he had a fair right 
to be termed, next bestowed his attention on the mother. 
With calm and intent scrutiny, he felt her pulse, looked 
into her eyes — a gaze that made her heart shrink and 
shudder, because so familiar, and yet so strange and 
cold — and, finally, satisfied with his investigation, pro- 
ceeded to mingle another draught. 

"I know not Lethe nor Nepenthe,” remarked he; "but 
I have learned many new secrets in the wilderness, and 
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here is one of them — a recipe that an Indian taught me, 
in requital of some lessons of my own, that were as old 
as Paracelsus. Drink it! It may be less soothing than a 
sinless conscience. That I cannot give thee. But it will 
calm the swell and heaving of thy passion, like oil 
thrown on the waves of a tempestuous sea.” 

He presented the cup to Hester, who received it with 
a slow, earnest look into his face; not precisely a look 
of fear, yet full of doubt and questioning, as to what his 
pmposes might be. She looked also at her slumbering 
child. 

“I have thought of death,” said she — “have wished for 
it — would even have prayed for it, were it fit that such 
as I should pray for anything. Yet, if death be in this 
cup, I bid thee think again, ere thou beholdest me quaff 
it. See! It is even now at my lips.” 

“Drink, then,” replied he, still with the same cold 
composure. “Dost thou know me so little, Hester Prynne? 
Are my purposes wont to be so shallow? Even if I im- 
agine a scheme of vengeance, what could I do better 
for my object than to let thee live — than to give thee 
medicines against all harm and peril of life — so that 
this burning shame may still blaze upon thy bosom?” 
As he spoke, he laid his long forefinger on the scarlet 
letter, which forthwith seemed to scorch into Hesters 
breast, as if it had been red-hot. He noticed her in- 
voluntary gesture, and smiled. “Live, therefore, and bear 
about thy doom with thee, in the eyes of men and 
women — in the eyes of him whom thou didst call thy 
husband — in the eyes of yonder child! And, that thou 
mayest live, take off this draught.” 

Without further expostulation or delay, Hester Prynne 
drained the cup, and, at the motion of the man of skill, 
seated herself on the bed where the child was sleeping; 
while he drew the only chair which the room afforded. 
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and took his own seat beside her. She could not but 
tremble at these preparations; for she felt that — having 
now done all that humanity, or principle, or, if so it 
were, a refined cruelty, impelled him to do, for the 
relief of physical suffering — he was next to treat with 
her as the man whom she had most deeply and irrepa- 
rably injured. 

“Hester,” said he, “I ask not wherefore, nor how, thou 
has fallen into the pit, or say, rather, thou hast ascended 
to the pedestal of infamy, on which I found thee. The 
reason is not far to seek. It was my folly, and thy weak- 
ness. I — a man of thought — the book-woim of great 
libraries — a man already in decay, having given my best 
years to feed the hungry dream of knowledge — what 
had I to do with youth and beauty like thine own! Mis- 
shapen from my birth-hour, how could I delude myself 
with the idea that intellectual gifts might veil physical 
deformity in a young girl’s fantasy! Men call me wise. 
If sages were ever wise in their own behoof, I might 
have foreseen all this. I might have known that, as I came 
out of the vast and dismal forest, and entered this settle- 
ment of Christian men, the very first object to meet my 
eyes would be thyself, Hester Prynne, standing up, a 
statue of ignominy, before the people. Nay, from the 
moment when we came down the old church steps to- 
gether, a married pair, I might have beheld the bale- 
fire of that scarlet letter blazing at the end of our path!” 

“Thou knowest,” said Hester — for, depressed as she 
was, she could not endure this last quiet stab at the 
token of her shame — “thou knowest that I was frank 
with thee. I felt no love, nor feigned any.” 

“True,” replied he. ' “It was my folly! I have said it. 
But, up to that epoch of my life, I had lived in vain. 
The world had been so cheerless! My heart was a habita- 
tion large enough for many guests, but lonely and chill, 
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and without a household fire. I longed to kindle one! It 
seemed not so wild a dream — old as I was, and sombre 
as I was, and misshapen as I was — that the simple bliss, 
which is scattered far and wide, for all mankind to 
gather up, might yet be mine. And so, Hester, I drew 
thee into my heart, into its innermost chamber, and 
sought to warm thee by the warmth which thy presence 
made there!” 

“I have greatly wronged thee,” murmured Hester. 

"We have wronged each other,” answered he. “Mine 
was the first wrong, when I betrayed thy budding youth 
into a false and unnatural relation with my decay. There- 
fore, as a man who has not thought and philosophized 
in vain, I seek no vengeance, plot no evil against thee. 
Between thee and me, the scale hangs fairly balanced. 
But, Hester, the man lives who has wronged us both! 
Who is he?” 

"Ask me not!” replied Hester Prynne, looking firmly 
into his face. “That thou shalt never know!” 

"Never, sayest thou?” rejoined he, with a smile of 
dark and self-relying intelligence. “Never know him! Be- 
lieve me, Hester, there are few things — whether in the 
outward world, or, to a certain depth, in the invisible 
sphere of thought — few things hidden from the man 
who devotes himself earnestly and unreseivedly to the 
solution of a mystery. Thou mayest cover up thy secret 
from the prying multitude. Thou mayest conceal it, too, 
from the ministers and magistrates, even as thou didst 
this day, when they sought to wrench the name out of 
thy heart, and give thee a partner on thy pedestal. But, 
as for me, I come to the inquest with other senses than 
they possess. I shall seek this man, as I have sought 
truth in books; as I have sought gold in alchemy. There 
is a sympathy that will make me conscious of him. I 
shall see him tremble. I shall feel myself shudder, sud- 
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denly and unawares. Sooner or later, he must needs be 

mine! 

The eyes of the wrinkled scholar glowed so intensely 
upon her, that Hester Prynne clasped her hands over 
her heart, dreading lest he should read the secret there 
at once. 

"Thou wilt not reveal his name? Not the less he is 
mine,” resumed he, with a look of confidence, as if 
destiny were at one with him. "He bears no letter of 
infamy wrought into his garment, as thou dost; but I 
shall read it on his heart. Yet fear not for him! Think 
not that I shall interfere with Heaven s own method of 
retribution, or, to my own loss, betray him to the gripe 
of human law. Neither do thou imagine that I shall con- 
trive aught against his life; no, nor against his fame, if, 
as I judge, he be a man of fair repute. Let him live! Let 
him hide himself in outward honor, if he may! Not the 
less he shall be mine!” 

"Thy acts are like mercy,” said Hester, bewildered 
and appalled. "But thy words interpret thee as a ter- 
ror!” 

"One thing, thou that wast my wife, I would enjoin 
upon thee,” continued the scholar. "Thou hast kept the 
secret of thy paramour. Keep, likewise, mine! There are 
none in this land that know me. Breathe not, to any hu- 
man soul, that thou didst ever call me husband! Here, 
on this wild outskirt of the earth, I shall pitch my tent; 
for, elsewhere a wanderer, and isolated from human in- 
terests, I find here a woman, a man, a child, amongst 
whom and myself there exist the closest ligaments. No 
matter whether of love or hate; no matter whether of 
right or wrong! Thou and thine, Hester Prynne, belong 
to me. My home is where thou art, and where he is. 
But betray me not!” 

‘Wherefore dost thou desire it?” inquired Hester, 
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shrinking, she hardly knew why, from this secret bond. 
"Why not announce thyself openly, and cast me off at 
oncer 

"It may be,” he replied, “because I will not encounter 
the dishonor that besmirches the husband of a faithless 
woman. It may be for other reasons. Enough, it is my 
purpose to live and die unknown. Let, therefore, thy 
husband be to the world as one already dead, and of 
whom no tidings shall ever come. Recognize me not, 
by word, by sign, by look! Breathe not the secret, above 
all, to the man thou wottest of. Shouldst thou fail me in 
this, beware! His fame, his position, his life, will be in 
my hands. Beware!” 

"I will keep thy secret, as I have his,” said Hester. 

"Swear it!” rejoined he. 

And she took the oath. 

"And now, Mistress Prynne,” said old Roger Chilling- 
worth, as he was hereafter to be named, "I leave thee 
alone; alone with thy infant, and the scarlet letter! How 
is it, Hester? Doth thy sentence bind thee to wear the 
token in thy sleep? Art thou not afraid of nightmares 
and hideous dreams?” 

"Why dost thou smile so at me?” inquired Hester, 
troubled at the expression of his eyes. "Art thou like the 
Black Man that haunts the forest round about us? Hast 
thou enticed me into a bond that will prove the ruin of 
my soul?” 

"Not thy soul,” he answered, with another smile. "No, 
not thine!” 


V. HESTER AT HER NEEDLE 

Hester Prynne's term of confinement was now at an 
end. Her prison-door was thrown open, and she came 
forth into the sunshine, which, falling on all alike. 
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seemed, to her sick and morbid heart, as if meant for 
no other purpose than to reveal the scarlet letter on her 
breast. Perhaps there was a more real torture in her first 
unattended footsteps from the threshold of the prison, 
than even in the procession and spectacle that have been 
described, where she was made the common infamy, at 
which all mankind was summoned to point its finger. 
Then, she was supported by an unnatural tension of the 
nerves, and by all the combative energy of her character, 
which enabled her to convert the scene into a kind of 
lurid triumph. It was, moreover, a separate and insulated 
event, to occur but once in her lifetime, and to meet 
which, therefore, reckless of economy, she might call up 
the vital strength that would have sufficed for many 
quiet years. The very law that condemned her — a giant 
of stern features, but with vigor to support, as well as to 
annihilate, in his iron arm — had held her up, through 
the terrible ordeal of her ignominy. But now, with this 
unattended walk from her prison-door, began the daily 
custom; and she must either sustain and carry it for- 
ward by the ordinary resources of her nature, or sink 
beneath it. She could no longer borrow from the future 
to help her through the present grief. Tomorrow would 
bring its own trial with it; so would the next day, and 
so would the next; each its own trial, and yet the very 
same that was now so unutterably grievous to be borne. 
The days of the far-off future would toil onward, still 
with the same burden for her to take up, and bear along 
with her, but never to fling down; for the accumulating 
days, and added years, would pile up their misery upon 
the heap of shame. Throughout them all, giving up her 
individuality, she would become the general symbol at 
which the preacher and moralist might point, and in 
which they might vivify and embody their images of 
womans frailty and sinful passion. Thus the young and 
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pure would be taught to look at her, with the scarlet 
letter flaming on her breast — at her, the child of honor- 
able parents — at her, the mother of a babe, that would 
hereafter be a woman — at her, who had once been in- 
nocent — as the figure, the body, the reality of sin. And 
over her grave, the infamy that she must cany thither 
would be her only monument. 

It may seem marvellous, that, with the world before 
her — kept by no restrictive clause of her condemnation 
within the limits of the puritan settlement, so remote 
and so obscure — free to return to her birthplace, or to 
any other European land, and there hide her character 
and identity under a new extenor, as completely as if 
emerging into another state of being — and having also 
the passes of the dark, inscrutable forest open to her, 
where the wildness of her nature might assimilate itself 
with a people whose customs and life were alien from 
the law that had condemned her — it may seem marvel- 
lous that this woman should still call that place her 
home, where, and where only, she must needs be the 
type of shame. But there is a fatality, a feeling so ir- 
resistible and inevitable that it has the force of doom, 
which almost invariably compels human beings to linger 
around and haunt, ghostlike, the spot where some great 
and marked event has given the color to their lifetime; 
and still the more irresistibly, the darker the tinge that 
saddens it. Her sin, her ignominy, were the roots which 
she had struck into the soil. It was as if a new birth, with 
stronger assimilations than the first, had converted the 
forest-land, still so uncongenial to every other pilgrim 
and wanderer, into Hester Prynne’s wild and dreary, but 
life-long home. All other scenes of earth — even that vil- 
lage of rural England, where happy infancy and stain- 
less maidenhood seemed yet to be in her mother s keep- 
ing, like garments put off long ago — were foreign to her, 
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in comparison. The chain that bound her here was of 
iron links, and galling to her inmost soul, but could 
never be broken. 

It might be, too — doubtless it was so, although she 
hid the secret from herself, and grew pale whenever it 
struggled out of her heart, like a serpent from its hole 
— it might be that another feeling kept her within the 
scene and pathway that had been so fatal. There dwelt, 
there trode the feet of one with whom she deemed her- 
self connected in a union, that, unrecognized on earth, 
would bring them together before the bar of final judg- 
ment, and make that their marriage-altar, for a joint 
futurity of endless retribution. Over and over again, the 
tempter of souls had thrust this idea upon Hester s con- 
templation, and laughed at the passionate and desperate 
joy with which she seized, and then strove to cast it 
from her. She barely looked the idea in the face, and 
hastened to bar it in its dungeon. What she compelled 
herself to believe — what, finally, she reasoned upon, as 
her motive for continuing a resident of New England — 
was half a truth, and half a self-delusion. Here, she said 
to herself, had been the scene of her guilt, and here 
should be the scene of her earthly punishment; and so, 
perchance, the torture of her daily shame would at 
length purge her soul, and work out another purity than 
that which she had lost; more saint-like, because the 
result of martyrdom. 

Hester Prynne, therefore, did not flee. On the out- 
skirts of the town, within the verge of the peninsula, but 
not in close vicinity to any other habitation, there was 
a small thatched cottage. It had been built by an earlier 
settler, and abandoned, because the soil about it was 
too sterile for cultivation, while its comparative remote- 
ness put it out of the sphere of that social activity which 
already marked the habits of the emigrants. It stood on 
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the shore, looking across a basin of the sea at the forest- 
covered hills, towards the west. A clump of scrubby 
trees, such as alone grew on the peninsula, did not so 
much conceal the cottage from view, as seem to denote 
that here was some object which would fain have been, 
or at least ought to be, concealed. In this little, lonesome 
dwelling, with some slender means that she possessed, 
and by the license of the magistrates, who still kept an 
inquisitorial watch over her, Hester established herself, 
with her infant child. A mystic shadow of suspicion im- 
mediately attached itself to the spot. Children, too young 
to comprehend wherefore this woman should be shut 
out from the sphere of human charities, would creep 
nigh enough to behold her plying her needle at the 
cottage-window, or standing at the doorway, or laboring 
in her little garden, or coming foith along the pathway 
that led townward; and discerning the scarlet letter on 
her breast, would scamper off with a strange, contagious 
fear. 

Lonely as was Hester’s situation, and without a friend 
on earth who dared to show himself, she, however, in- 
curred no risk of want. She possessed an art that suf- 
ficed, even in a land that afforded comparatively little 
scope for its exercise, to supply food for her thriving 
infant and herself. It was the art — then, as now, almost 
the only one within a woman’s grasp — of needlework. 
She bore on her breast, in the cuiiously embroidered 
letter, a specimen of her delicate and imaginative skill, 
of which the dames of a court might gladly have availed 
themselves, to add the richer and more spiritual adorn- 
ment of human ingenuity to their fabrics of silk and 
gold. Here, indeed, in the sable simplicity that generally 
characterized the Puritanic modes of dress, there might 
be an infrequent call for the finer productions of her 
handiwork. Yet the taste of the age, demanding what- 
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ever was elaborate in compositions of this kind, did not 
fail to extend its influence over our stern progenitors 
who had cast behind them so many fashions which it 
might seem harder to dispense with. Public ceremonies, 
such as ordinations, the installation of magistrates, and 
all that could give majesty to the forms in which a new 
government manifested itself to the people, were, as a 
matter of policy, marked by a stately and well-conducted 
ceremonial, and a sombre, but yet a studied magnifi- 
cence. Deep ruffs, painfully wrought bands, and gor- 
geously embroidered gloves, were all deemed necessary 
to the official state of men assuming the reins of power; 
and were readily allowed to individuals dignified by 
rank or wealth, even while sumptuary laws forbade these 
and similar extravagances to the plebeian order. In the 
array of funerals, too — whether for the apparel of the 
dead body, or to typify, by manifold emblematic devices 
of sable cloth and snowy lawn, the sorrow of the sur- 
vivors — there was a frequent and characteristic demand 
for such labor as Hester Prynne could supply. Baby- 
linen — for babies then wore robes of state — afforded still 
another possibility of toil and emolument. 

By degrees, nor very slowly, her handiwork became 
what would now be termed the fashion. Whether from 
commiseration for a woman of so miserable a destiny; 
or from the morbid curiosity that gives a fictitious value 
even to common or worthless things; or by whatever 
other intangible circumstance was then, as now suffi- 
cient to bestow, on some persons, what others might 
seek in vain; or because Hester really filled a gap which 
must otherwise have remained vacant; it is certain that 
she had ready and fairly requited employment for as 
many hours as she saw fit to occupy with her needle. 
Vanity, it may be, chose to mortify itself, by putting on, 
for ceremonials of pomp and state, the garments that 
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had been wrought by her sinful hands. Her needlework 
was seen on the ruff of the Governor; military men wore 
it on their scarfs, and the minister on his band; it decked 
the baby’s little cap; it was shut up to be mildewed and 
moulder away, in the coffins of the dead. But it is not 
recorded that, in a single instance, her skill was called 
in aid to embroider the white veil which was to cover 
the pure blushes of a bride. The exception indicated the 
ever-relentless rigor with which society frowned upon 
her sin. 

Hester sought not to acquire anything beyond a sub- 
sistence, of the plainest and most ascetic description, 
for herself, and a simple abundance for her child. Her 
own dress was of the coarsest materials and the most 
sombre hue; with only that one ornament — the scarlet 
letter — which it was her doom to wear. The child’s at- 
tire, on the other hand, was distinguished by a fanciful, 
or, we might rather say, a fantastic ingenuity, which 
served, indeed to heighten the airy charm that early 
began to develop itself in the little girl, but which ap- 
peared to have also a deeper meaning. We may speak 
further of it hereafter. Except for that small expenditure 
in the decoration of her infant, Hester bestowed all her 
superfluous means in charity, on wretches less miser- 
able than herself, and who not unfrequently insulted the 
hand that fed them. Much of the time, which she might 
readily have applied to the better efforts of her art, she 
employed in making coarse garments for the poor. It is 
probable that there was an idea of penance in this mode 
of occupation, and that she offered up a real sacrifice of 
enjoyment, in devoting so many hours to such rude 
handiwork. She had in her nature a rich, voluptuous. 
Oriental characteristic — a taste for the gorgeously beau- 
tiful, which, save in the exquisite productions of her 
needle, found nothing else, in all the possibilities of her 
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life, to exercise itself upon. Women derive a pleasure, 
incomprehensible to the other sex, from the delicate toil 
of the needle. To Hester Prynne it might have been a 
mode of expressing, and therefore soothing, the passion 
of her life. Like all other joys, she rejected it as sin. 
This morbid meddling of conscience with an immaterial 
matter betokened, it is to be feared, no genuine and 
steadfast penitence, but something doubtful, something 
that might be deeply wrong, beneath. 

In this manner, Hester Prynne came to have a part to 
perform in the world. With her native energy of char- 
acter, and rare capacity, it could not entirely cast her 
off, although it had set a mark upon her, more intolerable 
to a woman’s heart than that which branded the brow 
of Cain. In all her intercourse with society, however, 
there was nothing that made her feel as if she belonged 
to it. Every gesture, every word, and even the silence of 
those with whom she came in contact, implied, and 
often expressed, that she was banished, and as much 
alone as if she inhabited another sphere, or communi- 
cated with the common nature by other organs and 
senses than the rest of human kind. She stood apart 
* from moral interests, yet close beside them, like a ghost 
that revisits the familiar fireside, and can no longer 
make itself seen or felt; no more smile with the house- 
hold joy, nor mourn with the kindred sorrow; or, should 
it succeed in manifesting its forbidden sympathy, awak- 
ening only terror and horrible repugnance. These emo- 
tions, in fact, and its bitterest scorn besides, seemed to 
be the sole portion that she retained in the universal 
heart. It was not an age of delicacy; and her position, 
although she understood it well, and was in httle danger 
of forgetting it, was often brought before her vivid self- 
perception, like a new anguish, by the rudest touch upon 
the tenderest spot. The poor, as we have already said, 
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1 whom she sought out to be the objects of her bounty, 
often reviled the hand that was stretched forth to succor 
them. Dames of elevated rank, likewise, whose doors she 
entered in the way of her occupation, were accustomed 
to distil drops of bitterness into her heart, sometimes 
through that alchemy of quiet malice, by which women 
can concoct a subtle poison from ordinary trifles; and 
sometimes, also, by a coarser expression, that fell upon 
the sufferers defenceless breast like a rough blow upon 
an ulcerated wound. Hester had schooled herself long 
and well; she never responded to these attacks, save by 
a flush of crimson that rose irrepressibly over her pale 
cheek, and again subsided into the depths of her bosom. 
She was patient — a martyr, indeed — but she forbore to 
pray for her enemies; lest, in spite of her forgiving as- 
pirations, the words of the blessing should stubbornly 
twist themselves into a curse. 

Continually, and in a thousand other ways, did she 
feel the innumerable throbs of anguish that had been 
so cunningly contrived for her by the undying, the 
ever-active sentence of the Puritan tribunal. Clergymen 
paused in the street to address words of exhortation, 
that brought a crowd, with its mingled grin and frown, 
around the poor, sinful woman. If she entered a church, 
trusting to share the Sabbath smile of the Universal 
Father, it was often her mishap to find herself the text 
of the discourse. She grew to have a dread of children; 
for they had imbibed from their parents a vague idea 
of something horrible in this dreary woman, gliding si- 
lently through the town, with never any companion but 
one only child. Therefore, first allowing her to pass, they 
pursued her at a distance with shrill cries, and the utter- 
ance of a word that had no distinct purport to their own 
minds, but was none the less terrible to her, as proceed- 
ing from lips that babbled it unconsciously. It seemed 
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to argue so wide a diffusion of her shame, that all nature 
knew of it; it could have caused her no deeper pang, 
had the leaves of the trees whispered the dark story 
among themselves — had the summer breeze murmured 
about it — had the wintry blast shrieked it aloud! An- 
other peculiar torture was felt in the gaze of a new eye. 
When strangers looked curiously at the scarlet letter — 
and none ever failed to do so — they branded it afresh 
into Hesters soul; so that oftentimes, she could scarcely 
refrain, yet always did refrain, from covering the sym- 
bol with her hand. But then, again, an accustomed eye 
had likewise its own anguish to inflict. Its cool stare of 
familiarity was intolerable. From first to last, in short, 
Hester Prynne had always this dreadful agony in feeling 
a human eye upon the token; the spot never grew cal- 
lous; it seemed, on the contrary, to grow more sensitive 
with daily torture. 

But sometimes, once in many days, or perchance in 
many months, she felt an eye — a human eye — upon the 
ignominious brand, that seemed to give a momentary 
relief, as if half of her agony were shared. The next in- 
stant, back it all rushed again, with still a deeper throb 
of pain; for, in that brief interval, she had sinned anew. 
Had Hester sinned alone? 

Her imagination was somewhat affected, and, had 
she been of a softer moral and intellectual fibre, would 
have been still more so, by the strange and solitary an- 
guish of her life. Walking to and fro, with those lonely 
footsteps, in the little world with which she was out- 
wardly connected, it now and then appeared to Hester 
— if altogether fancy, it was nevertheless too potent to 
be resisted — she felt or fancied, then, that the scarlet 
letter had endowed her with a new sense. She shuddered 
to believe, yet could not help believing, that it gave her 
a sympathetic knowledge of the hidden sin in other 
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hearts. She was terror-stricken by the revelations that 
were thus made. What were they? Could they be other 
than the insidious whispers of the bad angel, who would 
fain have persuaded the struggling woman, as yet only 
half his victim, that the outward guise of purity was but 
a lie, and that, if truth were everywhere to be shown, 
a scarlet letter would blaze forth on many a bosom be- 
sides Hester Prynne’s? Or, must she receive those in- 
timations — so obscure, yet so distinct — as tiuth? In all 
her miserable experience, there was nothing else so aw- 
ful and so loathsome as this sense. It perplexed, as well 
as shocked her, by the irreverent inopportuneness of the 
occasions that brought it into vivid action. Sometimes 
the red infamy upon her breast would give a sympathetic 
throb, as she passed near a venerable minister or mag- 
istrate, the model of piety and justice, to whom that age 
of antique reverence looked up, as to a mortal man in 
fellowship with angels. “What evil thing is at hand?” 
would Hester say to herself. Lifting her reluctant eyes, 
there would be nothing human within the scope of view, 
save the form of this earthly saint! Again, a mystic sister- 
hood would contumaciously assert itself, as she met the 
sanctified frown of some matron, who, according to the 
rumor of all tongues, had kept cold snow within her 
bosom throughout life. That unsunned snow in the ma- 
tron s bosom, and the burning shame on Hester Prynne’s 
— what had the two in common? Or, once more, the 
electric thrill would give her warning — “Behold, Hester, 
here is a companion!” — and, looking up, she would de- 
tect the eyes of a young maiden glancing at the scarlet 
letter, shyly and aside, and quickly averted with a faint, 
chill crimson in her cheeks; as if her purity were some- 
what sullied by that momentary glance. O Fiend, whose 
talisman was that fatal symbol, wouldst thou leave noth- 
ing, whether in youth or age, for this poor sinner to 
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revere? — such loss of faith is ever one of the saddest re- 
sults of sin. Be it accepted as a proof that all was not 
corrupt in this poor victim of her own frailty, and mans 
hard law, that Hester Prynne yet struggled to believe 
that no fellow-mortal was guilty like herself. 

The vulgar, who, in those dreary old times, were al- 
ways contributing a grotesque horror to what interested 
their imaginations, had a story about the scarlet letter 
which we might readily work up into a terrific legend. 
They averred, that the symbol was not mere scarlet 
cloth, tinged in an earthly dye-pot, but was red-hot with 
infernal fire, and could be seen glowing all alight, when- 
ever Hester Prynne walked abroad in the night-time. 
And we must needs say, it seared Hester’s bosom so 
deeply, that perhaps there was more truth in the rumor 
than our modern incredulity may be inclined to admit. 


VI. PEARL 

We have as yet hardly spoken of the infant; that little 
creature, whose innocent life had sprung, by the in- 
scrutable decree of Providence, a lovely and immortal 
flower, out of the rank luxuriance of a guilty passion. 
How strange it seemed to the sad woman, as she 
watched the growth, and the beauty that became every 
day more brilliant, and the intelligence that threw its 
quivering sunshine over the tiny features of this child! 
Her Pearl! — For so had Hester called her; not as a name 
expressive of her aspect, which had nothing of the calm, 
white, unimpassioned lustre that would be indicated by 
the comparison. But she named the infant "Pearl,” as 
being of great price — purchased with all she had — her 
mother s only treasure! How strange, indeed! Man had 
marked this woman’s sin by a scarlet letter, which had 
such potent and disastrous efficacy that no human sym- 
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pathy could reach her, save it were sinful like herself. 
God, as a direct consequence of the sin which man thus 
punished, had given her a lovely child, whose place was 
on that same dishonored bosom, to connect her parent 
for ever with the race and descent of mortals, and to be 
finally a blessed soul in heaven! Yet these thoughts af- 
fected Hester Prynne less with hope than apprehension. 
She knew that her deed had been evil; she could have 
no faith, therefore, that its result would be good. Day 
after day, she looked fearfully into the child’s expanding 
nature, ever dreading to detect some dark and wild pe- 
culiarity, that should correspond with the guiltiness to 
which she owed her being. 

Certainly, there was no physical defect. By its perfect 
shape, its vigor, and its natural dexterity in the use of all 
its untried limbs, the infant was worthy to have been 
brought forth in Eden; worthy to have been left there, 
to be the plaything of the angels, after the worlds first 
parents were driven out. The child had a native grace 
which does not invariably coexist with faultless beauty; 
its attire, however simple, always impressed the be- 
holder as if it were the very garb that precisely became 
it best. But little Pearl was not clad in rustic weeds. Her 
mother, with a morbid purpose, that may be better un- 
derstood hereafter, had bought the lichest tissues that 
could be procured, and allowed her imaginative faculty 
its full play in the arrangement and decoration of the 
dresses which the child wore, before the public eye. So 
magnificent was the small figure, when thus arrayed, and 
such was the splendor of Pearl’s own proper beauty, 
shining through the gorgeous robes which might have 
extinguished a paler loveliness, that there was an abso- 
lute circle of radiance around her, on the darksome cot- 
tage floor. And yet a russet gown, torn and soiled with 
the child’s rude play, made a picture of her just as per- 
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feet. Pearl's aspect was imbued with a spell of infinite 
variety; in this one child there were many children, com- 
prehending the full scope between the wild-flower pret- 
tiness of a peasant-baby, and the pomp, in little, of an 
infant princess. Throughout all, however, there was a 
trait of passion, a certain depth of hue, which she never 
lost; and if, in any of her changes, she had grown fainter 
or paler, she would have ceased to be herself — it would 
have been no longer Pearl. 

This outward mutability indicated, and did not more 
than fairly express, the various properties of her inner 
life. Her nature appeared to possess depth, too, as well 
as variety; but — or else Hester s fears deceived her — it 
lacked reference and adaptation to the world into which 
she was born. The child could not be made amenable to 
rules. In giving her existence, a great law had been 
broken; and the result was a being whose elements were 
perhaps beautiful and brilliant, but all in disorder, or 
with an order peculiar to themselves, amidst which the 
point of variety and arrangement was difficult or impos- 
sible to be discovered. Hester could only account for the 
child’s character — and even then most vaguely and im- 
perfectly — by recalling what she herself had been, dur- 
ing that momentous period while Pearl was imbibing her 
soul from the spiritual world, and her bodily frame from 
its material of earth. The mother’s impassioned state had 
been the medium through which were transmitted to the 
unborn infant the rays of its moral life; and, however 
white and clear originally, they had taken the deep 
stains of crimson and gold, the fiery lustre, the black 
shadow, and the untempered light of the intervening 
substance. Above all, the warfare of Hesters spirit, at 
that epoch, was perpetuated in Pearl. She could rec- 
ognize her wild, desperate, defiant mood, the flightiness 
of her temper, and even some of the very cloud-shapes 
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of gloom and despondency that had brooded in her 
heart. They were now illuminated by the morning radi- 
ance of a young child's disposition, but later in the day 
of earthly existence might be prolific of the storm and 
whirlwind. 

The discipline of the family, in those days, was of a 
far more rigid kind than now. The frown, the harsh re- 
buke, the frequent application of the rod, enjoined by 
Scriptural authority, were used, not merely in the way 
of punishment for actual offences, but as a wholesome 
regimen for the growth and promotion of all childish 
virtues. Hester Prynne, nevertheless, the lonely mother 
of this one child, ran little risk of erring on the side of 
undue severity. Mindful, however, of her own errors and 
misfortunes, she early sought to impose a tender, but 
strict control over the infant immortality that was com- 
mitted to her charge. But the task was beyond her skill. 
After testing both smiles and frowns, and proving that 
neither mode of treatment possessed any calculable in- 
fluence, Hester was ultimately compelled to stand aside, 
and permit the child to be swayed by her own impulses. 
Physical compulsion or restraint was effectual, of course, 
while it lasted. As to any other kind of discipline, 
whether addressed to her mind or heart, little Pearl 
might or might not be within its reach, in accordance 
with the caprice that ruled the moment. Her mother, 
while Pearl was yet an infant, grew acquainted with a 
certain peculiar look, that warned her when it would be 
labor thrown away to insist, persuade, or plead. It was 
a look so intelligent, yet inexplicable, so perverse, some- 
times so malicious, but generally accompanied by a wild 
flow of spirits, that Hester could not help questioning, 
at such moments, whether Pearl were a human child. 
She seemed rather an airy sprite, which, after playing 
its fantastic sports for a little while upon the cottage 
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floor, would flit away with a mocking smile. Whenever 
that look appeared in her wild, bright, deeply black 
eyes, it invested her with a strange remoteness and in- 
tangibility, it was as i£ she were hovering m the air and 
might vanish, like a glimmering light that comes we 
know not whence, and goes we know not whither. Be- 
holding it, Hester was constrained to rush towards the 
child — to pursue the little elf in the flight which she in- 
variably began — to snatch her to hei bosom, with a close 
pressure and earnest kisses — not so much from ovei flow- 
ing love, as to assure herself that Pearl was flesh and 
blood, and not utterly delusive. But Pearl’s laugh, when 
she was caught, though full of merriment and music, 
made her mother more doubtful than before. 

Heart-smitten at this bewildering and baffling spell, 
that so often came between herself and her sole treasure, 
whom she had bought so dear, and who was all her 
world, Hester sometimes burst into passionate tears. 
Then, perhaps — for there was no foreseeing how it 
might affect her — Pearl would frown, and clench her 
little fist, and harden her small features into a stern, un- 
sympathizing look of discontent. Not seldom, she would 
laugh anew, and louder than before, hke a thing in- 
capable and unintelligent of human sorrow. Or — but this 
more rarely happened — she would be convulsed with a 
rage of grief, and sob out her love for her mother in 
broken words, and seem intent on proving that she had 
a heart, by breaking it. Yet Hester was hardly safe in 
confiding herself to that gusty tenderness, it passed as 
suddenly as it came. Brooding over all these matters, the 
mother felt like one who has evoked a spirit, but, by 
some irregularity in the process of conjuration, has failed 
to win the master-word that should control this new and 
incomprehensible intelligence. Her only real comfort 
was when the child lay in the placidity of sleep. Then 



THE SCARLET LETTER 317 

she was sure of her, and tasted hours of quiet, delicious 
happiness; until — perhaps with that perverse expression 
glimmering from beneath her opening lids — little Pearl 
awoke! 

How soon — with what strange rapidity, indeed! — did 
Pearl arrive at an age that was capable of social inter- 
course, beyond the mother’s ever-ready smile and non- 
sense-words! And then what a happiness would it have 
been could Hester Prynne have heard her clear, biid-hke 
voice mingling with the uproar of other childish voices, 
and have distinguished and unravelled her own darling’s 
tones, amid all the entangled outcry of a group of spor- 
tive children! But this could never be. Pearl was a born 
outcast of the infantile world. An imp of evil, emblem 
and product of sin, she had no right among christened 
infants. Nothing was more remarkable than the instinct, 
as it seemed, with which the child comprehended her 
loneliness, the destiny that had drawn an inviolable 
circle round about her; the whole peculiarity, in short, of 
her position in respect to other children. Never, since her 
release from prison, had Hester met the public gaze 
without her. In all her walks about the town, Pearl, too, 
was there; first as the babe in arms, and afterwards as 
the little girl, small companion of her mother, holding 
a forefinger with her whole grasp, and tripping along at 
the rate of three or four footsteps to one of Hester’s. 
She saw the children of the settlement, on the grassy 
margin of the street, or at the domestic thresholds, dis- 
porting themselves in such grim fashion as the Puritanic 
nurture would permit; playing at going to church, per- 
chance; or at scourging Quakers; or taking scalps in a 
sham-fight with the Indians; or scaring one another with 
freaks of imitative witchcraft. Pearl saw, and gazed in- 
tently, but never sought to make acquaintance. If spoken 
to, she would not speak again. If the children gathered 
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about her, as they sometimes did, Pearl would grow 
positively terrible in her puny wrath, snatching up 
stones to fling at them, with shrill, incoherent exclama- 
tions, that made her mother tremble because they had 
so much the sound of a witch’s anathemas in some un- 
known tongue. 

The truth was, that the little Puritans, being of the 
most intolerant brood that ever lived, had got a vague 
idea of something outlandish, unearthly, or at variance 
with ordinary fashions, in the mother and child; and 
therefore scorned them in their hearts, and not unfre- 
quently reviled them with their tongues. Pearl felt the 
sentiment, and requited it with the bitterest hatred that 
can be supposed to rankle in a childish bosom. These 
outbreaks of a fierce temper had a kind of value, and 
even comfort, for her mother; because there was at least 
an intelligible earnestness in the mood, instead of the 
fitful caprice that so often thwarted her in the child’s 
manifestations. It appalled her, neveitheless, to discern 
here, again, a shadowy reflection of the evil that had 
existed in herself. All this enmity and passion had Pearl 
inherited, by inalienable right, out of Hester’s heart. 
Mother and daughter stood together in the same circle 
of seclusion from human society; and in the nature of the 
child seemed to be perpetuated those unquiet elements 
that had distracted Hester Prynne before Pearl’s birth, 
but had since begun to be soothed away by the softening 
influences of maternity. 

At home, within and around her mother’s cottage, 
Pearl wanted not a wide and various circle of acquaint- 
ance. The spell of life went forth from her ever-creative 
spirit, and communicated itself to a thousand objects, 
as a torch kindles a flame wherever it may be applied. 
The unlikeliest materials — a stick, a bunch of rags, a 
flower — were the puppets, of Pearl’s witchcraft, and, 
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without undergoing any outward change, became spirit- 
ually adapted to whatever drama occupied the stage of 
her inner world. Her one baby- voice served a multitude 
of imaginary personages, old and young, to talk withal. 
The pine-trees, aged, black, and solemn, and flinging 
groans and other melancholy utterances on the breeze, 
needed little transformation to figure as Puritan elders; 
the ugliest weeds of the garden were their children, 
whom Pearl smote down and uprooted, most unmerci- 
fully. It was wonderful, the vast variety of forms into 
which she threw her intellect, with no continuity, in- 
deed, but darting up and dancing, always in a state 
of preternatural activity — soon sinking down, as if ex- 
hausted by so rapid and feverish a tide of life — and suc- 
ceeded by other shapes of a similar wild energy. It was 
like nothing so much as the phantasmagoric play of the 
northern lights. In the mere exercise of the fancy, how- 
ever, and the sportiveness of a growing mind, there 
might be little more than was observable in other chil- 
dren of bright faculties; except as Pearl, in the dearth of 
human playmates, was thrown more upon the visionary 
throng which she created. The singularity lay in the hos- 
tile feelings with which the child regarded all these off- 
spring of her own heart and mind. She never created a 
friend, but seemed always to be sowing broadcast the 
dragon s teeth, whence sprung a harvest of armed ene- 
mies, against whom she rushed to battle. It was inex- 
pressibly sad — then what depth of sorrow to a mother, 
who felt in her own heart the cause! — to observe, in one 
so young, this constant recognition of an adverse world, 
and so fierce a training of the energies that were to make 
good her cause in the contest that must ensue. 

Gazing at Pearl, Hester Prynne often dropped her 
work upon her knees, and cried out with an agony which 
she would fain have hidden, but which made utterance 
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for itself, betwixt speech and a groan — c ‘0 Father in 
Heaven — if Thou art still my Father — what is this being 
which I have brought into the world!” And Pearl, over- 
hearing the ejaculation, or aware, through some more 
subtile channel, of those throbs of anguish, would turn 
her vivid and beautiful little face upon her mother, smile 
with sprite-like intelligence, and resume her play. 

One peculiarity of the child's deportment remains yet 
to be told. The very first thing which she had noticed in 
her life was — what? — not the mother’s smile, responding 
to it, as other babies do, by that faint, embryo smile of 
the little mouth, remembered so doubtfully afterwards, 
and with such fond discussion whether it were indeed a 
smile. By no means! But that first object of which Pearl 
seemed to become aware was — shall we say it? — the 
scarlet letter on Hester’s bosom! One day, as her mother 
stooped over the cradle, the infant’s eyes had been 
caught by the glimmering of the gold embroidery about 
the letter; and, putting up her little hand, she grasped 
at it, smiling not doubtfully, but with a decided gleam, 
that gave her face the look of a much older child. Then, 
gasping for breath, did Hester Prynne clutch the fatal 
token, instinctively endeavoring to tear it away; so in- 
finite was the torture inflicted by the intelligent touch of 
Pearl’s baby-hand. Again, as if her mother’s agonized 
gesture were meant only to make sport for her, did little 
Pearl look into her eyes, and smile! From that epoch, ex- 
cept when the child was asleep, Hester had never felt a 
moment’s safety; not a moment’s calm enjoyment of her. 
Weeks, it is true, would sometimes elapse, during which 
Pearl’s gaze might never once be fixed upon the scarlet 
letter; but then, again, it would come at unawares, like 
the stroke of sudden death, and always with that pe- 
culiar smile, and odd expression of the eyes. 

Once, this freakish, elfish cast came into the child’s 
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eyes, while Hester was looking at her own image in 
them, as mothers are fond of doing, and, suddenly — for 
women in solitude, and with troubled hearts, are pes- 
tered with unaccountable delusions — she fancied that 
she beheld, not her own miniature portrait, but another 
face, in the small black mirror of Pearl’s eye. It was a 
face, fiend-like, full of smiling malice, yet bearing the 
semblance of features that she had known full well, 
though seldom with a smile, and never with malice in 
them. It was as if an evil spirit possessed the child, and 
had just then peeped forth in mockery. Many a time af- 
terwards had Hester been tortured, though less vividly, 
by the same illusion. 

In the afternoon of a certain summer’s day, after Pearl 
grew big enough to run about, she amused herself with 
gathering handfuls of wildflowers, and flinging them, 
one by one, at her mother’s bosom, dancing up and 
down, like a little elf, whenever she hit the scarlet letter. 
Hester’s first motion had been to cover her bosom with 
her clasped hands. But, whether from pride or resig- 
nation, or a feeling that her penance might best be 
wrought out by this unutterable pain, she resisted the 
impulse, and sat erect, pale as death, looking sadly into 
little Pearl’s wild eyes. Still came the battery of flowers, 
almost invariably hitting the mark, and covering the 
mother’s breast with hurts for which she could find no 
balm in this world, nor knew how to seek it in an an- 
other. At last, her shot being all expended, the child 
stood still and gazed at Hester, with that little, laughing 
image of a fiend peeping out — or, whether it peeped or 
no, her mother so imagined it — from the unsearchable 
abyss of her black eyes. 

"Child, what art thou?” cried the mother. 

"Oh, I am your little Pearl!” answered the child. 

But, while she said it, Pearl laughed, and began to 
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dance up and down, with the humorsome gesticulation 

of a little imp, whose next freak might be to fly up the 

chimney. 

‘‘Art thou my child, in very truth?” asked Hester. 

Nor did she put the question altogether idly, but, for 
the moment, with a portion of genuine earnestness; for, 
such was Pearl's wonderful intelligence, that her mother 
half doubted whether she were not acquainted with the 
secret spell of her existence, and might not now reveal 
herself. 

“Yes; I am little Pearl!” repeated the child, continuing 
her antics. 

“Thou art not my child! Thou art no Pearl of mine!” 
said the mother, half playfully; for it was often the case 
that a sportive impulse came over her, in the midst of 
her deepest suffering. “Tell me, then, what thou art, and 
who sent thee hither.” 

“Tell me, mother!” said the child, seriously, coming 
up to Hester, and pressing herself close to her knees. “Do 
thou tell me!” 

“Thy Heavenly Father sent thee!” answered Hester 
Prynne. 

But she said it with a hesitation that did not escape 
the acuteness of the child. Whether moved only by her 
ordinary freakishness, or because an evil spirit prompted 
her, she put up her small forefinger, and touched the 
scarlet letter. 

“He did not send me!” cried she, positively. “I have 
no Heavenly Father!” 

“Hush, Pearl, hush! Thou must not talk so!” answered 
the mother, suppressing a groan. “He sent us all into this 
world. He sent even me, thy mother. Then, much more, 
thee! Or, if not, thou strange and elfish child, whence 
didst thou come?” 

“Tell me! Tell me!” repeated Pearl, no longer seri- 
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ously, but laughing, and capering about the floor. “It is 
thou that must tell me!” 

But Hester could not resolve the query, being herself 
in a dismal labyrinth of doubt. She remembered — be- 
twixt a smile and a shudder — the talk of the neighboring 
towns-people; who, seeking vainly elsewhere for the 
child’s paternity, and observing some ojE her odd attri- 
butes, had given out that poor little Pearl was a demon 
offspring; such as, ever since old Catholic times, had 
occasionally been seen on earth, through the agency of 
their mothers sin, and to promote some foul and wicked 
purpose. Luther, according to the scandal of his monkish 
enemies, was a brat of that hellish breed; nor was Pearl 
the only child to whom this inauspicious origin was as- 
signed, among the New England Puritans. 

VII. THE GOVERNORS HALL 

Hester Prynne went, one day, to the mansion of Gov- 
ernor Bellingham, with a pair of gloves, which she had 
fringed and embroidered to his order, and which were 
to be worn on some great occasion of state; for, though 
the chances of a popular election had caused this former 
ruler to descend a step or two from the highest rank, he 
still held an honorable and influential place among the 
colonial magistracy. 

Another and far more important reason than the de- 
livery of a pair of embroidered gloves impelled Hester, 
at this time, to seek an interview with a personage of 
so much power and activity in the affairs of the settle- 
ment. It had reached her ears, that there was a design 
on the part of some of the leading inhabitants, cherish- 
ing the more rigid order of principles in religion and 
government, to deprive her of her child. On the sup- 
position that Pearl, as already hinted, was of demon 
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origin, these good people not unxeasonably argued that 
a Christian interest in the mother’s soul lequired them to 
remove such a stumbling-block from her path. If the 
child, on the other hand, were really capable of moral 
and religious growth, and possessed die elements of ulti- 
mate salvation, then, surely, it would enjoy all the fairer 
prospect of thgse advantages by being transferred to 
wiser and better guardianship than Hester Prynne’s. 
Among those who promoted the design, Governor Bell- 
ingham was said to be one of the most busy. It may ap- 
pear singular, and indeed not a little ludicrous, that an 
affair of this kind, which, in later days, would have been 
referred to no higher jurisdiction than that of the select- 
men of the town, should then have been a question pub- 
licly discussed, and on which statesmen of eminence 
took sides. At that epoch of pristine simplicity, however, 
matters of even slighter public interest, and of far less 
intiinsic weight, than the welfare of Hester and her 
child, were strangely mixed up with the deliberations of 
legislators and acts of state. The period was hardly, if at 
all, earlier than that of our story, when a dispute con- 
cerning the right of property in a pig not only caused a 
fierce and bitter contest in the legislative body of the 
colony, but resulted in an important modification of the 
framework itself of the legislature. 

Full of concern, therefore — but so conscious of her 
own right that it seemed scarcely an unequal match be- 
tween the public, on the one side, and a lonely woman, 
backed by the sympathies of nature, on the other — 
Hester Prynne set forth from her solitary cottage. Little 
Pearl, of course, was her companion. She was now of 
an age to run lightly along by her mother’s side, and, 
constantly in motion, from morn till sunset, could have 
accomplished a much longer journey than that before 
her. Often, nevertheless, more from caprice than neces- 
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sity, she demanded to be taken up in arms; but was soon 
as imperious to be set down again, and frisked onward 
before Hester on the grassy pathway, with many a harm- 
less trip and tumble. We have spoken of Pearl’s rich and 
luxuriant beauty; a beauty that shone with deep and 
vivid tints; a bright complexion, eyes possessing inten- 
sity both of depth and glow, and hair already of a deep, 
glossy brown, and which, in after years, would be nearly 
akin to black. There was fire in her and throughout her; 
she seemed the unpremeditated offshoot of a passionate 
moment. Her mother, in contriving the child’s garb, had 
allowed the gorgeous tendencies of her imagination their 
full play; arraying her in a crimson velvet tunic, of a pe- 
culiar cut, abundantly embroidered with fantasies and 
flourishes of gold-thread. So much strength of coloring, 
which must have given a wan and pallid aspect to 
cheeks of a fainter bloom, was admiiably adapted to 
Pearl’s beauty, and made her the very brightest little jet 
of flame that ever danced upon the earth. 

But it was a remarkable attribute of this garb, and, 
indeed, of the child’s whole appearance, that it irresist- 
ibly and inevitably reminded the beholder of the token 
which Hester Prynne was doomed to wear upon her 
bosom. It was the scarlet letter in another form; the scar- 
let letter endowed with life! The mother herself — as if 
the red ignominy were so deeply scorched into her brain 
that all her conceptions assumed its form — had carefully 
wrought out the similitude; lavishing many hours of 
morbid ingenuity, to create an analogy between the ob- 
ject of her affection and the emblem of her guilt and 
torture. But, in truth, Pearl was the one, as well as the 
other; and only in consequence of that identity had Hes- 
ter contrived so perfectly to represent the scarlet letter 
in her appearance. 

As the two wayfarers came within the precincts of the 
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town, the children of the Puritans looked up from their 
play — or what passed for play with those sombre little 
urchins — and spake gravely one to another: 

"Behold, verily, there is the woman of the scarlet let- 
ter; and, of a truth, moreover, there is the likeness of the 
scarlet letter running along by her side! Come, there- 
fore, and let us fling mud at them!” 

But Pearl, who was a dauntless child, after frowning, 
stamping her foot, and shaking her little hand with a 
variety of threatening gestures, suddenly made a rush 
at the knot of her enemies, and put them all to flight. 
She resembled, in her fierce pursuit of them, an infant 
pestilence — the scarlet fever, or some such half-fledged 
angel of judgment — whose mission was to punish the sins 
of the rising generation. She screamed and shouted, too, 
with a terrific volume of sound, which, doubtless, caused 
the hearts of the fugitives to quake within them. The 
victory accomplished. Pearl returned quietly to her 
mother, and looked up, smiling, into her face. 

Without further adventure, they reached the dwell- 
ing of Governor Bellingham. This was a large wooden 
house, built in a fashion of which there are specimens 
still extant in the streets of our older towns; now moss- 
grown, crumbling to decay, and melancholy at heart 
with the many sorrowful or joyful occurrences, remem- 
bered or forgotten, that have happened, and passed 
away, within their dusky chambers. Then, however, 
there was the freshness of the passing year on its ex- 
terior, and the cheerfulness, gleaming forth from the 
sunny windows, of a human habitation, into which death 
had never entered. It had, indeed, a very cheery aspect; 
the walls being overspread with a kind of stucco, in 
which fragments of broken glass were plentifully inter- 
mixed, so that, when the sunshine fell aslant-wise over 
the front of the edifice, it glittered and sparkled as if 
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diamonds had been flung against it by the double hand- 
ful. The brilliancy might have befitted Aladdin’s palace, 
rather than the mansion of a grave old Puritan ruler. It 
was further decorated with strange and seemingly caba- 
listic figures and diagrams, suitable to the quaint taste of 
the age, which had been drawn in the stucco when 
newly laid on, and had now grown hard and durable, for 
the admiration of after times. 

Pearl, looking at this bright wonder of a house, began 
to caper and dance, and imperatively required that the 
whole breadth of sunshine should be stripped off its 
front, and given her to play with. 

“No, my little Pearl!” said her mother. “Thou must 
gather thine own sunshine. I have none to give thee!” 

They approached the door; which was of an arched 
form, and flanked on each side by a narrow tower or 
projection of the edifice, in both of which were lattice- 
windows, with wooden shutters to close over them at 
need. Lifting the iron hammer that hung at the portal, 
Hester Prynne gave a summons, which was answered 
by one of the Governors bond-servants; a free-born 
Englishman, but now a seven years’ slave. During that 
term he was to be the property of his master, and as 
much a commodity of bargain and sale as an ox, or a 
joint-stool. The serf wore the blue coat, which was the 
customary garb of serving-men of that period, and long 
before, in the old hereditary halls of England. 

“Is the worshipful Governor Bellingham within?” in- 
quired Hester. 

“Yea, forsooth,” replied the bond-servant, staring with 
wide-open eyes at the scarlet letter, which, being a new- 
comer in the country, he had never before seen. “Yea, 
his honorable worship is within. But he hath a godly 
minister or two with him, and likewise a leech. Ye may 
not see his worship now.” 
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"Nevertheless, I will enter,” replied Hester Prynne, 
and the bond-servant, perhaps judging from the decision 
of her air, and the glittering symbol in her bosom, that 
she was a great lady in the land, offered no opposition. 

So the mother and little Pearl were admitted into the 
hall of entrance. With many variations, suggested by the 
nature of his building-materials, diveisity of climate, and 
a different mode of social hfe, Governor Belhngham had 
planned his new habitation after the residences of gen- 
tlemen of fair estate in his native land. Here, then, was 
a wide and reasonably lofty hall, extending through the 
whole depth of the house, and forming a medium of 
general communication, more or less directly, with all 
the other apartments. At one extremity, this spacious 
room was lighted by the windows of the two towers, 
which formed a small recess on either side of the portal. 
At the other end, though partly muffled by a curtain, it 
was more powerfully illuminated by one of those em- 
bowed hall-windows which we read of in old books, and 
which was provided with a deep and cushioned seat 
Here, on the cushion, lay a folio tome, probably of the 
Chronicles of England, or other such substantial litera- 
ture; even as, in our own days, we scatter gilded vol- 
umes on the centre-table, to be turned over by the casual 
guest. The furniture of the hall consisted of some pon- 
derous chairs, the backs of which were elaborately 
carved with wreaths of oaken flowers; and likewise a 
table in the same taste; the whole being of the Eliza- 
bethan age, or perhaps earlier, and heirlooms, trans- 
ferred hither from the Governor s paternal home. On the 
table — in token that the sentiment of old English hos- 
pitality had not been left behind — stood a large pewter 
tankard, at the bottom of which, had Hester or Pearl 
peeped into it, they might have seen the frothy remnant 
of a recent draught of ale. 
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On the wall hung a row of portraits, representing the 
forefathers of the Bellingham lineage, some with armor 
on then breasts, and others with stately ruffs and robes 
of peace. All were characterized by the sternness and 
severity which old portraits so invariably put on; as if 
they were the ghosts, rather than the pictures, of de- 
parted worthies, and were gazing with harsh and intol- 
erant criticism at the pursuits and enjoyments of living 
men. 

At about the centre of the oaken panels, that lined the 
hall, was suspended a suit of mail, not, like the pictures, 
an ancestral relic, but of the most modern date; for it 
had been manufactured by a skilful armorer in London, 
the same year in which Governor Bellingham came over 
to New England. There was a steel headpiece, a cuirass, 
a gorget, and greaves, with a pair of gauntlets and a 
sword hanging beneath; all, and especially the helmet 
and breastplate, so highly burnished as to glow with 
white radiance, and scatter an illumination everywhere 
about upon the floor. This bright panoply was not meant 
for mere idle show, but had been worn by the Governor 
on many a solemn muster and training field, and had 
glittered, moreover, at the head of a regiment in the 
Pequod war. For, though bred a lawyer, and accustomed 
to speak of Bacon, Coke, Noye, and Finch as his profes- 
sional associates, the exigencies of this new country had 
transformed Governor Belhngham into a soldier as well 
as a statesman and ruler. 

Little Pearl — who was as greatly pleased with the 
gleaming armor as she had been with the glittering 
frontispiece of the house — spent some time looking into 
the polished mirror of the breastplate. 

"Mother,” cried she, "I see you here. Look! Look!” 

Hester looked, by way of humoring the child; and 
she saw that, owing to the peculiar effect of this convex 
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mirror, the scarlet letter was represented in exaggerated 
and gigantic proportions, so as to be greatly die most 
prominent feature of her appearance. In truth, she 
seemed absolutely hidden behind it. Pearl pointed up- 
ward, also, at a similar picture in the headpiece; smiling 
at her mother, with the elfish intelligence that was so 
familiar an expression on her small physiognomy. That 
look of naughty merriment was likewise reflected in the 
mirror, with so much breadth and intensity of effect, that 
it made Hester Prynne feel as if it could not be the 
image of her own child, but of an imp who was seeking 
to mould itself into Pearl's shape. 

"Come along, Pearl/' said she, drawing her away. 
"Come and look into this fair garden. It may be we shall 
see flowers there; more beautiful ones than we find in 
the woods.” 

Pearl, accordingly, ran to the bow-window, at the far- 
ther end of the hall, and looked along the vista of a 
garden-walk, carpeted with closely shaven grass, and 
bordered with some rude and immature attempt at 
shrubbery. But the proprietor appeared already to have 
relinquished, as hopeless, the effort to perpetuate on this 
side of the Atlantic, in a hard soil and amid the close 
struggle for subsistence, the native English taste for 
ornamental gardening. Cabbages grew in plain sight; 
and a pumpkin-vine, rooted at some distance, had run 
across the intervening space, and deposited one of its 
gigantic products directly beneath the hall-window; as 
if to warn the Governor that this great lump of vege- 
table gold was as rich an ornament as New England 
earth would offer him. There were a few rose-bushes, 
however, and a number of apple-trees, probably the de- 
scendants of those planted by the Reverend Mr. Black- 
stone, the first settler of the peninsula, that half-myth- 
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ological peisonage, who rides through our early annals, 
seated on the back of a bull. 

Pearl, seeing the rose-bushes, began to cry for a red 
rose, and would not be pacified. 

“Hush, child, hush!” said her mother, earnestly. “Do 
not cry, dear little Pearl! I hear voices in the garden. 
The Governor is coming, and gentlemen along with 
him!” 

In fact, adown the vista of the garden avenue a num- 
ber of persons were seen approaching towards the 
house. Pearl, in utter scorn of her mothers attempt to 
quiet her, gave an eldritch scream, and then became 
silent; not from any notion of obedience, but because 
the quick and mobile curiosity of her disposition was 
excited by the appearance of these new personages. 


VIII. THE ELF-CHILD AND THE MINISTER 

Governor Bellingham, in a loose gown and easy cap 
— such as elderly gentlemen loved to endue themselves 
with, in their domestic privacy — walked foremost, and 
appeared to be showing off his estate, and expatiating 
on his projected improvements. The wide circumference 
of an elaborate ruff, beneath his gray beard, in the anti- 
quated fashion of King James’s reign, caused his head 
to look not a little like that of John the Baptist in a 
charger. The impression made by his aspect, so rigid and 
severe, and frost-bitten with more than autumnal age, 
was hardly in keeping with the appliances of worldly 
enjoyment wherewith he had evidently done his utmost 
to surround himself. But it is an error to suppose that 
our grave forefathers — though accustomed to speak and 
think of human existence as a state merely of trial and 
warfare, and though unfeignedly prepared to sacrifice 
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him. “I profess, I have never seen the like, since my 
days of vanity, m old King James's time, when I was 
wont to esteem it a high favor to be admitted to a court 
mask! There used to be a swarm of these small ap- 
paritions, in holiday time; and we called them children 
of the Lord of Misrule. But how gat such a guest into 
my hall?” 

“Ay, indeed!” cried good old Mr. Wilson. “What little 
bird of scarlet plumage may this be? Methinks I have 
seen just such figures, when the sun has been shining 
through a richly painted window, and tracing out the 
golden and crimson images across the floor. But that 
was in the old land. Prithee, young one, who art thou, 
and what has ailed thy mother to bedizen thee in this 
strange fashion? Art thou a Christian child — ha? Dost 
know thy catechism? Or art thou one of those naughty 
elfs or fairies, whom we thought to have left behind us, 
with other relics of Papistry, in merry old England?” 

“I am mothers child,” answered the scarlet vision, 
“and my name is Pearl!” 

“Pearl? — Ruby, rather! — or Coral! — or Red Rose, at 
the very least, judging from thy hue!” responded the old 
minister, putting forth his hand in a vain attempt to pat 
little Pearl on the cheek. “But where is this mother of 
thine? Ah! I see,” he added; and, turning to Governor 
Bellingham, whispered, “This is the selfsame child of 
whom we have held speech together; and behold here 
the unhappy woman, Hester Prynne, her mother!” 

“Sayest thou so?” cried the Governor. “Nay, we might 
have judged that such a child's mother must needs be a 
scarlet woman, and a worthy type of her of Babylon! 
But she comes at a good time; and we will look into this 
matter forthwith.” 

Governor Bellingham stepped through the window 
into the hall, followed by his three guests. 
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“Hester Prynne,” said he, fixing his naturally stem 
regard on the wearer of the scarlet letter, “there hath 
been much question concerning thee, of late. The point 
hath been weightily discussed, whether we, that are of 
authority and influence, do well discharge our con- 
sciences by trusting an immortal soul, such as there is 
in yonder child, to the guidance of one who hath stum- 
bled and fallen, amid the pitfalls of this world. Speak 
thou, the child’s own mother! Were it not, thinkest thou, 
for thy little one’s temporal and eternal welfare that she 
be taken out of thy charge, and clad soberly, and dis- 
ciplined strictly, and instructed in the truths of heaven 
and earth? What canst thou do for the child, in this 
kind?” 

“I can teach my little Pearl what I have learned from 
this!” answered Hester Prynne, laying her finger on the 
red token. 

“Woman, it is thy badge of shame!” replied the stem 
magistrate. “It is because of the stain which that letter 
indicates, that we would transfer thy child to other 
hands.” 

“Nevertheless,” said the mother, calmly, though grow- 
ing more pale, “this badge hath taught me — it daily 
teaches me — it is teaching me at this moment — lessons 
whereof my child may be the wiser and better, albeit 
they can profit nothing to myself.” 

“We will judge warily,” said Bellingham, “and look 
well what we are about to do. Good Master Wilson, I 
pray you, examine this Pearl — since that is her name — 
and see whether she hath had such Christian nurture as 
befits a child of her age.” 

The old minister seated himself in an arm-chair, and 
made an effort to draw Pearl betwixt his knees. But the 
child, unaccustomed to the touch of familiarity of any 
but her mother, escaped through the open window, and 
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stood on the upper step looking like a wild tropical bird, 
of rich plumage, ready to take flight into the upper air. 
Mr. Wilson, not a little astonished at this outbreak — for 
he was a grandfatherly sort of personage, and usually 
a vast favorite with children — essayed, however, to pro- 
ceed with the examination. 

“Pearl,” said he, with great solemnity, "thou must 
take heed to instruction, that so, in due season, thou 
mayest wear in thy bosom the pearl of great price. Canst 
thou tell me, my child, who made thee?” 

Now Pearl knew well enough who made her; for 
Hester Prynne, the daughter of a pious home, very soon 
after her talk with the child about her Heavenly Father, 
had begun to inform her of those truths which the hu- 
man spirit, at whatever stage of immaturity, imbibes 
with such eager interest. Pearl, therefore, so large were 
the attainments of her three years’ lifetime, could have 
borne a fair examination in the New England Primer, 
or the first column of the Westminster Catechisms, al- 
though unacquainted with the outward form of either 
of those celebrated works. But that perversity which all 
children have more or less of, and of which little Pearl 
had a tenfold portion, now, at the most inopportune mo- 
ment, took thorough possession of her, and closed her 
lips, or impelled her to speak words amiss. After putting 
her finger in her mouth, with many ungracious refusals 
to answer good Mr. Wilson’s questions, the child finally 
announced that she had not been made at all, but had 
been plucked by her mother off the bush of wild roses 
that grew by the prison-door. 

This fantasy was probably suggested by the near 
proximity of the Governor’s red roses, as Pearl stood 
outside of the window; together with her recollection of 
the prison rose-bush, which she had passed in coming 
hither. 
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Old Roger Chillingworth, with a smile on his face, 
whispered something in the young clergyman s ear. Hes- 
ter Prynne looked at the man of skill, and even then, 
with her fate hanging in the balance, was startled to 
perceive what a change had come over his features— 
how much uglier they were — how his dark complexion 
seemed to have grown duskier, and his figure more mis- 
shapen — since the days when she had familiarly known 
him. She met his eyes for an instant, but was immedi- 
ately constrained to give all her attention to the scene 
now going forward. 

"This is awful!” cried the Governor, slowly recovering 
from the astonishment into which Pearl's response had 
thrown him. "Here is a child of three years old, and she 
cannot tell who made her! Without question, she is 
equally in the dark as to her soul, its present depravity, 
and future destiny! Methinks, gentlemen, we need in- 
quire no further.” 

Hester caught hold of Pearl, and drew her forcibly 
into her arms, confronting the old Puritan magistrate 
with almost a fierce expression. Alone in the world, cast 
off by it, and with this sole treasure to keep her heart 
alive, she felt that she possessed indefeasible rights 
against the world, and was ready to defend them to the 
death. 

"God gave me the child!” cried she. "He gave her in 
requital of all things else, which ye had taken from me. 
She is my happiness! — she is my torture, none the less! 
Pearl keeps me here in life! Pearl punishes me too! See 
ye not, she is the scarlet letter, only capable of being 
loved, and so endowed with a million-fold the power 
of retribution for my sin? Ye shall not take her! I will 
die first!” 

"My poor woman,” said the not unkind old minister, 
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“the child shall be well cared fori — far better than thou 
canst do it.” 

“God gave her into my keeping,” repeated Hester 
Prynne, raising her voice almost to a shriek. “I will not 
give her up!” — And here, by a sudden impulse, she 
turned to the young clergyman, Mr. Dimmesdale, at 
whom, up to this moment, she had seemed hardly so 
much as once to direct her eyes. — “Speak thou for me!” 
cried she. “Thou wast my pastor, and hadst charge of 
my soul, and knowest me better than these men can. 

I will not lose the child! Speak for me! Thou knowest — 
for thou hast sympathies which these men lack! — thou 
knowest what is in my heart, and what are a mother s 
rights, and how much the stronger they are, when that 
mother has but her child and the scarlet letter! Look 
thou to it! I will not lose the child! Look to it!” 

At this wild and singular appeal, which indicated that 
Hester Prynne’s situation had provoked her to little less 
than madness, the young minister at once came forward, 
pale, and holding his hand over his heart, as was his 
custom whenever his peculiarly nervous temperament 
was thrown into agitation. He looked now more care- 
worn and emaciated than as we described him at the 
scene of Hester s public ignominy; and whether it were 
his failing health, or whatever the cause might be, his 
large dark eyes had a world of pain in their troubled 
and melancholy depth. 

“There is truth in what she says,” began the minister, 
with a voice sweet, tremulous, but powerful, insomuch 
that the hall reechoed, and the hollow armor rang with 
it — “truth in what Hester says, and in the feeling which 
inspires her! God gave her the child, and gave her, too, 
an instinctive knowledge of its nature and requirements 
1 — both seemingly so peculiar — which no other mortal 
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being can possess. And, moreover, is there not a quality 
of awful sacredness in the relation between this mother 
and this child?” 

"Ay! — how is that, good Master Dimmesdale?” inter- 
rupted the Governor. "Make that plain, I pray you!” 

"It must be even so,” resumed the minister. “For, if 
we deem it otherwise, do we not thereby say that the 
Heavenly Father, the Creator of all flesh, hath lightly 
recognized a deed of sin, and made of no account the 
distinction between unhallowed lust and holy love? This 
child of its father's guilt and its mother s shame hath 
come from the hand of God, to work in many ways 
upon her heart, who pleads so earnestly, and with such 
bitterness of spirit, the right to keep her. It was meant 
for a blessing, for the one blessing of her life! It was 
meant, doubtless, as the mother herself hath told us, for 
a retribution too; a torture to be felt at many an un- 
thought-of moment; a pang, a sting, an ever-recurring 
agony, in the midst of a troubled joy! Hath she not ex- 
pressed this thought in the garb of the poor child, so 
forcibly reminding us of that red symbol which sears her 
bosom?” 

"Well said, again!” cried good Mr. Wilson. “I feared 
the woman had no better thought than to make a moun- 
tebank of her child!” 

"Oh, not so! — not so!” continued Mr. Dimmesdale. 
"She recognizes, believe me, the solemn miracle which 
God hath wrought, in the existence of that child. And 
may she feel, too — what, methinks, is the very truth — 
that this boon was meant, above all things else, to keep 
the mother's soul alive, and to preserve her from blacker 
depths of sin into which Satan might else have sought 
to plunge her! Therefore it is good for this poor, sinful 
woman that she hath an infant immortality, a being ca- 
pable of eternal joy or sorrow, confided to her care — to 
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be trained up by her to righteousness — to remind her, 
at every moment, of her fall — but yet to teach her, as it 
were by the Creator’s sacred pledge, that, if she bring 
the child to heaven, the child also will bring its parent 
thither! Herein is the sinful mother happier than the sin- 
ful father. For Hester Prynne’s sake, then, and no less 
for the poor child’s sake, let us leave them as Providence 
hath seen fit to place them!” 

“You speak, my friend, with a strange earnestness,” 
said old Roger Chillingworth, smiling at him. 

“And there is a weighty import in what my young 
brother hath spoken,” added the Reverend Mr. Wilson. 
“What say you, worshipful Master Bellingham? Hath he 
not pleaded well for the poor woman?” 

“Indeed hath he,” answered the magistrate, “and hath 
adduced such arguments, that we will even leave the 
matter as it now stands; so long, at least, as there shall 
be no further scandal in the woman. Care must be had, 
nevertheless, to put the child to due and stated examina- 
tion in the catechism, at thy hands or Master Dimmes- 
dale’s. Moreover, at a proper season, the tithing-men 
must take heed that she go both to school and to meet- 
ing.” 

The young minister, on ceasing to speak, had with- 
drawn a few steps from the group, and stood with his 
face partially concealed in the heavy folds of the win- 
dow-curtains; while the shadow of his figure, which the 
sunlight cast upon the floor, was tremulous with the 
vehemence of his appeal. Pearl, that wild and flighty 
little elf, stole softly towards him, and taking his hand 
in the grasp of both her own, laid her cheek against it; 
a caress so tender, and withal so unobtrusive, that her 
mother, who was looking on, asked herself — “Is that 
my Pearl?” Yet she knew that there was love in the 
child’s heart, although it mostly revealed itself in pas- 
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sion, and hardly twice in her lifetime had been softened 
by such gentleness as now. The minister — for, save the 
long-sought regards of woman, nothing is sweeter than 
these marks of childish preference, accorded spontane- 
ously by a spiritual instinct, and therefore seeming to 
imply in us something truly worthy to be loved — the 
minister looked round, laid his hand on the child's head, 
hesitated an instant, and then kissed her brow. Little 
Pearl's unwonted mood of sentiment lasted no longer; 
she laughed, and went capering down the hall, so airily, 
that old Mr. Wilson raised a question whether even her 
tiptoes touched the floor. 

"The little baggage hath witchcraft in her, I profess,” 
said he to Mr. Dimmesdale. "She needs no old womans 
broomstick to fly withal!” 

• "A strange child!” remarked old Roger Chillingworth. 
"It is easy to see the mother's part in her. Would it be 
beyond a philosopher's research, think ye, gentlemen, to 
analyze that child's nature, and, from its make and 
mould, to give a shrewd guess at the father?” 

"Nay; it would be sinful, in such a question, to follow 
the clew of profane philosophy,” said Mr. Wilson. "Bet- 
ter to fast and pray upon it; and still better, it may be, 
to leave the mystery as we find it, unless Providence 
reveal it of its own accord. Thereby, every good Chris- 
tian man hath a title to show a father's kindness towards 
the poor, deserted babe.” 

The affair being so satisfactorily concluded, Hester 
Prynne, with Pearl, departed from the house. As they 
descended the steps, it is averred that the lattice of a 
chamber-window was thrown open, and forth into the 
sunny day was thrust the face of Mistress Hibbins, Gov- 
ernor Bellingham's bitter-tempered sister, and the same 
who, a few years later, was executed as a witch. 

"Hist, hist!” said she, while her ill-omened physiog- 
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nomy seemed to cast a shadow over the cheerful new- 
ness of the house. “Wilt thou go with us tonight? There 
will be a merry company in the forest; and I wellnigh 
promised the Black Man that comely Hester Prynne 
should make one.” 

“Make my excuse to him, so please you!” answered 
Hester, with a triumphant smile. “I must tarry at home, 
and keep watch over my little Pearl. Had they taken her 
from me, I would willingly have gone with thee into 
the forest, and signed my name in the Black Man’s book 
too, and that with mine own blood!” 

“We shall have thee there anon!” said the witch-lady, 
frowning, as she drew back her head. 

But here — if we suppose this interview betwixt Mis- 
tress Hibbins and Hester Prynne to be authentic, and 
not a parable — was already an illustration of the young 
minister’s argument against sundering the relation of a 
fallen mother to the offspring of her frailty. Even thus 
early had the child saved her from Satan’s snare. 

IX. THE LEECH 

Under the appellation of Roger Chillingworth, the 
reader will remember, was hidden another name, which 
its former wearer had resolved should never more be 
spoken. It has been related how, in the crowd that wit- 
nessed Hester Prynne’s ignominious exposure, stood a 
man, elderly, travel-worn, who, just emerging from the 
perilous wilderness, beheld the woman, in whom he 
hoped to find embodied the warmth and cheerfulness 
of home, set up as a type of sin before the people. Her 
matronly fame was trodden under all men’s feet. Infamy 
was babbling around her in the public market-place. For 
her kindred, should the tidings ever reach them, and 
for the companions of her unspotted life, there remained 
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nothing but the contagion of her dishonor — which would 
not fail to be distributed in strict accordance and pro- 
portion with the intimacy and sacredness of their previ- 
ous relationship. Then why — since the choice was with 
himself — should the individual, whose connection wife 
the fallen woman had been the most intimate and sacred 
of them all, come forward to vindicate his claim to an 
inheritance so little desirable? He resolved not to be 
pilloried beside her on her pedestal of shame. Unknown 
to all but Hester Prynne, and possessing the lock and 
key of her silence, he chose to withdraw his name from 
the roll of mankind, and, as regarded his former ties and 
interests, to vanish out of life as completely as if he 
indeed lay at the bottom of the ocean, whither rumor 
had long ago consigned him. This purpose once effected, 
new interests would immediately spring up, and likewise 
a new purpose; dark, it is true, if not guilty, but of force 
enough to engage the full strength of his faculties. 

In pursuance of this resolve, he took up his residence 
in the Puritan town, as Roger Chillingworth, without 
other introduction than the learning and intelligence of 
which he possessed more than a common measure. As 
his studies, at a previous period of his life, had made 
him extensively acquainted with the medical science of 
the day, it was as a physician that he presented himself, 
and as such was cordially received. Skilful men, of the 
medical and chirurgical profession, were of rare occur- 
rence in the colony. They seldom, it would appear, par- 
took of the religious zeal that brought other emigrants 
across the Atlantic. In their researches into the human 
frame, it may be that the higher and more subtile facul- 
ties of such men were materialized, and that they lost 
the spiritual view of existence amid the intricacies of 
that wondrous mechanism, which seemed to involve art 
enough to comprise all of life within itself. At all events, 
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the health of the good town of Boston, so far as medicine 
had aught to do with it, had hitherto lain in the guardi- 
anship of an aged deacon and apothecary, whose piety 
and godly depoitment were stronger testimonials in his 
favor than any that he could have produced in the shape 
of a diploma. The only surgeon was one who combined 
the occasional exercise of that noble art with the daily 
and habitual flourish of a razor. To such a professional 
body Roger Chillingworth was a brilliant acquisition. He 
soon manifested his familiarity with the ponderous and 
imposing machinery of antique physic, in which every 
remedy contained a multitude of far-fetched and hetero- 
geneous ingredients, as elaborately compounded as if 
the proposed result had been the Elixir of Life. In his 
Indian captivity, moreover, he had gained much knowl- 
edge of the properties of native herbs and roots; nor did 
he conceal from his patients, that these simple medi- 
cines, Nature’s boon to the untutored savage, had quite 
as large a share of his own confidence as the European 
pharmacopoeia, which so many learned doctors had spent 
centuries in elaborating. 

This learned stranger was exemplary, as regarded, at 
least, the outward forms of a religious life, and, early 
after his arrival, had chosen for his spiritual guide the 
Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale. The young divine, whose 
scholar-like renown still lived in Oxford, was considered 
by his more fervent admirers as little less than a heaven- 
ordained apostle, destined, should he live and labor for 
the ordinary term of life, to do as great deeds for the 
now feeble New England Church as the early Fathers 
had achieved for the infancy of the Christian faith. 
About this peiiod, however, the health of Mr. Dimmes- 
dale had evidently begun to fail. By those best ac- 
quainted with his habits, the paleness of the young 
minister s cheek was accounted for by his too earnest 
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devotion to study, his scrupulous fulfilment of parochial 
duty, and, more than all, by the fasts and vigils of which 
he made a frequent piactice, in order to keep the gross- 
ness of this earthly state from clogging and obscuring 
his spiritual lamp. Some declared, that, if Mr. Dimmes- 
dale were really going to die, it was cause enough, that 
the world was not worthy to be any longer trodden by 
his feet. He himself, on the other hand, with characteris- 
tic humility, avowed his belief, that, if Providence should 
see fit to remove him, it would be because of his own 
unworthiness to perform its humblest mission here on 
earth. With all this difference of opinion as to the cause 
of his decline, there could be no question of the fact. 
His form grew emaciated; his voice, though still rich and 
sweet, had a certain melancholy prophecy of decay in 
it; he was often observed, on any slight alarm or other 
sudden accident, to put his hand over his heart, with 
first a flush and then a paleness, indicative of pain. 

Such was the young clergyman's condition, and so 
imminent the prospect that his dawning light would be 
extinguished, all untimely, when Roger Chillingworth 
made his advent to the town. His first entry on the scene, 
few people could tell whence, dropping down, as it 
were, out of the sky, or starting from the nether earth, 
had an aspect of mystery, which was easily heightened 
to the miraculous. He was now known to be a man of 
skill; it was observed that he gathered herbs, and the 
blossoms of wild-flowers, and dug up roots, and plucked 
off twigs from the forest-trees, like one acquainted with 
hidden virtues in what was valueless to common eyes. 
He was heard to speak of Sir Kenelm Digby, and other 
famous men — whose scientific attainments were es- 
teemed hardly less than supernatural — as having been 
his correspondents or associates. Why, with such rank 
in the learned world, had he come hither? What could 
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he, whose sphere was in great cities, be seeking in the 
wilderness? In answer to this query, a rumor gained 
ground — and, however absurd, was entertained by some 
veiy sensible people — that Heaven had wrought an ab- 
solute miracle, by tiansporting an eminent Doctor of 
Physic, from a German university, bodily through the 
air, and setting him down at the door of Mr. Dimmes- 
dale’s study! Individuals of wiser faith, indeed, who 
knew that Heaven promotes its purposes without aiming 
at the stage-effect of what is called miraculous inter- 
position, were inclined to see a providential hand in 
Roger Chillingworth’s so opportune arrival. 

The idea was countenanced by the strong interest 
which the physician ever manifested in the young clergy- 
man; he attached himself to him as a parishioner, and 
sought to win a friendly regard and confidence from his 
naturally reserved sensibility. He expressed great alarm 
at his pastor’s state of health, but was anxious to at- 
tempt the cure, and, if early undertaken, seemed not 
despondent of a favorable result. The elders, the dea- 
cons, the motherly dames, and the young and fair 
maidens, of Mr. Dimmes dale’s flock, were alike importu- 
nate that he should make trial of the physician’s frankly 
offered skill. Mr. Dimmesdale gently repelled their en- 
treaties. 

*1 need no medicine,” said he. 

But how could the young minister say so, when, with 
every successive Sabbath, his cheek was paler and thin- 
ner, and his voice more tremulous than before — when 
it had now become a constant habit, rather than a casual 
gesture, to press his hand over his heart? Was he weary 
of his labors? Did he wish to die? These questions were 
solemnly propounded to Mr Dimmesdale by the elder 
ministers of Boston and the deacons of his church, who, 
to use their own phrase, “dealt with him” on the sin of 
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rejecting the aid which Providence so manifestly held 
out He listened in silence, and finally promised to con- 
fer with the physician. 

“Were it God's will,” said the Reverend Mr. Dim- 
mesdale, when, in fulfilment of this pledge, he requested 
old Roger Chillingworth's professional advice, “I could 
be well content that my labors, and my sorrows, and 
my sins, and my pains, should shortly end with me, and 
what is earthly of them be buried in my grave, and the 
spiritual gp with me to my eternal state, rather than that 
you should put your skill to the proof in my behalf.” 

“Ah,” replied Roger Chillingworth, with that quiet- 
ness which, whether imposed or natural, marked all his 
deportment, “it is thus that a young clergyman is apt 
to speak. Youthful men, not having taken a deep root, 
give up their hold of life so easily! And saintly men, 
who walk with God on earth, would fain be away, to 
walk with him on the golden pavements of the New 
Jerusalem.” 

“Nay,” rejoined the young minister, putting his hand 
to his heart, with a flush of pain flitting over his brow, 
“were I worthier to walk there, I could be better content 
to toil here.” 

“Good men ever interpret themselves too meanly,” 
said the physician. 

In this manner, the mysterious old Roger Chilling- 
worth became the medical adviser of the Reverend Mr. 
Dimmesdale. As not only the disease interested the phy- 
sician, but he was strongly moved to look into the char- 
acter and qualities of the patient, these two men, so 
different in age, came gradually to spend much time to- 
gether. For the sake of the minister's health, and to 
enable the leech to gather plants with healing balm in 
them, they took long walks on the sea-shore, or in the 
forest; mingling various talk with the plash and murmur 
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of the waves, and the solemn wind-anthem among the 
tree-tops. Often, likewise, one was the guest of the other, 
in his place of study and retirement. There was a fasci- 
nation for the minister in the company of the man of 
science, m whom he recognized an intellectual cultiva- 
tion of no moderate depth or scope; together with a 
range and fieedom of ideas that he would have vainly 
looked for among the members of his own profession. 
In truth, he was startled, if not shocked, to find this at- 
tribute in the physician. Mr. Dimmesdale was a true 
priest, a true religionist, with the reverential sentiment 
largely developed, and an order of mind that impelled 
itself powerfully along the track of a creed, and wore its 
passage continually deeper with the lapse of time. In no 
state of society would he have been what is called a 
man of liberal views; it would always be essential to his 
peace to feel the pressure of a faith about him, support- 
ing, while it confined him within its iion framework. Not 
the less, however, though with a tremulous enjoyment, 
did he feel the occasional relief of looking at the uni- 
verse through the medium of another kind of intellect 
than those with which he habitually held converse. It 
was as if a window were thrown open, admitting a freer 
atmosphere into the close and stifled study, where his 
life was wasting itself away, amid lamplight, or ob- 
structed day-beams, and the musty fragrance, be it sen- 
sual or moral, that exhales from books. But the air was 
too fresh and chill to be long breathed with comfort. 
So the minister, and the physician with him, withdrew 
again within the limits of what their church defined as 
orthodox. 

Thus Roger Chillingworth scrutinized his patient 
carefully, both as he saw him in his ordinary life, keep- 
ing an accustomed pathway in the range of thoughts 
familiar to him, and as he appeared when thrown amidst 
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other moral scenery, the novelty of which might call out 
something new to the surface of his character. He 
deemed it essential, it would seem, to know the man, 
before attempting to do him good. Whexever there is a 
heart and an intellect, the diseases of the physical frame 
are tinged with the peculiarities of these. In Arthur 
Dimmesdale, thought and imagination were so active, 
and sensibility so intense, that the bodily infirmity would 
be likely to have its groundwoik there. So Roger Chill- 
ingworth — the man of skill, the kind and friendly phy- 
sician — strove to go deep into his patient’s bosom, delv- 
ing among his principles, prying into his recollections, 
and probing everything with a cautious touch, like a 
treasure-seeker in a dark cavern. Few secrets can es- 
cape an investigator, who has opportunity and license 
to undertake such a quest, and skill to follow it up. A 
man burdened with a seciet should especially avoid the 
intimacy of his physician. If the latter possess native 
sagacity, and a nameless something more — let us call it 
intuition; if he show no intrusive egotism, nor disagree- 
ably prominent characteristics of his own, if he have the 
power, which must be born with him, to bring his mind 
into such affinity with his patient’s, that this last shall 
unawares have spoken what he imagines himself only 
to have thought; if such revelations be received without 
tumult, and acknowledged not so often by an uttered 
sympathy as by silence, an inarticulate breath, and here 
and there a word, to indicate that all is understood; if 
to these qualifications of a confidant be joined the ad- 
vantages afforded by his recognized character as a phy- 
sician — then, at some inevitable moment, will the soul 
of the sufferer be dissolved, and flow forth in a dark, but 
transparent stream, bringing all its mysteries into the 
daylight. 

Roger Chillingworth possessed all, or most, of the at- 
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tributes above enumerated. Nevertheless, time went on; 
a kind of intimacy, as we have said, grew up between 
these two cultivated minds, which had as wide a field 
as the whole sphere of human thought and study, to 
meet upon; they discussed every topic of ethics and re- 
ligion, of public affairs and private chaiacter; they talked 
much, on both sides, of matters that seemed personal to 
themselves; and yet no secret, such as the physician 
fancied must exist there, ever stole out of the minister's 
consciousness into his companion's ear. The latter had 
his suspicions, indeed, that even the nature of Mr. Dim- 
mesdale's bodily disease had never fairly been revealed 
to him. It was a strange reserve! 

After a time, at a hint from Roger Chillingworth, the 
friends of Mr. Dimmesdale effected an arrangement by 
which the two were lodged in the same house; so that 
every ebb and flow of the minister's life-tide might pass 
under the eye of his anxious and attached physician. 
There was much joy throughout the town when this 
greatly desirable object was attained. It was held to be 
die best possible measure for the young clergyman's 
welfare; unless, indeed, as often urged by such as felt 
authorized to do so, he had selected some one of the 
many blooming damsels, spiritually devoted to him, to 
become his devoted wife. This latter step, however, 
there was no present prospect that Arthur Dimmesdale 
would be prevailed upon to take, he rejected all sug- 
gestions of the kind, as if priestly celibacy were one of 
his articles of church-discipline. Doomed by his own 
choice, therefore, as Mr. Dimmesdale so evidently was, 
to eat his unsavoiy morsel always at another's board, 
and endure the life-long chill which must be his lot who 
seeks to warm himself only at another's fireside, it truly 
seemed that this sagacious, experienced, benevolent old 
physician, with his concord of paternal and reverential 
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love for the young pastor, was the very man of all man- 
kind to be constantly within reach of his voice. 

The new abode of the two friends was with a pious 
widow, of good social rank, who dwelt in a house cover- 
ing pretty nearly the site on which the venerable struc- 
ture of King's Chapel has since been built. It had the 
graveyard, originally Isaac Johnson's homefield, on one 
side, and so well adapted to call up serious reflections, 
suited to their respective employments, in both minister 
and man of physic. The motherly care of the good 
widow assigned to Mr. Dimmesdale a front apartment, 
with a sunny exposure, and heavy window-curtains, to 
create a noontide shadow, when desirable. The walls 
were hung round with tapestry, said to be from the 
Gobelin looms, and at all events, representing the Scrip- 
tural story of David and Bathsheba, and Nathan the 
Prophet, in colors still unfaded, but which made the fair 
woman of the scene almost as grimly picturesque as 
the woe-denouncing seer. Here, the pale clergyman 
piled up his library, rich with parchment-bound folios 
of the Fathers, and the lore of Rabbis, and monkish 
erudition, of which the Protestant divines, even while 
they vilified and decried that class of writers, were yet 
constrained often to avail themselves. On the other side 
of the house, old Roger Chiflingworth arranged his 
study and laboratory; not such as a modem man of 
science would reckon even tolerably complete, but pro- 
vided with a distilling apparatus, and the means of 
compounding drugs and chemicals, which the practised 
alchemist knew well how to turn to purpose. With such 
commodiousness of situation, these two learned persons 
sat themselves down, each in his own domain, yet fa- 
miliarly passing from one apartment to the other, and 
bestowing a mutual and not incurious inspection into 
one another's business. 



THE SCARLET LETTER 351 

And the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale’s best discern- 
ing friends, as we have intimated, very reasonably im- 
agined that the hand of Providence had done all this, for 
the purpose — besought in so many public, and domestic, 
and secret prayers — of restoring the young minister to 
health. But — it must now be said — another portion of 
the community had latterly begun to take its own view 
of the relation betwixt Mr. Dimmesdale and the mys- 
terious old physician. When an uninstructed multitude 
attempts to see with its eyes, it is exceedingly apt to be 
deceived. When, however, it forms its judgment, as it 
usually does, on the intuitions of its great and warm 
heart, the conclusions thus attained are often so pro- 
found and so unerring, as to possess the character of 
truths supernaturally revealed. The people, in the case 
of which we speak, could justify its prejudice against 
Roger Chillingworth by no fact or argument worthy of 
serious refutation. There was an aged handicraftsman, 
it is true, who had been a citizen of London at the 
period of Sir Thomas Overbuys murder, now some 
thirty years agone; he testified to having seen the physi- 
cian, under some other name, which the narrator of the 
story had now forgotten, in company with Doctor For- 
man, the famous old conjurer, who was implicated in 
the affair of Overbury. Two or three individuals hinted, 
that the man of skill, during his Indian captivity, had 
enlarged his medical attainments by joining in the in- 
cantations of the savage priests; who were universally 
acknowledged to be powerful enchanters, often per- 
forming seemingly miraculous cures by their skill in the 
black art. A large number — and many of these were 
persons of such sober sense and practical observation 
that their opinions would have been valuable in other 
matters — affirmed that Roger Chillingworth’s aspect had 
undergone a lemarkable change while he had dwelt in 
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town, and especially since his abode with Mr. Dim- 
mesdale. At first his expiession had been calm, medita- 
tive, scholar-like. Now, there was something ugly and 
evil in his face, which they had not previously noticed, 
and which grew still the more obvious to sight the of- 
tener they looked upon him. According to the vulgar 
idea, the fire in his laboratory had been bi ought from 
the lower regions, and was fed with infernal fuel, and 
so, as*might be expected, his visage was getting sooty 
with the smoke. 

To sum up the matter, it grew to be a widely dif- 
fused opinion, that the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, 
like many other personages of especial sanctity, in all 
ages of the Christian world was haunted either by Satan 
himself, or Satan’s emissary, in the guise of old Roger 
Chillingworth. This diabolical agent had the Divine per- 
mission, for a season, to burrow into the clergymans 
intimacy, and plot against his soul. No sensible man, it 
was confessed, could doubt on which side the victory 
would turn. The people looked, with an unshaken hope, 
to see the minister come forth out of the conflict trans- 
figured with the glory which he would unquestionably 
win. Meanwhile, nevertheless, it was sad to think of 
the perchance mortal agony through which he must 
struggle towards his triumph. 

Alas! to judge from the gloom and terror in the depths 
of the poor minister’s eyes, the battle was a soie one, 
and the victory anything but secure. 


X. THE LEECH AND HIS PATIENT 

Old Roger Chillingworth, throughout life, had been 
calm in temperament, kindly, though not of warm affec- 
tions, but ever, and in all his relations with the world, 
a pure and upright man. He had begun an investigation, 
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as he imagined, with the severe and equal integrity of a 
judge, desirous only of truth, even as if the question in- 
volved no more than the air-drawn lines and figures of 
a geometrical problem, instead of human passions, and 
wrongs inflicted on himself. But, as he proceeded, a 
terrible fascination, a kind of fierce, though still calm, 
necessity seized the old man within its gripe, and never 
set him free again until he had done all its bidding. He 
now dug into the poor clergymans heart, like a miner 
searching for gold; or, rather, like a sexton delving into 
a grave, possibly in quest of a jewel that had been 
buried on the dead man’s bosom, but likely to find noth- 
ing save mortality and corruption. Alas for his own soul, 
if these were what he sought! 

Sometimes a light glimmered out of the physician’s 
eyes, burning blue and ominous, like the reflection of a 
furnace, or, let us say, like one of those gleams of ghastly 
fire that darted from Bunyan’s awful doorway in the 
hill-side, and quivered on the pilgrim’s face. The soil 
where this dark miner was working had perchance 
shown indications that encouraged him. 

"This man,” said he, at one such moment, to himself, 
"pure as they deem him — all spiritual as he seems — hath 
inherited a strong animal nature from his father or his 
mother. Let us dig a little further in the direction of 
this vein!” 

Then, after long search into the minister’s dim inte- 
rior, and turning over many precious materials, in the 
shape of high aspirations for the welfare of his race, 
warm love of souls, pure sentiments, natural piety, 
strengthened by thought and study, and illuminated by 
revelation — all of which invaluable gold was perhaps 
no better than rubbish to the seeker — he would turn 
back discouraged, and begin his quest towards another 
point. He groped along as stealthily, with as cautious a 
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tread, and as wary an outlook, as a thief entering a 
chamber where a man lies only half asleep — or, it may 
be, broad awake — with purpose to steal the very treas- 
ure which this man guards as the apple of his eye. In 
spite of his premeditated carefulness, the floor would 
now and then creak; his garments would lustle; the 
shadow of his presence, in a forbidden pioximity, would 
be thrown across his victim. In other words, Mr. Dim- 
mesdale, whose sensibility of nerve often produced the 
effect of spiritual intuition, would become vaguely aware 
that something inimical to his peace had thrust itself into 
relation with him. But old Roger Chillingworth, too, had 
perceptions that were almost intuitive; and when the 
minister threw his startled eyes towards him, there the 
physician sat; his kind, watchful, sympathizing, but 
never intrusive friend. 

Yet Mr. Dimmesdale would perhaps have seen this 
individual's character more perfectly, if a certain mor- 
bidness, to which sick hearts are liable, had not rendered 
him suspicious of all mankind. Trusting no man as his 
friend, he could not recognize his enemy when the latter 
actually appeared. He therefore still kept up a familiar 
intercourse with him, daily receiving the old physician 
in his study; or visiting the laboratory, and, for rec- 
reation s sake, watching the processes by which weeds 
were converted into drugs of potency. 

One day, leaning his forehead on his hand, and his 
elbow on the sill of the open window, that looked to- 
wards the graveyard, he talked with Roger Chilling- 
worth, while the old man was examining a bundle of 
unsightly plants. 

“Where,” asked he, with a look askance at them — for 
it was the clergyman's peculiarity that he seldom, nowa- 
days, looked straightforth at any object, whether human 
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or inanimate — “where, my kind doctor, did you gather 
those herbs, with such a dark, flabby leaf?” 

“Even in the graveyard here at hand,” answered the 
physician continuing his employment. “They are new 
to me. I found them growing on a grave, which bore no 
tombstone, nor other memorial of the dead man, save 
these ugly weeds, that have taken upon themselves to 
keep him in remembrance. They grew out of his heart, 
and typify, it may be, some hideous secret that was 
buried with him, and which he had done better to con- 
fess during his lifetime.” 

“Perchance,” said Mr. Dimmesdale, “he earnestly de- 
sired it, but could not.” 

“And wherefore?” rejoined the physician. ‘Wherefore 
not; since all the powers of nature call so earnestly for 
the confession of sin, that these black weeds have sprung 
up out of a buried heart, to make manifest- an unspoken 
crime?” 

“That, good Sir, is but a fantasy of yours,” replied the 
minister. “There can be, if I forebode aright, no power, 
short of the Divine mercy, to disclose, whether by ut- 
tered words, or by type or emblem, the secrets that may 
be buried with a human heart. The heart, making itself 
guilty of such secrets, must perforce hold them, until 
the day when all hidden things shall be revealed. Nor 
have I so read or interpreted Holy Writ, as to under- 
stand that the disclosure of human thoughts and deeds, 
then to be made, is intended as a part of the retribution. 
That, surely, were a shallow view of it. No; these revela- 
tions, unless I greatly err, are meant merely to promote 
the intellectual satisfaction of all intelligent beings, who 
will stand waiting, on that day, to see the dark problem 
of this life made plain. A knowledge of men s hearts will 
be needful to the completest solution of that problem. 
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And I conceive, moreover, that the hearts holding such 
miserable secrets as you speak of will yield them up, at 
that last day, not with reluctance, but with a joy un- 
utterable.” 

“Then why not reveal them here?” asked Roger 
Chillingworth, glancing quietly aside at the minister. 
“Why should not the guilty ones sooner avail themselves 
of this unutterable solace?” 

“They mostly do,” said the clergyman, griping hard 
at his breast as if afflicted with an importunate throb of 
pain. “Many, many a poor soul hath given its confidence 
to me, not only on the death-bed, but while strong in 
life, and fair in reputation. And ever, after such an out- 
pouring, oh, what a relief have I witnessed in those sin- 
ful brethren! even as in one who at last draws free air, 
after long stifling with his own polluted breath. How 
can it be otherwise? Why should a wretched man, guilty, 
we will say, of murder, prefer to keep the dead corpse 
buried in his own heart, rather than fling it forth at 
once, and let the universe take care of it!” 

“Yet some men bury their secrets thus,” observed the 
calm physician. 

“True; there are such men,” answered Mr. Dimmes- 
dale. “But, not to suggest more obvious reasons, it may 
be that they are kept silent by the very constitution of 
their nature. Or — can we not suppose it? — guilty as they 
may be, retaining, nevertheless, a zeal for God's glory 
and man's welfare, they shrink from displaying them- 
selves black and filthy in the view of men; because, 
thenceforward, no good can be achieved by them; no 
evil of the past be redeemed by better service. So, to 
their own unutterable torment, they go about among 
their fellow-creatures, looking pure as new-fallen snow 
while their hearts are all speckled and spotted with 
iniquity of which they cannot rid themselves.” 
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“These men deceive themselves/' said Roger Chilling- 
woith, with somewhat more emphasis than usual, and 
making a slight gesture with his forefinger. "They fear 
to take up the shame that rightfully belongs to them. 
Their love for man, their zeal for God’s service — these 
holy impulses may or may not coexist in their hearts 
with the evil inmates to which their guilt has unbarred 
the door, and which must needs propagate a hellish 
breed within them. But, if they seek to glorify God, let 
them not lift heavenward their unclean hands! If they 
would serve their fellowmen, let them do it by making 
manifest the power and reality of conscience, “in con- 
straining them to penitential self-abasement! Wouldst 
thou have me to believe, O wise and pious friend, that 
a false show can be better — can be more for God’s glory, 
or man s welfare — than God’s own truth? Trust me, such 
men deceive themselves!” 

"It may be so,” said the young clergyman, indiffer- 
ently, as waiving a discussion that he considered ir- 
relevant or unreasonable. He had a ready faculty, in- 
deed, of escaping from any topic that agitated his too 
sensitive and nervous temperament. "But, now, I would 
ask of my well-skilled physician, whether, in good sooth, 
he deems me to have profited by his kindly caie of this 
weak frame of mine?” 

Before Roger Chillingworth could answer, they heard 
the clear, wild laughter of a young child’s voice, pro- 
ceeding from the adjacent burial-ground. Looking in- 
stinctively from the open window — for it was summer- 
time — the minister beheld Hester Prynne and little Pearl 
passing along the footpath that traversed the enclosure. 
Pearl looked as beautiful as the day, but was in one of 
those moods of perverse merriment which, whenever they 
occurred, seemed to remove her entirely out of the sphere 
of sympathy or human contact. She now skipped ir- 
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reverently from one grave to another; until, coming to 
the broad, flat, armorial tombstone of a departed worthy 
— perhaps of Isaac Johnson himself — she began to dance 
upon it. In reply to her mother’s command and entreaty 
that she would behave more decorously, little Pearl 
paused to gather the prickly burrs from a tall burdock 
which grew beside the tomb. Taking a handful of these, 
she arranged them along the lines of the scarlet letter 
that decorated the maternal bosom, to which the burrs, 
as their nature was, tenaciously adhered. Hester did not 
pluck them off. 

Roger Chillingworth had by this time approached the 
window, and smiled grimly down. 

"There is no law, nor reverence for authority, no re- 
gard for human ordinances or opinions, right or wrong, 
mixed up with that child’s composition,” remarked he, 
as much to himself as to his companion. "I saw her, the 
other day, bespatter the Governor himself with water, 
at the cattle-trough in Spring Lane. What, in Heavens 
name, is she? Is the imp altogether evil? Hath she affec- 
tions? Hath she any discoverable principle of being?” 

"None — save the freedom of a broken law,” answered 
Mr. Dimmesdale, in a quiet way, as if he had been dis- 
cussing the point within himself. "Whether capable of 
good, I know not.” 

The child probably overheard their voices; for, look- 
ing up to the window, with a bright, but naughty smile 
of mirth and intelligence, she threw one of the prickly 
burrs at the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale. The sensitive 
clergyman shrunk, with nervous dread, from the light 
missile. Detecting his emotion. Pearl clapped her little 
hands in the most extravagant ecstasy. Hester Prynne, 
likewise, had involuntarily looked up; and all these four 
persons, old and young, regarded one another in silence, 
till the child laughed aloud; and shouted — "Come away, 
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mother! Come away, or yonder old Black Man will catch 
you! He hath got hold of the minister already. Come 
away, mother, or he will catch you! But he cannot catch 
little Pearl!” 

So she drew her mother away, skipping, dancing, and 
frisking fantastically, among the hillocks of the dead 
people, like a creature that had nothing in common with 
a bygone and buried generation, nor owned herself akin 
to it. It was as if she had been made afresh, out of new 
elements, and must perforce be permitted to live her 
own life, and be a law unto herself, without her eccen- 
tricities being reckoned to her for a crime. 

"There goes a woman,” resumed Roger Chillingworth, 
after a pause, "who, be her demerits what they may, 
hath none of that mystery of hidden sinfulness which 
you deem so grievous to be borne. Is Hester Prynne the 
less miserable, think you, for that scarlet letter on her 
breast?” 

"I do verily believe it,” answered the clergyman. 
"Nevertheless I cannot answer for her. There was a 
look of pain in her face, which I would gladly have been 
spared the sight of. But still, methinks, it must needs 
be better for the sufferer to be free to show his pain, as 
this poor woman Hester is, than to cover it all up in his 
heart.” 

There was another pause; and the physician began 
anew to examine and arrange the plants which he had 
gathered. 

"You inquired of me, a little time agone said he, at 
length, "my judgment as touching your health.” 

"I did,” answered the clergyman, "and would gladly 
learn it. Speak frankly, I pray you, be it for life or 
death.” 

"Freely, then, and plainly,” said the physician, still 
busy with his plants, but keeping a wary eye on Mr. 
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Dimmesdale, “the disorder is a strange one; not so much 
in itself, nor as outwardly manifested — in so far, at least, 
as the symptoms have been laid open to my observation. 
Looking daily at you, my good Sir, and watching the 
tokens of your aspect, now for months gone by, I should 
deem you a man soie sick, it may be, yet not so sick 
but that an instructed and watchful physician might 
well hope to cure you. But — I know not what to say— 
the disease is what I seem to know, yet know it not/’ 

“You speak in riddles, learned Sir,” said the pale 
minister, glancing aside out of the window. 

“Then to speak more plainly,” continued the physi- 
cian, “and I crave pardon, Sir — should it seem to require 
pardon — for this needful plainness of my speech. Let 
me ask — as your friend — as one having chaige, under 
Providence, of your life and physical well-being — hath 
all the operation of this disorder been fairly laid open 
and recounted to me?” 

“How can you question it?” asked the minister. 
“Surely, it were child’s play to call in a physician, and 
then hide the sore!” 

“You would tell me, then, that I know all?” said Roger 
Chillingworth, deliberately, and fixing an eye, bright 
with intense and concentrated intelligence, on the min- 
ister s face. “Be it so! But, again! He to whom only the 
outward and physical evil is laid open, knoweth, often- 
times, but half the evil which he is called upon to cure. 
A bodily disease, which we look upon as whole and 
entire within itself, may, after all, be but a symptom 
of some ailment in the spiritual part. Your pardon, once 
again, good Sir, if my speech give the shadow of offence. 
You, Sir, of all men whom I have known, are he whose 
body is the closest conjoined, and imbued, and iden- 
tified, so to speak, with the spirit whereof it is the in- 
strument.” 
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‘Then I need ask no further,” said the clergyman, 
somewhat hastily rising from his chair. “You deal not, I 
take it, in medicine for the soul!” 

“Thus, a sickness,” continued Roger Chillingworth, 
going on, in an unaltered tone, without heeding the in- 
terruption — but standing up, and confronting the ema- 
ciated and white-cheeked minister, with his low, dark, 
and misshapen figure — “a sickness, a sore place, if we 
may so call it, in your spirit, hath immediately its ap- 
propriate manifestation in your bodily frame; Would 
you, therefore, that your physician heal the bodily evil? 
How may this be, unless you first lay open to him the 
wound or trouble in your soul?” 

“No! — not to thee! — not to an earthly physician!” 
cried Mr. Dimmesdale, passionately, and turning his 
eyes, full and bright, and with a kind of fierceness, on 
old Roger Chillingworth. “Not to thee! But, if it be the 
soul's disease, then do I commit myself to the one Phy- 
sician of the soul! He, if it stand with his good pleasure, 
can cure; or he can kill* Let him do with me as, in his 
justice and wisdom, he shall see good. But who art thou, 
that meddlest in this matter? — that dares thrust himself 
between the sufferer and his God? 

With a frantic gesture he rushed out of the room. 

“It is as well to have made this step,” said Roger 
Chillingworth to himself, looking after the minister with 
a grave smile. “There is nothing lost. We shall be friends 
again anon. But see, now, how passion takes hold upon 
this man, and hurrieth him out of himself! As with one 
passion, so with another! He hath done a wild thing 
erenow, this pious Master Dimmesdale, in the hot pas- 
sion of his heart!” 

It proved not difficult to reestablish the intimacy of 
the two companions, on the same footing and in the 
same degree as heretofore. The young clergyman, after 
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a few hours of privacy, was sensible that the disorder 
of his nerves had hurried him into an unseemly out- 
break of temper, which there had been nothing to the 
physician’s words to excuse or palliate. He marvelled, 
indeed, at the violence with which he had thrust back 
the kind old man, when merely proffering the advice 
which it was his duty to bestow, and which the minister 
himself had expressly sought. With these remorseful 
feelings, he lost no time in making the amplest apolo- 
gies, and besought his friend still to continue the care, 
which, if not successful in restoring him to health, had, 
in all probability, been the means of prolonging his 
feeble existence to that hour. Roger Chillingworth read- 
ily assented, and went on with his medical supervision 
of the minister; doing his best for him, in all good faith, 
but always quitting the patient’s apartment, at the close 
of a professional interview, with a mysterious and puz- 
zled smile upon his lips. This expression was invisible 
in Mr. Dimmesdale’s presence, but grew strongly evi- 
dent as the physician crossed the threshold. 

“A rare case!” he muttered. "I must needs look deeper 
into it. A strange sympathy betwixt soul and body! 
Were it only for the art’s sake, I must search this matter 
to the bottom!” 

It came to pass, not long after the scene above re- 
corded, that the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, at noon- 
day, and entirely unawares, fell into a deep, deep 
slumber, sitting in his chair, with a large black-letter 
volume open before him on the table. It must have been 
a work of vast ability in the somniferous school of litera- 
ture. The profound depth of the minister’s repose was 
the more remarkable, inasmuch as he was one of those 
persons whose sleep, ordinarily, is as light, as fitful, and 
as easily scared away, as a small bird hopping on a twig. 
To such an unwonted remoteness, however, had his 
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spirit now withdrawn into itself, that he stirred not in 
his chair when old Roger Chillingworth, without any 
extraordinary precaution, came into the room. The phy- 
sician advanced directly in front of his patient, laid his 
hand upon his bosom, and thrust aside the vestment 
that, hitherto, had always covered it even from the pro- 
fessional eye. 

Then, indeed, Mr. Dimmesdale shuddered, and 
slightly stirred. 

After a brief pause, the physician turned away. 

But with what a wild look of wonder, joy, and horror! 
With what a ghastly rapture, as it were, too mighty to 
be expressed only by the eye and features, and there- 
fore bursting forth through the whole ugliness of his fig- 
ure, and making itself even riotously manifest by the 
extravagant gestures with which he threw up his arms 
towards the ceiling, and stamped his foot upon the floor! 
Had a man seen old Roger Chillingworth, at that moment 
of his ecstasy, he would have had no need to ask how 
Satan comports himself when a precious human soul is 
lost to heaven, and won into his kingdom. 

But what distinguished the physicians ecstasy from 
Satan’s was the trait of wonder in it! 


XI. THE INTERIOR OF A HEART 

After the incident last described, the intercourse be- 
tween the clergyman and the physician, though exter- 
nally the same, was really of another character than it 
had previously been. The intellect of Roger Chilling- 
worth had now a sufficiently plain path before it. It was 
not, indeed, precisely that which he had laid out for 
himself to tread. Calm, gentle, passionless, as he ap- 
peared, there was yet, we fear, a quiet depth of malice, 
hitherto latent, but active now, in this unfortunate old 
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man, which led him to imagine a more intimate revenge 
than any mortal had ever wreaked upon an enemy. To 
make himself the one trusted friend, to whom should be 
confided all the fear, the remorse, the agony, the ineffec- 
tual repentance, the backward rush of sinful thoughts, 
expelled in vain! All that guilty sorrow, hidden from the 
world, whose great heart would have pitied and for- 
given, to be revealed to him, the Pitiless, to him, the 
Unforgiving! All that dark treasure to be lavished on the 
very man, to whom nothing else could so adequately 
pay the debt of vengeance! 

The clergyman’s shy and sensitive reserve had balked 
this scheme. Roger Chillingworth, however, was inclined 
to be hardly, if at all, less satisfied with the aspect of 
affairs, which Providence — using the avenger and his 
victim for its own purposes, and, perchance, pardoning 
where it seemed most to punish — had substituted for 
his black devices. A revelation, he could almost say, had 
been granted to him. It mattered little, for his object, 
whether celestial, or from what other region. By its aid, 
in all the subsequent relations betwixt him and Mr. 
Dimmesdale, not merely the external presence, but the 
very inmost soul, of the latter, seemed to be brought out 
before his eyes, so that he could see and comprehend its 
every movement. He became, thenceforth, not a specta- 
tor only, but a chief actor, in the poor ministers interior 
world. He could play upon him as he chose. Would he 
arouse him with a throb of agony? The victim was for- 
ever on the rack; it needed only to know the spring that 
controlled the engine; and the physician knew it well! 
Would he startle him with sudden fear? As at the wav- 
ing of a magician’s wand, uprose a grisly phantom — 
uprose a thousand phantoms — in many shapes, of death, 
or more awful shame, all flocking round about the 
clergyman, and pointing with their fingers at his breast! 
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All this was accomplished with a subtlety so perfect 
that the minister, though he had constantly a dim per- 
ception of some evil influence watching over him, could 
never gain a knowledge of its actual nature. True, he 
looked doubtfully, fearfully — even, at times, with horror 
and the bitterness of hatred — at the deformed figure of 
the old physician. His gestures, his gait, his grizzled 
beard, his slightest and most indifferent acts, the very 
fashion of his garments, were odious in the clergyman's 
sight; a token implicitly to be relied on, of a deeper 
antipathy in the breast of the latter than he was willing 
to acknowledge to himself. For, as it was impossible 
to assign a reason for such distrust and abhorrence, so 
Mr. Dimmesdale, conscious that the poison of one mor- 
bid spot was infecting his heart s entire substance, at- 
tributed all his presentiments to no other cause. He took 
himself to task for his bad sympathies in reference to 
Roger Chillingworth, disregarded the lesson that he 
should have drawn from them, and did his best to root 
them out. Unable to accomplish this, he nevertheless, as 
a matter of principle, continued his habits of social fa- 
miliarity with the old man, and thus gave him constant 
opportunities for perfecting the purpose to which — poor, 
forlorn creature that he was, and more wretched than 
his victim — the avenger had devoted himself. 

While thus suffering under bodily disease, and gnawed 
and tortured by some black trouble of the soul, and 
given over to the machinations of his deadliest enemy, 
the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale had achieved a brilliant 
popularity in his sacred office. He won it, indeed, in 
great part, by his sorrows. His intellectual gifts, his moral 
perceptions, his power of experiencing and communicat- 
ing emotion, were kept in a state of preternatural ac- 
tivity by the prick and anguish of his daily life. His 
fame, though still on its upward slope, already over- 
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shadowed the soberer reputations of his fellow-clergy- 
men, eminent as several of them were. There were 
scholars among them, who had spent more years in ac- 
quiring abstruse lore, connected with the divine profes- 
sion, than Mr. Dimmesdale had lived, and who might 
well, therefore, be more profoundly versed in such solid 
and valuable attainments than their youthful brother. 
There were men, too, of a sturdier texture of mind than 
his, and endowed with a far greater share of shrewd, 
hard, iron, or granite understanding; which, duly min- 
gled with a fair proportion of doctrinal ingredient, con- 
stitutes a highly respectable, efficacious, and unamiable 
variety of the clerical species. There were others, again, 
true saintly fathers, whose faculties had been elaborated 
by weary toil among their books, and by patient thought, 
and etherealized, moreover, by spiritual communications 
with the better world, into which their purity of life had 
almost introduced these holy personages, with their gar- 
ments of mortality still clinging to them. All that they 
lacked was the gift that descended upon the chosen 
disciples at Pentecost, in tongues of flames; symbolizing, 
it would seem, not the power of speech in foreign and 
unknown languages, but that of addressing the whole 
human brotherhood in the heart’s native language. These 
fathers, otherwise so apostolic, lacked Heaven’s last and 
rarest attestation of their office, the Tongue of Flame. 
They would have vainly sought — had they ever dreamed 
of seeking — to express the highest truths through the 
humblest medium of familiar words and images. Their 
voices came down, afar and indistinctly, from the upper 
heights where they habitually dwelt. 

Not improbably, it was to this latter class of men that 
Mr. Dimmesdale, by many of his traits of character, nat- 
urally belonged. To the high mountain-peaks of faith 
and sanctity he would have climbed, had not the tend- 
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ency been thwarted by the burden, whatever it might 
be, of crime or anguish, beneath which it was his doom 
to totter. It kept him down, on a level with the lowest; 
him, the man of ethereal attributes, whose voice the an- 
gels might else have listened to and answered! But this 
very burden it was that gave him sympathies so intimate 
with the sinful brotherhood of mankind, so that his heart 
vibrated in unison with theirs, and received their pain 
into itself, and sent its own throb of pain through a 
thousand other hearts, in gushes of sad, persuasive elo- 
quence. Oftenest persuasive, but sometimes terrible! The 
people knew not the power that moved them thus. They 
deemed the young clergyman a miracle of holiness. 
They fancied him the mouth-piece of Heavens messages 
of wisdom, and rebuke, and love. In their eyes, the very 
ground on which he trod was sanctified. The virgins of 
his church grew pale around him, victims of a passion 
so imbued with religious sentiment that they imagined 
it to be all religion, and brought it openly, in their white 
bosoms, as their most acceptable sacrifice before the al- 
tar. The aged members of his flock, beholding Mr. 
Dimmesdale’s frame so feeble, while they were them- 
selves so rugged in their infirmity, believed that he 
would go heavenward before them, and enjoined it upon 
their children, that their old bones should be buried 
close to their young pastor s holy grave. And, all this 
time, perchance, when poor Mr. Dimmesdale was think- 
ing of his grave, he questioned with himself whether the 
grass would ever grow on it, because an accursed thing 
must there be buried! 

It is inconceivable, the agony with which this public 
veneration tortured him! It was his genuine impulse to 
adore the truth, and to reckon all things shadowlike, and 
utterly devoid of weight or value, that had not its 
divine essence as the life within their life. Then, what 
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was he? — a substance? — or the dimmest of all shadows? 
He longed to speak out, from his own pulpit, at the full 
height of his voice, and tell the people what he was. 
“I, whom you behold in these black garments of the 
priesthood — I, who ascend the sacred desk, and turn my 
pale face heavenward, taking upon myself to hold com- 
munion, in your behalf, with the Most High Omniscience 
— I, in whose daily life you discern the sancity of Enoch 
— I, whose footsteps, as you suppose, leave a gleam 
along my earthly track, where by the pilgrims that shall 
come after me may be guided to the regions of the blest 
— I, who have laid the hand of baptism upon your chil- 
dren — I, who have breathed the parting prayer over 
your dying friends, to whom the Amen sounded faintly 
from a world which they had quitted — I, your pastor, 
whom you so reverence and trust, am utterly a pollution 
and a lie!” 

More than once, Mr. Dimmesdale had gone into the 
pulpit, with a purpose never to come down its steps un- 
til he should have spoken words like the above. More 
than once, he had cleared his throat, and drawn in the 
long, deep, and tremulous breath, which, when sent 
forth again, would come burdened with the black secret 
of his soul. More than once — nay, more than a hundred 
times — he had actually spoken! Spoken! But how? He 
had told his hearers that he was altogether vile, a viler 
companion of the vilest, the worst of sinners, an abomi- 
nation, a thing of unimaginable iniquity; and that the 
only wonder was that they did not see his wretched 
body shrivelled up before their eyes, by the burning 
wrath of the Almighty! Could there be plainer speech 
than this? Would not the people start up in their seats, 
by a simultaneous impulse, and tear him down out of 
the pulpit, which he defiled? Not so, indeed! They heard 
it all, and did but reverence him the more. They little 
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guessed what deadly purport lurked in those self- 
condemning words. “The godly youth!” said they among 
themselves. “The saint on earth! Alas, if he discern such 
sinfulness in his own white soul, what horrid spectacle 
would he behold in thine or mine!” The minister well 
knew — subtle, but remorseful hypocrite that he was! — 
the light in which his vague confession would be viewed. 
He had striven to put a cheat upon himself by making 
the avowal of a guilty conscience, but had gained only 
one other sin, and a self-acknowledged shame, without 
the momentary relief of being self-deceived. He had 
spoken the very truth, and transformed it into the veri- 
est falsehood. And yet, by the constitution of his nature, 
he loved the truth, and loathed the lie, as few men ever 
did. Therefore, above all things else, he loathed his mis- 
erable self! 

His inward trouble drove him to practices more in 
accordance with the old, corrupted faith of Rome, than 
with the better light of the church in which he had been 
born and bred. In Mr. Dimmesdale’s secret closet, under 
lock and key, there was a bloody scourge. Oftentimes, 
this Protestant and Puritan divine had plied it on his 
own shoulders; laughing bitterly at himself the while, 
and smiting so much the more pitilessly because of that 
bitter laugh. It was his custom, too, as it has been that 
of many other pious Puritans, to fast — not, however, like 
them, in order to purify the body and render it the fitter 
medium of celestial illumination, but rigorously, and un- 
til his knees trembled beneath him, as an act of penance. 
He kept vigils, likewise, night after night, sometimes in 
utter darkness; sometimes with a glimmering lamp; and 
sometimes, viewing his own face in a looking-glass, by 
the most powerful light which he could throw upon it. 
He thus typified the constant introspection wherewith 
he tortured, but could not purify, himself. In these 
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truth that continued to give Mr. Dimmesdale a real ex- 
istence on this earth was the anguish in his inmost soul, 
and the undissembled expression of it in his aspect Had 
he once found power to smile, and wear a face of gay- 
ety, there would have been no such man! 

On one of those ugly nights, which we have faintly 
hinted at, but forborne to picture forth, the minister 
started from his chair. A new thought had struck him. 
There might be a moment's peace in it. Attiring himself 
with as much care as if it had been for public worship, 
and precisely in the same manner, he stole softly down 
the staircase, undid the door, and issued forth. 

XII. THE MINISTER'S VIGIL 

Walking in the shadow of a dream, as it were, and 
perhaps actually under the influence of a species of som- 
nambulism, Mr. Dimmesdale reached the spot where, 
now so long since, Hester Prynne had lived through her 
first hours of public ignominy. The same platform or 
scaffold, black and weather-stained with the storm or 
sunshine of seven long years, and footworn, too, with 
the tread of many culprits who had since ascended it, 
remained standing beneath the balcony of the meeting- 
house. The minister went up the steps. 

It was an obscure night of early May. An unvaried 
pall of cloud muffled the whole expanse of sky from ze- 
nith to horizon. If the same multitude which had stood 
as eye-witnesses while Hester Prynne sustained her pun- 
ishment could now have been summoned forth, they 
would have discerned no face above the platform, nor 
hardly the outline of a human shape, in the dark gray 
of the midnight. But the town was all asleep. There was 
no peril of discovery. The minister might stand there, if 
it so pleased him, until morning should redden in the 
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east, without other risk than that the dank and chill 
night-air would creep into his frame, and stiffen his 
joints with rheumatism, and clog his throat with catarrh 
and cough; thereby defrauding the expectant audience 
of tomorrow’s prayer and sermon. No eye could see him, 
save that ever-wakeful one which had seen him in his 
closet, wielding the bloody scourge. Why, then, had he 
come hither? Was it but the mockery of penitence ' 1 A 
mockery, indeed, but in which his soul trifled with it- 
self! A mockery at which angels blushed and wept, while 
fiends rejoiced, with jeering laughter! He had been 
driven hither by the impulse of that Remorse which 
dogged him everywhere, and whose own sister and 
closely linked companion was that Cowardice which in- 
variably drew him back, with her tremulous gripe, just 
when the other impulse had hurried him to the verge of 
a disclosure. Poor, miserable man! what right had in- 
firmity like his to burden itself with crime? Crime is for 
the iron-nerved, who have their choice either to endure 
it, or, if it press too hard, to exert their fierce and savage 
strength for a good purpose, and fling it off at oncel 
This feeble and most sensitive of spirits could do neither, 
yet continually did one thing or another, which inter- 
twined, in the same inextricable knot, the agony of 
heaven-defying guilt and vain repentance. 

And thus, while standing on the scaffold, in this vain 
show of expiation, Mr. Dimmesdale was overcome with 
a great horror of mind, as if the universe were gazing at 
a scarlet token on his naked breast, right over his heart. 
On that spot, in very truth, there was, and there had 
long been, the gnawing and poisonous tooth of bodily 
pain. Without any effort of his will, or power to restrain 
himself, he shrieked aloud; an outcry that went pealing 
through the night, and was beaten back from one house 
to another, and reverberated from the hills in the back- 
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ground; as if a company of devils, detecting so much 
misery and terror in it, had made a plaything of the 
sound, and were bandying it to and fro. 

“It is done!” muttered the minister, covering his face 
w ith his hands. "The whole town will awake, and hurry 
forth, and find me here!” 

But it was not so. The shriek had perhaps sounded 
with a far greater power, to his own startled ears, than 
it actually possessed. The town did not awake; or, if it 
did, the drowsy slumberers mistook the cry either for 
something frightful in a dream, or for the noise of 
witches; whose voices, at that period, were often heard 
to pass over the settlements or lonely cottages, as they 
rode with Satan through the air. The clergyman, there- 
fore, hearing no symptoms of disturbance, uncovered his 
eyes and looked about him At one of the chamber-win- 
dows of Governor Bellingham’s mansion, which stood 
at some distance, on the line of another street, he beheld 
the appearance of the old magistrate himself, with a 
lamp in his hand, a white nightcap on his head, and a 
long white gown enveloping his figure. He looked like 
a ghost, evoked unseasonably from the grave. The cry 
had evidently startled him. At another window of the 
same house, moreover, appeared old Mistress Hibbins, 
the Governor’s sister, also with a lamp, which, even thus 
far off, revealed the expression of her sour and discon- 
tented face. She thrust forth her head from the lattice, 
and looked anxiously upward. Beyond the shadow of a 
doubt, this venerable witch-lady had heard Mr. Dimmes- 
dale’s outcry, and interpreted it, with its multitudinous 
echoes and reverberations, as the clamor of the fiends 
and night-hags, with whom she was well known to make 
excursions into the forest. 

Detecting the gleam of Governor Bellingham’s lamp, 
the old lady quickly extinguished her own, and van- 
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ished. Possibly, she went up among the clouds. The 
minister saw nothing further of her motions. The mag- 
istrate, after a wary observation of the darkness— into 
which, nevertheless, he could see but little further than 
he might into a mill-stone — retired from the window. 

The minister grew comparatively calm. His eyes, how- 
ever, were soon greeted by a little, glimmering light, 
which, at first a long way off, was approaching up the 
street. It threw a gleam of recognition on here a post, and 
there a garden-fence, and here a latticed window-pane, 
and there a pump, with its full trough of water, and here, 
an arched door of oak, with an iron knocker, and a 
rough log for the doorstep. The Reverend Mr. Dimmes- 
dale noted all these minute particulars, even while firmly 
convinced that the doom of his existence was stealing 
onward, in the footsteps which he now heard; and that 
the gleam of the lantern would fall upon him, in a few 
moments more, and reveal his long-hidden secret. As the 
light drew nearer, he beheld, within its illuminated cir- 
cle, his brother clergyman — or, to speak more accurately, 
his professional father, as well as highly valued friend— 
the Reverend Mr. Wilson; who, as Mr. Dimmesdale now 
conjectured, had been praying at the bedside of some 
dying man. And so he had. The good old minister came 
freshly from the death-chamber of Governor Winthrop, 
who had passed from earth to heaven within that veiy 
hour. And now, surrounded, like the saint-like person- 
ages of olden times, with a radiant halo, that glorified 
him amid this gloomy night of sm — as if the departed 
Governor had left him an inheritance of his glory, or 
as if he had caught upon himself the distant shine of 
the celestial city, while looking thitherward to see the 
triumphal pilgrim pass within its gates — now, in short, 
good Father Wilson was moving homeward, aiding his 
footsteps with a lighted lantern! The glimmer of this 
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luminary suggested the above conceits to Mr. Dimmes- 
dale, who smiled — nay, almost laughed at them — and 
then wondered if he were going mad. 

As the Reverend Mr. Wilson passed beside the scaf- 
fold, closely muffling his Geneva cloak about him with 
one arm, and holding the lantern before his breast with 
the other, the minister could hardly restrain himself 
from speaking. 

“A good evening to you, venerable Father Wilson! 
Come up hither, I pray you, and pass a pleasant hour 
with me!” 

Good heavens! Had Mr. Dimmesdale actually spoken? 
For one instant, he believed that these words had passed 
his lips. But they were uttered only with his imagina- 
tion. The venerable Father Wilson continued to step 
slowly onward, looking carefully at the muddy pathway 
before his feet, and never once turning his head towards 
the guilty platform. When the light of the glimmering 
lantern had faded quite away, the minister discovered, 
by the faintness which came over him, that the last few 
moments had been a crisis of terrible anxiety; although 
his mind had made an involuntary effort to relieve it- 
self by a kind of lurid playfulness. 

Shortly afterwards, the hke grisly sense of the humor- 
ous again stole in among the solemn phantoms of his 
thought. He felt his hmbs growing stiff with the unac- 
customed chilliness of the night, and doubted whether 
he should be able to descend the steps of the scaffold. 
Morning would break, and find him there. The neighbor- 
hood would begin to rouse itself. The earliest riser, com- 
ing forth in the dim twilight, would perceive a vaguely 
defined figure aloft on the place of shame, and, half 
crazed betwixt alarm and curiosity, would go, knocking 
from door to door, summoning all the people to behold 
the ghost — as he needs must think it — of some defunct 
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transgressor. A dusky tumult would flap its wings from 
one house to another. Then — the morning light still wax- 
ing stronger — old patriarchs would rise up in great 
haste, each in his flannel gown, and matronly dames, 
without pausing to put off their night-gear. The whole 
tribe of decorous personages, who had never heretofore 
been seen with a .single hair of their heads awry, would 
start into public view, with the disorder of a nightmare 
in their aspects. Old Governor Bellingham would come 
grimly forth, with his King James’s ruff fastened askew; 
and Mistress Hibbins, with some twigs of the forest 
clinging to her skirts, and looking sourer than ever, as 
having hardly got a wink of sleep after her night ride; 
and good Father Wilson, too, after spending half the 
night, at a death-bed and liking ill to be disturbed, thus 
early, out of his dreams about the glorified saints. 
Hither, likewise, would come the eldeis and deacons 
of Mr. Dimmesdale’s church, and the young virgins who 
so idolized their minister, and had made a shrine for 
him in their white bosoms; which now, by the by, in 
their hurry and confusion, they would scantly have 
given themselves time to cover with their kerchiefs. All 
people, m a word, would come stumbling over their 
thresholds, and turning up their amazed and horror- 
stricken visages around the scaffold. Whom would they 
discern there, with the red eastern light upon his brow? 
Whom, but the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, half 
frozen to death, overwhelmed with shame, and standing 
where Hester Prynne had stood! 

Carried away by the grotesque horror of this picture, 
the minister, unawares, and to his own infinite alarm, 
burst into a great peal of laughter. It was immediately 
responded to by a light, airy, childish laugh, in which, 
with a thrill of the heart — but he knew not whether of 
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exquisite pain, or pleasure as acute — he recognized the 
tones of little Pearl 

“Pearl! Little Pearl!” cried he after a moment s pause; 
then, suppressing his voice — “Hester! Hester Prynne! 
Are you there?” 

“Yes; it is Hester Prynne!” she replied, in a tone of 
surprise; and the minister heard her footsteps approach- 
ing from the sidewalk, along which she had been pass- 
ing. “It is I, and my little Pearl.” 

“Whence come you, Hester!” asked the minister. 
“What sent you hither?” 

“I have been watching at a death-bed,” answered 
Hester Prynne — “at Governor Winthrop’s death-bed, 
and have taken his measure for a robe, and am now go- 
ing homeward to my dwelling.” 

“Come up hither, Hester, thou and little Pearl,” said 
the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale. “Ye have both been here 
before, but I was not with you. Come up hither once 
again, and we will stand all three together!” 

She silently ascended the steps, and stood on the plat- 
form, holding little Pearl by the hand. The minister felt 
for the child’s other hand, and took it. The moment that 
he did so, there came what seemed a tumultuous rush 
of new life, other life than his own, pouring like a tor- 
rent into his heart, and hurrying through all his veins, 
as if the mother and the child were communicating their 
vital warmth to his half- torpid system. The three formed 
an electric chain. 

“Minister!” whispered little Pearl. 

“What wouldst thou say, child?” asked Mr. Dimmes- 
dale. 

“Wilt thou stand here with mother and me, tomorrow 
noontide?” inquired Pearl. 

“Nay; not so, my little Pearl,” answered the minister. 
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for with the new energy of the moment, all the dread of 
public exposure, that had so long been the anguish of 
his life, had returned upon him, and he was already 
trembling at the conjunction in which — with a strange 
joy, nevertheless — he now found himself. “Not so, my 
child. I shall, indeed, stand with thy mother and thee, 
one other day, but not tomorrow.” 

Pearl laughed, and attempted to pull away her hand. 
But the minister held it fast. 

“A moment longer, my child!” said he. 

“But wilt thou promise,” asked Pearl, “to take my 
hand and mother’s hand, tomorrow noontide?” 

“Not then. Pearl,” said the minister, “but another 
time.” 

“And what other time?” persisted the child. 

“At the great judgment day,” whispered the minister 
— and, strangely enough, the sense that he was a pro- 
fessional teacher of the truth impelled him to answer 
the child so. “Then, and there, before the judgment-seat, 
thy mother, and thou, and I must stand together. But 
the daylight of this world shall not see our meeting!” 

Pearl laughed again. 

But before Mr. Dimmesdale had done speaking, a 
light gleamed far and wide over all the muffled sky. It 
was doubtless caused by one of those meteors, which the 
night-watcher may so often observe, burning out to 
waste, in the vacant regions of the atmosphere. So pow- 
erful was its radiance, that it thoroughly illuminated the 
dense medium of cloud betwixt the sky and earth. The 
great vault brightened, like the dome of an immense 
lamp. It showed the familiar scene of the street, with the 
distinctness of mid-day, but also with the awfulness that 
is always imparted to familiar objects by an unaccus- 
tomed light. The wooden houses, with their jutting 
stories and quaint gable-peaks; the doorsteps and thresh- 
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olds, with the early grass springing up about them, the 
garden-plots, black with freshly turned earth; the wheel- 
track, little worn, and, even in the market-place, mar- 
gined with green on either side — all were visible, but 
with a singularity of aspect that seemed to give another 
moral interpretation to the things of this world than 
they had ever borne before. And there stood the min- 
ister, with his hand over his heart, and Hester Prynne, 
with the embroidered letter glimmering on her bosom; 
and little Pearl, herself a symbol, and the connecting 
link between those two. They stood in the noon of that 
strange and solemn splendor, as if it were the light that 
is to reveal all secrets, and the daybreak that shall unite 
all who belong to one another. 

There was witchcraft in little Pearl’s eyes, and her 
face, as she glanced upward at the minister, wore that 
naughty smile which made its expression frequently so 
elfish. She withdrew her hand from Mr. Dimmesdales, 
and pointed across the street. But he clasped both his 
hands over his breast, and cast his eyes towards the 
zenith. 

Nothing was more common, in those days, than to 
interpret all meteoric appearances, and other natural 
phenomena, that occurred with less regularity than the 
rise and set of sun and moon, as so many revelations 
from a supernatural source. Thus, a blazing spear, a 
sword of flame, a bow, or a sheaf of arrows, seen in the 
midnight sky, prefigured Indian warfare. Pestilence was 
known to have been foreboded by a shower of crimson 
light. We doubt whether any marked event, for good or 
evil, ever befell New England, from its settlement down 
to Revolutionary times, of which the inhabitants had 
not been previously warned by some spectacle of this 
nature. Not seldom, it had been seen by multitudes. 
Oftener, however, its credibility rested on the faith 
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of some lonely eye-witness, who beheld the wonder 
through the colored, magnifying, and distorting medium 
of his imagination, and shaped it more distinctly in his 
after-thought. It was, indeed, a majestic idea, that the 
destiny of nations should be revealed, in these awful 
hieroglyphics, on the cope of heaven. A scroll so wide 
might not be deemed too expansive for Providence to 
write a people’s doom upon. The belief was a favorite 
one with our forefathers, as betokening that their infant 
commonwealth was under a celestial guardianship of 
peculiar intimacy and strictness. But what shall we say, 
when an individual discovers a revelation addressed to 
himself alone, on the same vast sheet of record! In such 
a case, it could only be the symptom of a highly disor- 
dered mental state, when a man, rendered morbidly self- 
contemplative by long, intense, and secret pain, had 
extended his egotism over the whole expanse of nature, 
until the firmament itself should appear no more than 
a fitting page for his soul’s history and fatel 

We impute it, therefore, solely to the disease in his 
own eye and heart, that the minister, looking upward to 
the zenith, beheld there the appearance of an immense 
letter — the letter A — marked out in lines of dull red 
light. Not but the meteor may have shown itself at that 
point, burning, duskily through a veil of cloud; but with 
no such shape as his guilty imagination gave it; or, 
at least, with so little definiteness, that another’s guilt 
might have seen another symbol in it. 

There was a singular circumstance that characterized 
Mr. Dimmesdale’s psychological state at this moment. 
All the time that he gazed upward to the zenith, he was, 
nevertheless, perfectly aware that little Pearl was point- 
ing her finger towards old Roger Chillingworth, who 
stood at no great distance from the scaffold. The minis- 
ter appeared to see him, with the same glance that dis- 
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cerned the miraculous letter. To his features, as to all 
other objects, the meteoric light imparted a new expres- 
sion; or it might well be that the physician was not care- 
ful then, as at all other times, to hide the malevolence 
with which he looked upon his victim. Certainly, if the 
meteor kindled up the sky, and disclosed the earth, with 
an awfulness that admonished Hester Prynne and the 
clergyman of the day of judgment, then might Roger 
Chillingworth have passed with them for the arch-fiend, 
standing there with a smile and scowl to claim his own. 
So vivid was the expression, or so intense the minister s 
perception of it, that it seemed still to remain painted on 
the darkness, after the meteor had vanished, with an 
effect as if the street and all things else were at once 
annihilated. 

"Who is that man, Hester?” gasped Mr. Dimmesdale, 
overcome with terror. "I shiver at him! Dost thou know 
the man? I hate him, Hester!” 

She remembered her oath, and was silent. 

"I tell thee, my soul shivers at him!” muttered the 
minister again. "Who is he? Who is he? Canst thou do 
nothing for me? I have a nameless horror of the man!” 

"Minister,” said little Pearl, “I can tell thee who he is!” 

"Quickly, then, child!” said the minister, bending his 
ear close to her lips. "Quickly! — and as low as thou canst 
whisper.” 

Pearl mumbled something into his ear, that sounded, 
indeed, like human language, but was only such gibber- 
ish as children may be heard amusing themselves with, 
by the hour together. At all events, if it involved any 
secret information in regard to old Roger Chillingworth, 
it was in a tongue unknown to the erudite clergyman, 
and did but increase the bewilderment of his mind. The 
elfish child then laughed aloud. 

"Dost thou mock me now?” said the minister. 
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“Thou wast not bold! — thou wast not true*” — an- 
swered the child. “Thou wouldst not promise to take my 
hand, and mother s hand, tomorrow noontide!” 

“Worthy Sir,” answered the physician, who had now 
advanced to the foot of the platform. “Pious Master 
Dimmesdale, can this be you? Well, well, indeed! We 
men of study, whose heads are in our books, have need 
to be straitly looked after! We dream in our waking 
moments, and walk in our sleep. Come, good Sir, and 
my dear friend, I pray you, let me lead you home!” 

“How knewest thou that I was here?” asked the min- 
ister, fearfully. 

“Verily, and in good faith,” answered Roger Chilling- 
worth, “I knew nothing of the matter. I had spent the 
better part of the night at the bedside of the worshipful 
Governor Winthrop, doing what my poor skill might to 
give him ease. He going home to a better world, I, like- 
wise, was on my way homeward, when this strange light 
shone out. Come with me, I beseech you, Reverend Sir; 
else you will be poorly able to do Sabbath duty tomor- 
row. Aha! see now, how they trouble the brain — these 
books ^ — these books! You should study less, good Sir, 
and take a little pastime; or these night whimseys will 
grow upon you.” 

“I will go home with you,” said Mr. Dimmesdale. 

With a chill despondency, like one awaking, all nerve- 
less, from an ugly dream, he yielded himself to the phy- 
sician, and was led away. 

The next day, however, being the Sabbath, he 
preached a discourse which was held to be the richest 
and most powerful, and the most replete with heavenly 
influences, that had ever proceeded from his hps. Souls, 
it is said more souls than ‘one, were brought to the truth 
by the efficacy of that sermon, and vowed within them- 
selves to cherish a holy gratitude towards Mr. Dimmes- 
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dale throughout the long hereafter. But, as he came 
down the pulpit steps, the gray-bearded sexton met him, 
holding up a black glove, which the minister recognized 
as his own. 

“It was found/’ said the sexton, “this morning, on the 
scaffold where evil-doers are set up to public shame. 
Satan dropped it there, I take it, intending a scurrilous 
jest against your reverence. But, indeed, he was blind 
and foolish, as he ever and always is. A pure hand needs 
no glove to cover it!” 

“Thank you, my good friend,” said the minister, 
gravely, but startled at heart; for so confused was his 
remembrance, that he had almost brought himself to 
look at the events of the past night as visionary. “Yes, 
it seems to be my glove, indeed!” 

“And, since Satan saw fit to steal it, your reverence 
must needs handle him without gloves, henceforward,” 
remarked the old sexton, grimly smiling. “But did your 
reverence hear of the portent that was seen last night? 
— a great red letter in the sky — the letter A, which we 
interpret to stand for Angel. For, as our good Governor 
Winthrop was made an angel this past night, it was 
doubtless held fit that there should be some notice 
thereof!” 

“No,” answered the minister, “I had not heard of it.” 


XIII. ANOTHER VIEW OF HESTER 

In her late singular interview with Mr. Dimmesdale, 
Hester Prynne was shocked at the condition to which 
she found the clergyman reduced. His nerve seemed 
absolutely destroyed. His moral force was abased into 
more than childish weakness. It grovelled helpless on the 
ground, even while his intellectual faculties retained 
their pristine strength, or had perhaps acquired a mor- 
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bid energy, which disease only could have given them. 
With her knowledge of a train of circumstances hidden 
from all others, she could readily infer that, besides the 
legitimate action of his own conscience, a terrible ma- 
chinery had been brought to bear, and was still oper- 
ating, on Mr. Dimmesdale’s well-being and repose. 
Knowing what this poor, fallen man had once been, her 
whole soul was moved by the shuddering terror with 
which he had appealed to her — the outcast woman— 
for support against his instinctively discovered enemy, 
She decided, moreover, that he had a right to her utmost 
aid. Little accustomed, in her long seclusion from so- 
ciety, to measure her ideas of right and wrong by any 
standard external to herself. Hester saw — or seemed to 
see — that there lay a responsibility upon her, in ref- 
erence to the clergyman, which she owed to no other, 
nor to the whole world besides. The links that united 
her to the rest of human kind — links of flowers, or silk, 
or gold, or whatever the material — had all been broken. 
Here was the iron link of mutual crime, which neither 
he nor she could break. Like all other ties, it brought 
along with it its obligations. 

Hester Prynne did not now occupy precisely the same 
position in which we beheld her during the earlier peri- 
ods of her ignominy. Years had come and gone. Pearl 
was now seven years old. Her mother, with the scarlet 
letter on her breast, glittering in its fantastic embroidery, 
had long been a familiar object to the townspeople. As 
is apt to be the case when a person stands out in any 
prominence before the community, and, at the same 
time, interferes neither with public nor individual inter- 
ests and convenience, a species of general regard had 
ultimately grown up in reference to Hester Prynne. It is 
to the credit of human nature, that, except where its 
selfishness is brought into play, it loves more readily 
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than it hates. Hatred, by a gradual and quiet process, 
will even be transformed to love, unless the change be 
impeded by a continually new irritation of the original 
feeling of hostility. In this matter of Hester Prynne, 
there was neither irritation nor irksomeness. She never 
battled with the public, but submitted, uncomplain- 
ingly, to its worst usage; she made no claim upon it, in 
requital for what she suffered; she did not weigh upon 
its sympathies. Then, also, the blameless purity of her 
life during all these years in which she had been set 
apart to infamy, was reckoned largely in her favor. With 
nothing now to lose, in the sight of mankind, and with 
no hope, and seemingly no wish, of gaining anything, it 
could only be a genuine regard for virtue that had 
brought back the poor wanderer to its paths. 

It was perceived, too, that while Hester never put for- 
ward even the humblest title to share in the world's 
privileges — further than to breathe the common air, and 
earn daily bread for little Pearl and herself by the faith- 
ful labor of her hands — she was quick to acknowledge 
her sisterhood with the race of man, whenever benefits 
were to be conferred. None so ready as she to give of 
her little substance to every demand of poverty; even 
though the bitter-hearted pauper threw back a gibe in 
requital of the food brought regularly to his door, or 
the garments wrought for him by the fingers that could 
have embroidered a monarch's robe. None so self-de- 
voted as Hester, when pestilence stalked through the 
town. In all seasons of calamity, indeed, whether general 
or of individuals, the outcast of society at once found 
her place. She came, not as a guest, but as a rightful 
inmate, into the household that was darkened by trou- 
ble; as if its gloomy twilight were a medium in which 
she was entitled to hold intercourse with her fellow- 
creatures. There glimmered the embroidered letter, with 



386 ROMANCES 

comfort in its unearthly ray. Elsewhere the token of sin, 
it was the taper of the sick-chamber. It had even thrown 
its gleam, in the sufferer’s hard extremity, across the 
verge of time. It had shown him where to set his foot, 
while the light of earth was fast becoming dim, and ere 
the light of futurity could reach him. In such emergen- 
cies, Hester’s nature showed itself warm and rich; a 
well-spring of human tenderness, unfailing to every real 
demand, and inexhaustible by the largest. Her breast, 
with its badge of shame, was but the softer pillow for the 
head that needed one. She was self-ordained a Sister of 
Mercy; or, we may rather say, the world’s heavy hand 
had so ordained her, when neither the world nor she 
looked forward to this result. The letter was the symbol 
of her calling. Such helpfulness was found in her — so 
much power to do, and power to sympathize — that 
many people refused to interpret the scarlet A by its 
original signification. They said that it meant Able; so 
strong was Hester Prynne, with a womans strength. 

It was only the darkened house that could contain 
her. When sunshine came again, she was not there. Her 
shadow had faded across the threshold. The helpful in- 
mate had departed, without one backward glance to 
gather up the need of gratitude, if any were in the hearts 
of those whom she had served so zealously. Meeting 
them in the street, she never raised her head to receive 
their greeting. If they were resolute to accost her, she 
laid her finger on the scarlet letter, and passed on. This 
might be pride, but was so like humility, that it pro- 
duced all die softening influence of the latter quality on 
the public mind. The public is despotic in its temper; it 
is capable of denying common justice, when too strenu- 
ously demanded as a right; but quite as frequently it 
awards more than justice, when the appeal is made, as 
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despots love to have it made, entirely to its generosity. 
Interpreting Hester Prynne’s deportment as an appeal 
of this nature, society was inclined to show its former 
victim a more benign countenance than she cared to be 
favored with, or, perchance, than she deserved. 

The rulers, and the wise and learned men of the com- 
munity, were longer in acknowledging the influence of 
Hester's good qualities than the people. The prejudices 
which they shared in common with the latter were forti- 
fied in themselves by an iron framework of reasoning, 
that made it a far tougher labor to expel them. Day by 
day, nevertheless, their sour and rigid wrinkles were re- 
laxing into something which, in the due course of years, 
might grow to be an expression of almost benevolence. 
Thus it was with the men of rank, on whom their em- 
inent position imposed the guardianship of the public 
morals. Individuals in private life, meanwhile, had quite 
forgiven Hester Prynne for her frailty; nay, more, they 
had begun to look upon the scarlet letter as the token, 
not of that one sin, for which she had borne so long and 
dreary a penance, but of her many good deeds since. 
“Do you see that woman with the embroidered badge?" 
they would say to strangers. “It is our Hester — the 
town's own Hester, who is so kind to the poor, so helpful 
to the sick, so comfortable to the afflicted!" Then, it is 
true, the propensity of human nature to tell the very 
worst of itself, when embodied in the person of another, 
would constrain them to whisper the black scandal of 
bygone years. It was none the less a fact, however, that, 
in the eyes of the very men who spoke thus, the scarlet 
letter had the effect of the cross on a nun's bosom. It 
imparted to the wearer a kind of sacredness, which en- 
abled her to walk securely amid all peril. Had she fallen 
among thieves, it would have kept her safe. It was re- 
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ported, and believed by many, that an Indian had drawn 
his arrow against the badge, and that the missile struck 
it, but fell harmless to the ground. 

The effect of the symbol — or, rather, of the position 
in respect to society that was indicated by it — on the 
mind of Hester Prynne herself, was powerful and pe- 
culiar. All the light and graceful foliage of her character 
had been witheied up by this red-hot brand, and had 
long ago fallen away, leaving a bare and harsh outline, 
which might have been repulsive, had she possessed 
friends or companions to be repelled by it. Even the 
attractiveness of her person had undergone a similar 
change. It might be partly owing to the studied austerity 
of her dress, and partly to the lack of demonstration in 
her manners. It was a sad transformation, too, that her 
rich and luxuriant hair had either been cut off, or was so 
completely hidden by a cap, that not a shining lock of it 
ever once gushed into the sunshine. It was due in part 
to all these causes, but still more to something else, that 
there seemed to be no longer anything in Hester s face 
for Love to dwell upon; nothing in Hesters form, 
though majestic and statue-like, that Passion would ever 
dream of clasping in its embrace; nothing in Hester’s 
bosom, to make it ever again the pillow of Affection. 
Some attribute had departed from her, the permanence 
of which had been essential to keep her a woman. Such 
is frequently the fate, and such the stern development, 
of the feminine character and person, when the woman 
has encountered, and lived through, an experience of 
peculiar severity. If she be all tenderness, she will die. 
If she survive, the tenderness will either be crushed out 
of her, or — and the outward semblance is the same — 
crushed so deeply into her heart that it can never show 
itself more. The latter is perhaps the truest theory. She 
who has once been woman, and ceased to be so, might 
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at any moment become a woman again if there were 
only the magic touch to effect the transfiguration. We 
shall see whether Hester Prynne were ever afterwards so 
touched, and so transfigured. 

Much of the marble coldness of Hester’s impression 
was to be attributed to the circumstance, that her life 
had turned, in a great measure, from passion and feel- 
ing, to thought. Standing alone in the world — alone, as 
to any dependence on society, and with little Pearl to 
be guided and protected — alone, and hopeless of retriev- 
ing her position, even had she not scorned to consider 
it desirable — she cast away the fragments of a broken 
chain. The world’s law was no law for her mind. It was 
an age in which the human intellect, newly emanci- 
pated, had taken a more active and a wider lange than 
for many centuries before. Men of the sword had over- 
thrown nobles and kings. Men bolder than these had 
overthrown and rearranged — not actually, but within 
the sphere of theory, which was their most real abode — 
the whole system of ancient prejudice, wherewith was 
linked much of ancient principle. Hester Prynne im- 
bibed this spirit. She assumed a freedom of speculation, 
then common enough on the other side of the Atlantic, 
but which our forefathers, had they known it, would 
have held to be a deadlier crime than that stigmatized 
by the scarlet letter. In her lonesome cottage, by the 
sea-shore, thoughts visited her, such as dared to enter 
no other dwelling in New England, shadowy guests, that 
would have been as perilous as demons to their enter- 
tainer, could they have been seen so much as knocking 
at her door. 

It is remarkable that persons who speculate the most 
boldly often conform with the most perfect quietude to 
the external regulations of society. The thought suffices 
them, without investing itself in the flesh and blood of 
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action. So it seemed to be with Hester. Yet, had little 
Pearl never come to her from the spiritual world, it 
might have been far otherwise. Then, she might have 
come down to us in history, hand in hand with Anne 
Hutchinson, as the foundress of a religious sect. She 
might, in one of her phases, have been a prophetess. She 
might, and not improbably would, have suffered death 
from the stern tribunals of the period, for attempting to 
undermine the foundations of the Puritan establishment. 
But, in the education of her child, the mother s enthu- 
siasm of thought had something to wreak itself upon. 
Providence, in the person of this little girl, had assigned 
to Hester s charge the germ and blossom of womanhood, 
to be cherished and developed amid a host of difficulties. 
Everything was against her. The world was hostile. The 
child’s own nature had something wrong in it, which 
continually betokened that she had been born amiss — 
the effluence of her mother’s lawless passion — and often 
impelled Hester to ask, in bitterness of heart, whether 
it were for ill or good that the poor little creature had 
been bom at all. 

Indeed, the same dark question often rose into her 
mind, with reference to the whole race of womanhood. 
Was existence worth accepting, even to the happiest 
among them? As concerned her own individual exist- 
ence, she had long ago decided in the negative, and dis- 
missed the point as settled. A tendency to speculation, 
though it may keep woman quiet, as it does man, yet 
makes her sad. She discerns, it may be, such a hopeless 
task before her. As a first step, the whole system of so- 
ciety is to be torn down, and built up anew. Then, the 
very nature of the opposite sex, or its long hereditary 
habit, which has become like nature, is to be essentially 
modified, before woman can be allowed to assume what 
seems a fair and suitable position. Finally, all other diffl- 
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culties being obviated, woman cannot take advantage of 
these preliminary reforms, until she herself shall have 
undergone a still mightier change; in which, perhaps, 
the ethereal essence, wherein she has her truest life, will 
be found to have evaporated. A woman never overcomes 
these problems by an exercise of thought. They are not 
to be solved, or only in one way. If her heart chance 
to come uppermost, they vanish. Thus, Hester Prynne, 
whose heart had lost its regular and healthy throb, wan- 
dered without a clew in the dark labyrinth of mind: now 
turned aside by an insurmountable precipice; now start- 
ing back from a deep chasm. There was wild and ghastly 
scenery all around her, and a home and comfort no- 
where. At times, a fearful doubt strove to possess her 
soul, whether it were not better to send Pearl at once to 
heaven, and go herself to such futurity as Eternal Justice 
should provide. 

The scarlet letter had not done its office. 

Now, however, her interview with the Reverend Mr. 
Dimmesdale, on the night of his vigil, had given her a 
new theme of reflection, and held up to her an object 
that appeared worthy of any exertion and sacrifice for 
its attainment. She had witnessed the intense misery be- 
neath which the mimster struggled, or, to speak more 
accurately, had ceased to struggle. She saw that he stood 
on the verge of lunacy, if he had not already stepped 
across it. It was impossible to doubt, that, whatever 
painful efficacy there might be in the secret sting of re- 
morse, a deadlier venom had been infused into it by the 
hand that proffered relief. A secret enemy had been con- 
tinually by his side, under the semblance of a friend and 
helper, and had availed himself of the opportunities thus 
afforded for tampering with the delicate springs of Mr. 
Dimmesdale’s nature. Hester could not but ask herself, 
whether there had not originally been a defect of truth. 
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courage, and loyalty, on her own part, in allowing the 
minister to be thrown into a position where so much 
evil was to be foreboded, and nothing auspicious to be 
hoped. Her only justification lay in the fact, that she had 
been able to discern no method of rescuing him from a 
blacker ruin than had overwhelmed herself, except by 
acquiescing in Roger Chillingworths scheme of disguise. 
Under that impulse, she had made her choice, and had 
chosen, as it now appeared, the more wretched alterna- 
tive of the two. She determined to redeem her error, 
so far as it might yet be possible. Strengthened by years 
of hard and solemn trial, she felt herself no longer so in- 
adequate to cope with Roger Chillingworth as on that 
night, abased by sin, and half maddened by the igno- 
miny, that was still new, when they had talked together 
in the prison-chamber. She had climbed her way, since 
then, to a higher point. The old man, on the other hand, 
had brought himself nearer to her level, or perhaps be- 
low it, by the revenge which he had stooped for. 

In fine, Hester Prynne resolved to meet her former 
husband, and do what might be in her power for the 
rescue of the victim on whom he had so evidently set 
his gripe. The occasion was not long to seek. One after- 
noon, walking with Pearl in a retired part of the penin- 
sula, she beheld the old physician, with a basket on one 
arm, and a staff in the other hand, stooping along the 
ground, in quest of roots and herbs to concoct his medi- 
cines withal. 

XIV. HESTER AND THE PHYSICIAN 

Hester bade little Pearl run down to the margin of 
the water, and play with the shells and tangled seaweed, 
until she should have talked awhile with yonder gath- 
erer of herbs. So the child flew away like a bird, and, 
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making bare her small white feet, went pattering along 
the moist margin of the sea. Here and there she came to 
a full stop, and peeped curiously into a pool, left by the 
retiring tide as a mirror for Pearl to see her face in. Forth 
peeped at her, out of the pool, with dark, glistening curls 
around her head, and an elf -smile in her eyes, the image 
of a little maid, whom Pearl, having no other playmate, 
invited to take her hand, and run a race with her. But 
the visionary little maid, on her part, beckoned likewise, 
as if to say, “This is a better place! Come thou into the 
pool!” And Pearl, stepping in, mid-leg deep, beheld her 
own white feet at the bottom; while, out of a still lower 
depth, came the gleam of a kind of fragmentary smile, 
floating to and fro in the agitated water. 

Meanwhile her mother had accosted the physician. 

“I would speak a word with you,” said she, “a word 
that concerns us much.” 

“Aha! and is it Mistress Hester that has a word for 
old Roger Chillingworth?” answered he, raising himself 
from his stooping posture. “With all my heart! Why, Mis- 
tress, I hear good tidings of you on all hands! No longer 
ago than yester-eve, a magistrate, a wise and godly man, 
was discoursing of your affairs, Mistress Hester, and 
whispered me that there had been question concerning 
you in the council. It was debated whether or no, with 
safety to the common weal, yonder scarlet letter might 
be taken off your bosom. On my life, Hester, I made my 
entreaty to the worshipful magistrate that it might be 
done forthwith!” 

“It lies not in the pleasure of the magistrates to take 
off this badge,” calmly replied Hester. “Were I worthy 
to be quit of it, it would fall away of its own nature, 
or be transformed into something that should speak a 
different purport.” 

“Nay, then, wear it, if it suit you better,” rejoined he. 
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“A woman must needs follow her own fancy, touching 
the adornment of her person. The letter is gayly em- 
broidered, and shows right bravely on your bosom!” 

All this while, Hester had been looking steadily at the 
old man, and was shocked, as well as wonder-smitten, to 
discern what a change had been wrought upon him 
within the past seven years. It was not so much that he 
had grown older; for though the traces of advancing life 
were visible, he wore his age well, and seemed to retain 
a wiry vigor and alertness. But the former aspect of an 
intellectual and studious man, calm and quiet, which 
was what she best remembered in him, had altogether 
vanished, and been succeeded by an eager, searching, 
almost fierce, yet carefully guarded look. It seemed to 
be his wish and purpose to mask this expression with a 
smile; but the latter played him false, and flickered over 
his visage so derisively, that the spectator could see his 
blackness all the better for it. Ever and anon, too, there 
came a glare of red light out of his eyes; as if the old 
mans soul were on fire, and kept on smouldering duskily 
within his breast, until, by some casual puff of passion, 
it was blown into a momentary flame. Thus he re- 
pressed, as speedily as possible, and strove to look as if 
nothing of the kind had happened. 

In a word, old Roger Chillmgworth was a striking evi- 
dence of man s faculty of transforming himself into a 
devil, if he will only, for a reasonable space of time, un- 
dertake a devil’s office. This unhappy person had ef- 
fected such a transformation, by devoting himself, for 
seven years, to the constant analysis of a heart full of 
torture, and deriving his enjoyment thence, and adding 
fuel to those fiery tortures which he analyzed and 
gloated over. 

The scarlet letter burned on Hester Prynne’s bosom. 



THE SCARLET LETTER 395 

Here was another ruin, the responsibility of which came 
partly home to her. 

“What see you in my face,” asked the physician, “that 
you look at it so earnestly?” 

“Something that would make me weep, if there were 
any tears bittei enough for it,” answered she. “But let it 
pass! It is of yonder miserable man that I would speak.” 

“And what of him?” cried Roger Chillingworth, ea- 
gerly, as if he loved the topic, and were glad of an op- 
portunity to discuss it with the only person of whom he 
could make a confidant. “Not to hide the truth. Mis- 
tress Hester, my thoughts happen just now to be busy 
with the gentleman. So speak freely, and I will make an- 
swer.” 

“When we last spake together,” said Hester, “now 
seven years ago, it was your pleasure to extort a promise 
of secrecy, as touching the former relation betwixt your- 
self and me. As the life and good fame of yonder man 
were in your hands, there seemed no choice to me, save 
to be silent, in accordance with your behest. Yet it was 
not without heavy misgivings that I thus bound myself; 
for, having cast off all duty towards other human beings, 
there remained a duty towards him; and something 
whispered me that I was betraying it, in pledging my- 
self to keep your counsel. Smce that day, no man is so 
near to him as you. You tread behind his every footstep. 
You are beside him, sleeping and waking. You search his 
thoughts. You burrow and rankle in his heart! Your 
clutch is on his life, and you cause him to die daily a 
living death; and still he knows you not. In permitting 
this, I have surely acted a false part by the only man to 
whom the power was left me to be true!” 

“What choice had you?” asked Roger Chillingworth. 
“My finger, pointed at this man, would have hurled him 
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from his pulpit into a dungeon — thence, peradventure, 

to the gallows!” 

“It had been better so!” said Hester Prynne. 

"What evil have I done the man?” asked Roger Chill- 
ingworth again. "I tell thee, Hester Prynne, the richest 
fee that ever physician earned from the monarch could 
not have bought such care as I have wasted on this miser- 
able priest! But for my aid, his life would have burned 
away in torments, within the first two years after the 
perpetration of his crime and thine. For, Hester, his 
spirit lacked the strength that could have borne up, as 
thine has, beneath a burden like thy scailet letter. Oh, 
I could reveal a goodly secret! But enough! What art 
can do, I have exhausted on him. That he now breathes, 
and creeps about on earth, is owing all to me!” 

"Better he had died at once!” said Hester Prynne. 

"Yea, woman, thou sayest truly!” cried old Roger 
Chillingworth, letting the lurid fire of his heart blaze 
out before her eyes. “Better had he died at once! Never 
did mortal suffer what this man has suffered. And all, 
all, in the sight of his worst enemy! He has been con- 
scious of me. He has felt an influence dwelling always 
upon him like a curse. He knew, by some spiritual sense 
— for the Creator never made another being so sensitive 
as this — he knew that no friendly hand was pulling at 
his heart-strings, and that an eye was looking curiously 
into him, which sought only evil, and found it. But he 
knew not that the eye and hand were mine! With the 
superstition common to his brotherhood, he fancied 
himself given over to a fiend, to be tortured with fright- 
ful dreams, and desperate thoughts, the sting of remorse, 
and despair of pardon; as a foretaste of what awaits him 
beyond the grave. But it was the constant shadow of my 
presence! — the closest propinquity of the man whom he 
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had most vilely wronged! — and who had grown to exist 
only by this perpetual poison of the direst revenge! Yea, 
indeed! — he did not err! — there was a fiend at his elbow! 
A mortal man, with once a human heart, has become a 
fiend for his especial torment!” 

The unfortunate physician, while uttering these 
words, lifted his hands with a look of horror, as if he 
had beheld some frightful shape, which he could not 
recognize, usurping the place of his own image in a 
glass. It was one of those moments — which sometimes 
occur only at the interval of years — when a man’s moral 
aspect is faithfully revealed to his mind’s eye. Not im- 
probably, he had never before viewed himself as he did 
now. 

"Hast thou not tortured him enough?” said Hester, 
noticing the old mans look. "Has he not paid thee all?” 

"No! — no! He has but increased the debt!” answered 
the physician; and as he proceeded, his manner lost its 
fiercer characteristics, and subsided into gloom. "Dost 
thou remember me, Hester, as I was nine years agone? 
Even then, I was in the autumn of my days, nor was it 
the early autumn. But all my life had been made up 
of earnest, studious, thoughtful, quiet years, bestowed 
faithfully for the increase of mine own knowledge, and 
faithfully, too, though this latter object was but casual 
to the other — faithfully for the advancement of human 
welfare. No life had been more peaceful and innocent 
than mine; few lives so rich with benefits conferred. 
Dost thou remember me? Was I not, though you might 
deem me cold, nevertheless a man thoughtful for others, 
craving little for himself — kind, true, just, and of con- 
stant, if not warm affections? Was I not all this?” 

"All this, and more,” said Hester. 

"And what am I now?” demanded he, looking into her 
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face, and permitting the whole evil within him to be 
written on his features. “I have already told thee what 
I am! A fiend! Who made me so?” 

"It was myself!” cried Hester, shuddering. ‘It was I, 
not less than he. Why hast thou not avenged thyself on 
me?” 

"I have left thee to the scarlet letter,” replied Roger 
Chillingworth. “If that have not avenged me, I can do 
no more!” 

He laid his finger on it, with a smile. 

“It has avenged thee!” answered Hester Prynne. 

“I judged no less,” said the physician. “And now, what 
wouldst thou with me touching this man?” 

“I must reveal the secret,” answered Hester, firmly. 
“He must discern thee in thy true character. What may 
be the result, I know not. But this long debt of con- 
fidence, due from me to him, whose bane and ruin I 
have been, shall at length be paid. So far as concerns 
the overthrow or preservation of his fair fame and his 
earthly state, and perchance his life, he is in thy hands. 
Nor do I — whom the scarlet letter has disciplined to 
truth, though it be the truth of red-hot iron, entering 
into the soul — nor do I perceive such advantage in his 
living any longer a life of ghastly emptiness, that I shall 
stoop to implore thy mercy. Do with him as thou wilt! 
There is no good for him — no good for me — no good for 
thee! There is no good for little Pearl! There is no path 
to guide us out of this dismal maze!” 

“Woman, I could wellnigh pity thee!” said Roger 
Chillingworth, unable to restrain a thrill of admiration 
too; for there was a quality almost majestic in the de- 
spair which she expressed. “Thou hadst great elements. 
Peradventure, hadst thou met earlier with a better love 
than mine, this evil had not been. I pity thee, for the 
good that has been wasted in thy nature!” 
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"And I thee,” answered Hester Prynne, "for the ha- 
tred that has transformed a wise and just man to a fiend! 
Wilt thou yet purge it out of thee, and be once more 
human? If not for his sake, then doubly for thine own! 
Forgive, and leave his further retribution to the Power 
that claims it! I said, but now, that there could be no 
good event for him, or thee, or me, who are here wan- 
dering together in this gloomy maze of evil, and stum- 
bling, at every step, over the guilt wherewith we have 
strewn our path. It is not so! There might be good for 
thee, and thee alone, since thou hast been deeply 
wronged, and hast it at thy will to pardon. Wilt thou 
give up that only privilege? Wilt thou reject that price- 
less benefit?” 

"Peace, Hester, peace!” replied the old man, with 
gloomy sternness. "It is not granted me to pardon. I 
have no such power as thou tellest me of. My old faith, 
long forgotten, comes back to me, and explains all that 
we do, and all we suffer. By thy first step awry thou 
didst plant the germ of evil; but since that moment, it 
has all been a dark necessity. Ye that have wronged me 
are not sinful, save in a kind of typical illusion; neither 
am I fiend-like, who have snatched a fiend’s office from 
his hands. It is our fate. Let the black flower blossom as 
it may! Now go thy ways, and deal as thou wilt with 
yonder man.” 

He waved his hand, and betook himself again to his 
employment of gathering herbs. 

XV. HESTER AND PEARL 

So Roger Chillingworth — a deformed old figure, with 
a face that haunted men’s memories longer than they 
liked — took leave of Hester Prynne, and went stooping 
away along the earth. He gathered here and there an 
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herb, or grubbed up a root, and put it into the basket 
on his arm. His gray beard almost touched the ground, 
as he crept onward. Hester gazed after him a little while, 
looking with a half-fantastic curiosity to see whether the 
tender grass of early spring would not be blighted be- 
neath him, and show the wavering track of his footsteps, 
sere and brown, across its cheeiful verdure. She won- 
dered what sort of herbs they were, which the old man 
was so sedulous to gather. Would not the earth, quick- 
ened to an evil purpose by the sympathy of his eye, 
greet him with poisonous shrubs, of species hitherto un- 
known, that would start up under his fingers? Or might 
it suffice him that every wholesome giowth should be 
converted into something deleterious and malignant at 
his touch? Did the sun, which shone so brightly every- 
where else, really fall upon him? Or was there, as it rather 
seemed, a circle of ominous shadow moving along with 
his deformity, whichever way he turned himself? And 
whither was he now going? Would he not suddenly sink 
into the earth, leaving a barren and blasted spot, where, 
in due course of time, would be seen deadly nightshade, 
dogwood, henbane, and whatever else of vegetable 
wickedness the climate could produce, all flourishing 
with hideous luxuriance? Or would he spread bat’s 
wings and flee away, looking so much the uglier the 
higher he rose towards heaven? 

"Be it sin or no,” said Hester Prynne, bitterly, as she 
still gazed after him, "I hate the man!” 

She upbraided herself for the sentiment, but could 
not overcome or lessen it. Attempting to do so, she 
thought of those long-past days, in a distant land, when 
he used to emerge at eventide from the seclusion of his 
study, and sit down in the firelight of their home, and in 
the light of her nuptial smile. He needed to bask him- 
self in that smile, he said, in order that the chill of so 
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many lonely hours among his books might be taken off 
the scholar’s heart. Such scenes had once appeared not 
otherwise than happy, but now, as viewed through the 
dismal medium of her subsequent life, they classed 
themselves among her ugliest remembrances. She mar- 
velled how such scenes could have been! She marvelled 
how she could ever have been wrought upon to marry 
him! She deemed it her crime most to be repented of 
that she had ever endured, and reciprocated, the luke- 
warm grasp of his hand, and had suffered the smile of 
her lips and eyes to mingle and melt into his own. And 
it seemed a fouler offence committed by Roger Chilling- 
worth, than any which had since been done him, that, in 
the time when her heart knew no better, he had per- 
suaded her to fancy herself happy by his side. 

"Yes, I hate him!” repeated Hester, more bitterly than 
before. “He betrayed me! He has done me worse wrong 
than I did him!” 

Let men tremble to win the hand of woman, unless 
they win along with it the utmost passion of her heart! 
Else it may be their miserable fortune, as it was Roger 
Chilhngworth’s, when some mightier touch than their 
own may have awakened all her sensibilities, to be re- 
proached even for the calm content, the marble image 
of happiness, which they will have imposed upon her 
as the warm reality. But Hester ought long ago to have 
done with this injustice. What did it betoken? Had seven 
long years, under the torture of the scarlet letter, in- 
flicted so much of misery, and wrought out no repent- 
ance? 

The emotions of that brief space, while she stood gaz- 
ing after the crooked figure of old Roger Chillingworth, 
threw a dark light on Hester’s state of mind, revealing 
much that she might not otherwise have acknowledged 
to herself. 
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He being gone, she summoned back her child. 

“Pearl! Little Pearl! Where are you?” 

Pearl, whose activity of spirit never flagged, had been 
at no loss for amusement while her mother talked with 
the old gatherer of herbs. At first, as already told, she had 
flirted fancifully with her own image in a pool of water, 
beckoning the phantom forth, and — as it declined to 
venture — seeking a passage for herself into its sphere of 
impalpable earth and unattainable sky. Soon finding, 
however, that either she or the image was unreal, she 
turned elsewhere for better pastime. She made little 
boats out of birch-bark, and freighted them with snail- 
shells, and sent out moie ventures on the mighty deep 
than any merchant in New England; but the larger part 
of them foundered near the shore. She seized a live 
horseshoe by the tail, and made prize of several five- 
fingers, and laid out a jelly-fish to melt in the warm sun. 
Then she took up the white foam, that streaked the line 
of the advancing tide, and threw it upon the breeze, 
scampering after it, with winged footsteps, to catch the 
great snow-flakes ere they fell. Perceiving a flock of 
beach-birds, that fed and fluttered along the shore, the 
naughty child picked up her apron full of pebbles, and, 
creeping from rock to rock after these small sea-fowl, 
displayed remarkable dexterity in pelting them. One 
little gray bird, with a white breast. Pearl was almost 
sure, had been hit by a pebble, and fluttered away with 
a broken wing. But then the elf-child sighed, and gave 
up her sport; because it grieved her to have done harm 
to a little being that was as wild as the sea-breeze, or as 
wild as Pearl herself. 

Her final employment was to gather sea-weed, of vari- 
ous kinds, and make herself a scarf, or mantle, and a 
head-dress, and thus assume the aspect of a little mer- 
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maid. She inherited her mother’s gift for devising dra- 
pery and costume. As the last touch of her mermaid’s 
garb, Pearl took some eel-grass, and imitated, as best 
she could, on her own bosom, the decoration with which 
she was so familiar on her mother’s. A letter — the letter 
A — but freshly green, instead of scarlet! The child bent 
her chin upon her breast, and contemplated this device 
with strange interest; even as if the one only thing for 
which she had been sent into the world was to make out 
its hidden import. 

"I wonder if mother will ask me what it means!” 
thought Pearl. 

Just then, she heard her mother’s voice, and flitting 
along as lightly as one of the little sea-birds, appeared 
before Hester Prynne, dancing, laughing, and pointing 
her finger to the ornament upon her bosom. 

"My little Pearl,” said Hester, after a moment’s si- 
lence, "the green letter, and on thy childish bosom, has 
no purport. But dost thou know, my child, what this 
letter means which thy mother is doomed to wear?” 

“Yes, mother,” said the child. "It is the great letter A. 
Thou hast taught me in the horn-book.” 

Hester looked steadily into her little face; but, though 
there was that singular expression which she had so 
often remarked in her black eyes, she could not satisfy 
herself whether Pearl really attached any meaning to 
the symbol. She felt a morbid desire to ascertain the 
point. 

"Dost thou know, child, wherefore thy mother wears 
this letter?” 

"Truly do I?” answered Pearl, looking brightly into 
her mother’s face. "It is for the same reason that the 
minister keeps his hand over his heart!” 

"And what reason is that?” asked Hester, half smiling 



404 ROMANCES 

at the absurd incongruity of the child’s observation; but, 
on second thoughts, turning pale. “What has the letter 
to do with any heart, save mine?” 

“Nay, mother, I have told all I know,” said Pearl, 
more seriously than she was wont to speak. “Ask yonder 
old man whom thou has been talking with! It may be he 
can tell. But in good earnest now, mother dear, what 
does this scarlet letter mean? — and why dost thou wear 
it on thy bosom? — and why does the minister keep his 
hand over his heart?” 

She took her mother’s hand in both her own, and 
gazed into her eyes with an earnestness that was seldom 
seen in her wild and capricious character. The thought 
occurred to Hester that the child might really be seek- 
ing to approach her with childlike confidence, and doing 
what she could, and as intelligently as she knew how, to 
establish a meeting-point of sympathy. It showed Pearl 
in an unwonted aspect. Heretofore, the mother, while 
loving her child with the intensity of a sole affection, 
had schooled herself to hope for little other return than 
the waywardness of an April breeze; which spends its 
time in airy sport, and has its gusts of inexplicable pas- 
sion, and is petulant in its best of moods, and chills 
oftener than caresses you, when you take it to your 
bosom; in requital of which misdemeanors, it will some- 
times, of its own vague purpose, kiss your cheek with 
a kind of doubtful tenderness, and play gently with your 
hair, and then be gone about its other idle business, leav- 
ing a dreamy pleasure at your heart. And this, more- 
over, was a mother’s estimate of the child’s disposition. 
Any other observer might have seen few but unamiable 
traits, and have given them a far darker coloring. But 
now the idea came strongly into Hester’s mind, that 
Pearl, with her remarkable precocity and acuteness, 
might already have approached the age when she could 
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be made a friend, and intrusted with as much of her 
mother’s sorrows as could be imparted, without irrever- 
ence either to the parent or the child. In the little chaos 
of Pearl’s character there might be seen emerging — and 
could have been, from the very first — the steadfast prin- 
ciples of an unflinching courage — an uncontrollable will 
— a sturdy pride, which might be disciplined into self- 
respect — and a bitter scorn of many things, which, when 
examined, might be found to have the taint of falsehood 
in them. She possessed affections, too, though hitherto 
acrid and disagreeable, as are the richest flavors of un- 
ripe fruit. With all these sterling attributes, thought Hes- 
ter, the evil which she inherited from her mother must 
be great indeed, if a noble woman do not grow out of 
this elfish child. 

Pearl’s inevitable tendency to hover about the enigma 
of the scarlet letter seemed an innate quality of her do- 
ing. From the earliest epoch of her conscious life, she 
had entered upon this as her appointed mission. Hester 
had often fancied that Providence had a design of justice 
and retribution, in endowing the child with this marked 
propensity; but never, until now, had she bethought her- 
self to ask, whether, linked with that design, there might 
not likewise be a purpose of mercy and beneficence. If 
little Pearl were entertained with faith and trust, as a 
spirit messenger no less than an earthly child, might it 
not be her errand to soothe away the sorrow that lay 
cold in her mother’s heart, and converted it into a tomb? 
— and to help her to overcome the passion, once so wild, 
and even yet neither dead nor asleep, but only impris- 
oned within the same tomb-like heart? 

Such were some of the thoughts that now stirred in 
Hester’s mind, with as much vivacity of impression as if 
they had actually been whispered into her ear. And 
there was little Pearl, all this while holding her mother’s 
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hand in both her own, and turning her face upward, 
while she put these searching questions, once, and 
again, and still a third time. 

“What does the letter mean, mother? — and why dost 
thou wear it? — and why does the minister keep his hand 
over his heart?” 

“What shall I say?” thought Hester to herself. “No! If 
this be the price of the child’s sympathy, I cannot pay 
it” 

Then she spoke aloud. 

“Silly Pearl,” said she, “what questions are these? 
There are many things in this world that a child must 
not ask about. What know I of the minister s heart? And 
as for the scarlet letter, I wear it for the sake of its gold- 
thread.” 

In all the seven bygone years, Hester Prynne had 
never before been false to the symbol on her bosom. It 
may be that it was the talisman of a stern and severe, 
but yet a guardian spirit, who now forsook her; as rec- 
ognizing that, in spite of his strict watch over her heart, 
some new evil had crept into it, or some old one had 
never been expelled. As for little Pearl the earnestness 
soon passed out of her face. 

But the child did not see fit to let the matter drop. 
Two or three times, as her mother and she went home- 
ward, and as often at supper-time, and while Hester was 
putting her to bed, and once after she seemed to he 
fairly asleep. Pearl looked up, with mischief gleaming in 
her black eyes. 

“Mother,” said she, “what does the scarlet letter 
mean?” 

And the next morning, the first indication the child 
gave of being awake was by popping up her head from 
the pillow, and making that other inquiry, which she 
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had so unaccountably connected with her investigations 
about the scarlet letter: 

“Mother! — Mother! — Why does the minister keep his 
hand over his heart?” 

“Hold thy tongue, naughty child!” answered her 
mother, with an asperity that she had never permitted 
to herself before. “Do not tease me, else I shall shut thee 
into the dark closet!” 


XVI. A FOREST WALK 

Hester Prynne remained constant in her resolve to 
make known to Mr. Dimmesdale, at whatever risk of 
present pain or ulterior consequences, the true charac- 
ter of the man who had crept into his intimacy. For 
several days, however, she vainly sought an opportunity 
of addressing him in some of the meditative walks which 
she knew him to be in the habit of taking, along the 
shores of the peninsula, or on the wooded hills of the 
neighboring country. There would have been no scan- 
dal, indeed, nor peril to the holy whiteness of the clergy- 
man’s good fame, had she visited him in his own study, 
where many a penitent, ere now, had confessed sins of 
perhaps as deep a dye as the one betoken by the scarlet 
letter. But, partly that she dreaded the secret or undis- 
guised interference of old Roger Chillingworth, and 
partly that her conscious heart imputed suspicion where 
none could have been felt, and partly that both the 
minister and she would need the whole wide world to 
breathe in, while they talked together — for all these rea- 
sons, Hester never thought of meeting him in any nar- 
rower privacy than beneath the open sky. 

At last, while attending in a sick-chamber, whither the 
Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale had been summoned to 
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“Run away, child/' answered her mother, “and catch 
the sunshine! It will soon be gone.” 

Pearl set forth, at a great pace, and, as Hester smiled 
to perceive, did actually catch the sunshine, and stood 
laughing in the midst of it, all brightened by its splen- 
dor, and scintillating with the vivacity excited by rapid 
motion. The light lingered about the lonely child, as if 
glad of such a playmate, until her mother had drawn al- 
most nigh enough to step into the magic circle too. 

“It will go now/' said Pearl, shaking her head. 

“See!" answered Hester, smiling. “Now I can stretch 
out my hand, and grasp some of it." 

As she attempted to do so, the sunshine vanished; or, 
to judge from the bright expression that was dancing on 
Pearl's features, her mother could have fancied that the 
child had absorbed it into herself, and would give it 
forth again, with a gleam about her path, as they should 
plunge into some gloomier shade. There was no other 
attribute that so much impressed her with a sense of 
new and untransmitted vigor in Pearl’s nature, as this 
never-failing vivacity of spirits; she had not the disease 
of sadness, which almost all children, in these latter 
days, inherit, with the scrofula, from the troubles of 
their ancestors. Perhaps this too was a disease, and but 
the reflex of the wild energy with which Hester had 
fought against her sorrows before Pearl's birth. It was 
certainly a doubtful charm, imparting a hard, metallic 
lustre to the child's character. She wanted — what some 
people want throughout life — a grief that should deeply 
touch her, and thus humanize and make her capable of 
sympathy. But there was time enough yet for little Pearl. 

“Come, my child!" said Hester, looking about her 
from the spot wheie Pearl had stood still in the sunshine. 
“We will sit down a little way within the wood, and rest 
ourselves.” 
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“I am not aweary, mother,” replied the little girl. “But 
you may sit down, if you will tell me a story meanwhile,” 

“A story, child!” said Hester. “And about what?” 

“Oh, a story about the Black Man,” answered Pearl, 
taking hold of her mother's gown, and looking up, half 
earnestly, half mischievously, into her face. “How he 
haunts this forest, and carries a book with him— a big, 
heavy book, with iron clasps; and how this ugly Black 
Man offers his book and an iron pen to everybody that 
meets him here among the trees; and they are to write 
their names with their own blood. And then he sets his 
mark on their bosoms! Didst thou ever meet the Black 
Man, mother?” 

“And who told you this story. Pearl?” asked her 
mother, recognizing a common superstition of the pe- 
riod. 

“It was the old dame in the chimney-corner, at the 
house where you watched last night,” said the child, 
“But she fancied me asleep while she was talking of it, 
She said that a thousand and a thousand people had met 
him here, and had written in his book, and have his 
mark on them. And that ugly-tempered lady, old Mis- 
tress Hibbins, was one. And, mother, the old dame said 
that this scarlet letter was the Black Mans mark on thee, 
and that it glows like a red flame when thou meetest him 
at midnight, here in the dark wood. Is it true, mother? 
And dost thou go to meet him in the night-time?” 

“Didst thou ever awake, and find thy mother gone?” 
asked Hester. 

“Not that I remember,” said the child. “If thou fearest 
to leave me in our cottage, thou mightest take me along 
with thee. I would very gladly go! But mother, tell me 
now! Is there such a Black Man? And didst thou ever 
meet him? And is this his mark?” 
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‘Wilt thou let me be at peace, if I once tell thee?” 
asked her mother. 

“Yes, if thou tellest me all,” answered Pearl. 

“Once in my life I met the Black Man!” said her 
mother. “This scarlet letter is his mark!” 

Thus conversing, they entered sufficiently deep into 
the wood to secure themselves from the observation of 
any casual passenger along the forest track. Here they 
sat down on a luxuriant heap of moss, which, at some 
epoch of the preceding century, had been *a gigantic 
pine, with its roots and trunk in the darksome shade, 
and its head aloft in the upper atmosphere. It was a 
little dell where they had seated themselves, with a leaf- 
* strewn bank rising gently on either side, and a brook 
flowing through the midst, over a bed of fallen and 
drowned leaves. The tiees impending over it had flung 
down great branches, from time to time, which choked 
up the current and compelled it to form eddies and 
black depths at some points, while, in its swifter and 
livelier passages, there appeared a channelway of peb- 
bles, and brown sparkling sand. Letting the eyes follow 
along the course of the stream, they could catch the re- 
flected light from its water, at some short distance 
within the forest, but soon lost all traces of it amid the 
bewilderment of tree-trunks and underbrush, and here 
and there a huge rock covered over with gray lichens. 
All these giant trees and bowlders of granite seemed in- 
tent on making a mystery of the course of this small 
brook; fearing, perhaps, that, with its never-ceasing lo- 
quacity, it should whisper tales out of the heart of the 
old forest whence it flowed, or mirror its revelations on 
the smooth surface of a pool. Continually, indeed, as it 
stole onward, the streamlet kept up a babble, kind, 
quiet, soothing, but melancholy, like the voice of a 
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young child that was spending its infancy without play, 
fulness, and knew not how to be merry among sad 
acquaintance and events of sombre hue. 

“O brookl O foolish and tiresome little brook!” cried 
Pearl, after listening awhile to its talk. ''Why art thou 
so sad? Pluck up a spirit, and do not be all the time 
sighing and murmuring!” 

But the brook, in the course of its little lifetime among 
the forest-trees, had gone through so solemn an experi- 
ence that it could not help talking about it, and seemed 
to have nothing else to say. Pearl resembled the brook, 
inasmuch as the current of her life gushed fiom a well- 
spring as mysterious, and had flowed through scenes 
shadowed as heavily with gloom. But, unlike the little* 
stream, she danced and sparkled, and prattled airily 
along her course. 

“What does this sad little brook say, mother?” in- 
quired she. 

“If thou hadst a sorrow of thine own, the brook might 
tell thee of it,” answered her mother, “even as it is tell- 
ing me of mine! But now. Pearl, I hear a footstep along 
the path, and the noise of one putting aside the 
branches. I would have thee betake thyself to play, and 
leave me to speak with him that comes yonder.” 

“Is it the Black Man?” asked Pearl. 

“Wilt thou go and play, child?” repeated her mother 
“But do not stray far into the wood. And take heed that 
thou come at my first call.” 

“Yes, mother,” answered Pearl. “But if it be the Black 
Man, wilt thou not let me stay a moment, and look at 
him, with his big book under his aim?” 

“Go, silly child!” said her mother, impatiently. “It is 
no Black Man! Thou canst see him now, through the 
trees. It is the minister!” 

“And so it is!” said the child. “And, mother, he has 
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his hand over his heart! Is it because, when the minister 
wrote his name in the book, the Black Man set his mark 
in that place? But why does he not wear it outside his 
bosom, as thou dost, mother?” 

"Go now, child, and thou shalt tease me as thou wilt 
another time,” cried Hester Prynne. “But do not stray 
far. Keep where thou canst hear the babble of the 
brook.” 

The child went singing away, following up the cur- 
rent of the brook, and striving to mingle a more light- 
some cadence with its melancholy voice. But the little 
stream would not be comforted, and still kept telling 
its unintelligible secret of some very mournful mystery 
that had happened — or making a prophetic lamentation 
about something that was yet to happen — within the 
verge of the dismal forest. So Pearl, who had enough 
of shadow in her own little life, chose to break off all 
acquaintance with this repining brook. She set herself, 
therefore, to gathering violets and wood-anemones, and 
some scarlet columbines that she found growing in the 
crevices of a high rock. 

When her elf-child had departed, Hester Prynne made 
a step or two towards the track that led through the 
forest, but still remained under the deep shadow of the 
trees. She beheld the minister advancing along the path, 
entirely alone, and leaning on a staff which he had cut 
by the wayside. He looked haggard and feeble, and be- 
trayed a nerveless despondency in his air, which had 
never so remarkably characterized him in his walks 
about the settlement, nor in any other situation where 
he deemed himself liable to notice. Here it was wofully 
visible, in the intense seclusion of the forest, which, of 
itself, would have been a heavy trial to the spirits. There 
was a listlessness in his gait; as if he saw no reason for 
taking one step farther, nor felt any desire to do so, but 
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would have been glad, could he be glad of anything, 
to fling himself down at the root of the nearest tree, and 
lie there passive, for evermore. The leaves might bestrew 
him, and the soil gradually accumulate and form a little 
hillock over his frame, no matter whether there were 
life in it or no. Death was too definite an object to be 
wished for or avoided. 

To Hester's eye, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale ex- 
hibited no symptom of positive and vivacious suffering, 
except that, as little Pearl had remarked, he kept his 
hand, over his heart. 

XVII. THE PASTOR AND HIS PARISHIONER 

Slowly as the minister walked, he had almost gone by, 
before Hester Prynne could gather voice enough to at- 
tract his observation. At length, she succeeded. 

“Arthur Dimmesdale!" she said, faintly at first; then 
louder, but hoarsely. “Arthur Dimmesdale!" 

“Who speaks?" answered the minister. 

Gathering himself quickly up, he stood more erect, 
like a man taken by surprise in a mood to which he was 
reluctant to have witnesses. Throwing his eyes anxiously 
in the direction of the voice, he indistinctly beheld a 
form under the trees, clad in garments so sombre, and 
so little relieved from the gray twilight into which the 
clouded sky and the heavy foliage had darkened the 
noontide, that he knew not whether it were a woman 
or a shadow. It may be, that his pathway through life 
was haunted thus, by a spectre that had stolen out from 
among his thoughts. 

He made a step nigher, and discovered the scarlet 
letter. 

“Hester! Hester Prynne!” said he. “Is it thou? Art thou 
in life?” 
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“Even so!” she answered. “In such life as has been 
mine these seven years past! And thou, Arthur Dimmes- 
dale, dost thou yet live?” 

It was no wonder that they thus questioned one an- 
other’s actual and bodily existence, and even doubted of 
their own. So strangely did they meet, in the dim wood, 
that it was like the first encounter, in the world beyond 
the grave, of two spirits who had been intimately con- 
nected in their former life, but now stood coldly shud- 
dering, in mutual dread; as not yet familiar with their 
state, nor wonted to the companionship of disembodied 
beings. Each a ghost, and awe-stricken at the other 
ghost! They were awe-stricken likewise at themselves; 
because the crisis flung back to them their consciousness, 
and revealed to each heart its history and experience, 
as life never does, except at such breathless epochs. The 
soul beheld its features in the mirror of the passing mo- 
ment. It was with fear, and tremulously, and, as it were, 
by a slow, reluctant necessity, that Arthur Dimmesdale 
put forth his hand, chill as death, and touched the chili 
hand of Hester Prynne. The grasp, cold as it was, took 
away what was dreariest in the interview. They now 
felt themselves, at least, inhabitants of the same sphere. 

Without a word more spoken — neither he nor she 
assuming the guidance, but with an unexpressed consent 
— they glided back into the shadow of the woods, 
whence Hester had emerged, and sat down on the heap 
of moss where she and Pearl had before been sitting. 
When they found voice to speak, it was, at first, only to 
utter remarks and inquiries such as any two acquaint- 
ance might have made, about the gloomy sky, the 
threatening storm, and, next, the health of each. Thus 
they went onward, not boldly, but step by step, into 
the themes that were brooding deepest in their hearts. 
So long estranged by fate and circumstances, they 
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needed something slight and casual to run before, and 
throw open the doors of intercourse, so that their real 
thoughts might be led across the threshold. 

After a while, the minister fixed his eyes on Hester 
Prynne’s. 

“Hester,” said he, “hast thou found peace?” 

She smiled drearily, looking down upon her bosom. 

“Hast thou?” she asked. 

“None! — nothing but despair!” he answered. "What 
else could I look for, being what I am, and leading such 
a life as mine? Were I an atheist — a man devoid of 
conscience — a wretch with coarse and brutal instincts 
— I might have found peace, long ere now. Nay, I never 
should have lost it! But, as matters stand with my soul, 
whatever of good capacity there originally was in me, 
all of God’s gifts that were the choicest have become 
the ministers of spiritual torment. Hester, I am most 
miserable!” 

“The people reverence thee,” said Hester. “And surely 
thou workest good among them! Doth this bring thee 
no comfort?” 

“More misery, Hester! — only the more misery!” an- 
swered the clergyman, with a bitter smile. “As concerns 
the good which I may appear to do, I have no faith in 
it. It must needs be a delusion. What can a ruined soul, 
like mine, effect towards the redemption of other souls? 
— or a polluted soul towards their purification? And as 
for the people’s reverence, would that it were turned to 
scorn and hatred! Canst thou deem it, Hester, a consola- 
tion, that I must stand up in my pulpit, and meet so 
many eyes turned upward to my face, as if the light of 
heaven were beaming from it! — must see my flock hun- 
gry for the truth, and listening to my words as if a 
tongue of Pentecost were speaking! — and then look in- 
ward, and discern the black reality of what they idolize? 
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I have laughed, in bitterness and agony of heart, at the 
contrast between what I seem and what I am! And Satan 
laughs at it!” 

“You wrong yourself in this,” said Hester, gently. 
“You have deeply and sorely repented. Your sin is left 
behind you, in the days long past. Your present life is 
not less holy, in very truth, than it seems in people's 
eyes. Is there no reality in the penitence thus sealed and 
witnessed by good works? And wherefore should it not 
bring you peace?” 

“No, Hester, no!” replied the clergyman. “There is no 
substance in it! It is cold and dead, and can do nothing 
for me! Of penance, I have had enough! Of penitence, 
there has been none! Else, I should long ago have 
thrown off these garments of mock holiness, and have 
shown myself to mankind as they will see me at the 
judgment-seat. Happy are you, Hester, that wear the 
scarlet letter openly upon your bosom! Mine burns in 
secret! Thou little knowest what a relief it is, after the 
torment of a seven years' cheat, to look into an eye that 
recognizes me for what I am! Had I one friend — or were 
it my worst enemy! — to whom, when sickened with the 
praises of all other men, I could daily betake myself, 
and be known as the vilest of all sinners, methinks my 
soul might keep itself alive thereby. Even thus much of 
truth would save me 1 But, now, it is all falsehood! — all 
emptiness! — all death!” 

Hester Prynne looked into his face, but hesitated to 
speak. Yet, uttering his long-restrained emotions so ve- 
hemently as he did, his words here offered her the very 
point of circumstances in which to interpose what she 
came to say. She conquered her fears, and spoke. 

“Such a friend as thou hast even now wished for,” 
said she, “with whom to weep over thy sin, thou hast in 
me, the partner of it!” — Again she hesitated, but brought 
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out the words with an effort. — “Thou hast long had such 

an enemy, and dwellest with him, under the same roof!” 

The minister started to his feet, gasping for breath, 
and clutching at his heart, as if he would have torn it 
out of his bosom. 

“Ha! What sayest thou!” cried he. “An enemy! And 
under mine own roof! What mean you?” 

Hester Prynne was now fully sensible of the deep 
injury for which she was responsible to this unhappy 
man, in permitting him to lie for so many years, or, in- 
deed, for a single moment, at the mercy of one whose 
purposes could not be other than malevolent. The very 
contiguity of his enemy, beneath whatever mask the 
latter might conceal himself, was enough to disturb the 
magnetic sphere of a being so sensitive as Arthur Dim- 
mesdale. There had been a period when Hester was less 
alive to this consideration; or, perhaps, in the misan- 
thropy of her own trouble, she left the minister to bear 
what she might picture to herself as a more tolerable 
doom. But of late, since the night of his vigil, all her 
sympathies towards him had been both softened and 
invigorated. She now read his heart more accurately. 
She doubted not, that the continual presence of Roger 
Chillingworth — the secret poison of his malignity, in- 
fecting all the air about him — and his authorized inter- 
ference, as a physician, with the minister s physical and 
spiritual infirmities — that these bad opportunities had 
been turned to a cruel purpose. By means of them, the 
sufferers conscience had been kept in an irritated state, 
the tendency of which was, not to cure by wholesome 
pain, but to disorganize and corrupt his spiritual being. 
Its result, on earth, could hardly fail to be insanity, and 
hereafter, that eternal alienation from the Good and 
True, of which madness is perhaps the earthly type. 

Such was the ruin to which she had brought the man, 
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once — nay, why should we not speak it? — still so pas- 
sionately loved! Hester felt that the sacrifice of the 
clergyman’s good name, and death itself, as she had al- 
ready told Roger Chillingworth, would have been in- 
finitely preferable to the alternative which she had taken 
upon herself to choose. And now, rather than have had 
this grievous wrong to confess, she would gladly have 
lain down on the forest-leaves, and died, there, at Arthur 
Dimmesdale’s feet. 

“O Arthur,” cried she, “forgive me! In all things else, 
I have striven to be true! Truth was the one virtue which 
I might have held fast, and did hold fast, through all 
extremity; save when thy good — thy life — thy fame — 
were put in question! Then I consented to a deception. 
But a lie is never good, even though death threaten on 
the other side! Dost thou not see what I would say? 
That old man! — the physician! — he whom they call 
Roger Chillingworth! — he was my husband!” 

The minister looked at her for an instant, with all 
that violence of passion, which — intermixed, in more 
shapes than one, with his higher, purer, softer qualities 
— was, in fact, the portion of him which the Devil 
claimed, and through which he sought to win the rest. 
Never was there a blacker or a fiercer frown than Hes- 
ter now encountered. For the brief space that it lasted, 
it was a dark transfiguration. But his character had been 
so much enfeebled by suffering, that even its lower 
energies were incapable of more than a temporary strug- 
gle. He sank down on the ground, and buried his face 
in his hands. 

“I might have known it,” murmured he. “I did know 
it! Was not the secret told me, in the natural recoil of 
my heart, at the first sight of him, and as often as I 
have seen him since? Why did I not understand? O 
Hester Prynne, thou little, little knowest all the horror 
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of this thing! And the shame! — the indelicacy! — the hor- 
rible ugliness of this exposure of a sick and guilty heart 
to the very eye that would gloat over it! Woman, 
woman, thou art accountable for this! I cannot forgive 
thee!” 

"Thou shalt forgive me!” cried Hester, flinging her- 
self on the fallen leaves beside him. "Let God punish! 
Thou shalt forgive!” 

With sudden and desperate tenderness, she threw her 
arms around him, and pressed his head against her 
bosom; little caring though his cheek rested on the scar- 
let letter. He would have released himself, but strove in 
vain to do so. Hester would not set him free, lest he 
should look her sternly in the face. All the world had 
frowned on her — for seven long years had it frowned 
upon this lonely woman — and still she bore it all, nor 
ever once turned away her firm, sad eyes. Heaven, like- 
wise, had frowned upon her, and she had not died. But 
the frown of this pale, weak, sinful, and sorrow-stricken 
man was what Hester could not bear and live! 

"Wilt thou yet forgive me!” she repeated, over and 
over again. 'Wilt thou not frown? Wilt thou forgive?” 

"I do forgive you, Hester,” replied the minister, at 
length, with a deep utterance, out of an abyss of sad- 
ness, but no anger. "I freely forgive you now. May God 
forgive us both! We are not, Hester, the worst sinners 
in the world. There is one worse than even the polluted 
priest! That old man s revenge has been blacker than 
my sin. He has violated, in cold blood, the sanctity of a 
human heart. Thou and I, Hester, never did so!” 

"Never, never!” whispered she. "What we did had a 
consecration of its own. We felt it so! We said so to 
each other! Hast thou forgotten it?” 

"Hush, Hester!” said Arthur Dimmesdale, rising from 
the ground. "No; I have not forgotten!” 
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They sat down again, side by side, and hand clasped 
in hand, on the mossy trunk of the fallen tree. Life had 
never brought them a gloomier hour; it was the point 
whither their pathway had so long been tending, and 
darkening ever, as it stole along; and yet it enclosed a 
charm that made them linger upon it, and claim an- 
other, and another, and, after all, another moment. The 
forest was obscure around them, and creaked with a 
blast that was passing through it. The boughs were 
tossing heavily above their heads; while one solemn old 
tree groaned dolefully to another, as if telling the sad 
story of the pair that sat beneath, or constrained to fore- 
bode evil to come. 

And yet they lingered. How dreary looked the forest- 
track that led backwaid to the settlement, where Hester 
Prynne must take up again the burden of her ignominy, 
and the minister the hollow mockery of his good name! 
So they lingered an instant longer. No golden light had 
ever been so precious as the gloom of this dark forest. 
Here, seen only by his eyes, the scarlet letter need not 
burn into the bosom of the fallen woman! Here, seen 
only by her eyes, Arthur Dimmesdale, false to God and 
man, might be, for one moment, true! 

He started at a thought that suddenly occurred to 
him. 

“Hester,” cried he, 'here is a new horror! Roger 
Chillingworth knows your purpose to reveal his true 
character. Will he continue, then, to keep our secret? 
What will now be the course of his revenge?” 

“There is a strange secrecy in his nature,” replied 
Hester, thoughtfully; “and it has grown upon him by 
the hidden practices of his revenge. I deem it not likely 
that he will betray the secret. He will doubtless seek 
other means of satiating his dark passion.” 

“And 1^ — how am I to live longer, breathing the same 
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air with this deadly enemy?” exclaimed Arthur Dim- 
mesdale, shrinking within himself, and pressing his hand 
nervously against his heart — a gesture that had grown 
involuntary with him. “Think for me, Hester! Thou art 
strong. Resolve for me!” 

“Thou must dwell no longer with this man,” said 
Hester, slowly and firmly. “Thy heart must be no longer 
under his evil eye!” 

“It were far worse than death!” replied the minister. 
“But how to avoid it? What choice remains to me? Shall 
I lie down again on these withered leaves, where I cast 
myself when thou didst tell me what he was? Must I 
sink down there, and die at once?” 

“Alas, what a ruin has befallen thee!” said Hester, 
with the tears gushing into her eyes. ‘Wilt thou die for 
very weakness? There is no other cause!” 

“The judgment of God is on me,” answered the con- 
science-stricken priest. “It is too mighty for me to strug- 
gle with!” 

“Heaven would show mercy,” rejoined Hester, “hadst 
thou but the strength to take advantage of it.” 

“Be thou strong for me!” answered he. “Advise me 
what to do.” 

“Is the world, then, so narrow?” exclaimed Hester 
Prynne, fixing her deep eyes on the minister’s, and in- 
stinctively exercising a magnetic power over a spirit so 
shattered and subdued that it could hardly hold itself 
erect. “Doth the universe lie within the compass of yon- 
der town, which only a little time ago was but a leaf- 
strewn desert, as lonely as this around us? Whither 
leads yonder forest-track? Backward to the settlement, 
thou sayest! Yes; but onward, too. Deeper it goes, and 
deeper, into the wilderness, less plainly to be seen at 
every step, until, some few miles hence, the yellow 
leaves will show no vestige of the white man’s tread. 
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There thou art free! So brief a journey would bring thee 
from a world where thou hast been most wretched, to 
one where thou mayest still be happy! Is there not shade 
enough in all this boundless forest to hide thy heart 
from the gaze of Roger Chillingworth?” 

"Yes, Hester; but only under the fallen leaves!” re- 
plied the minister, with a sad smile. 

“Then there is the broad pathway of the sea!” con- 
tinued Hester. “It brought thee hither. If thou so choose, 
it will bear thee back again. In our native land, whether 
in some remote rural village or in vast London — or, 
surely, in Germany, in France, in pleasant Italy — thou 
wouldst be beyond his power and knowledge! And what 
hast thou to do with all these iron men, and their opin- 
ions? They have kept thy better part in bondage too 
long already!” 

“It cannot be!” answered the minister, listening as if 
he weie called upon to realize a dream. “I am powerless 
to go! Wretched and sinful as I am, I have had no other 
thought than to drag on my earthly existence in the 
sphere where Providence hath placed me. Lost as my 
own soul is, I would still do what I may for other human 
souls! I dare not quit my post, though an unfaithful 
sentinel, whose sure reward is death and dishonor, when 
his dreary watch shall come to an end!” 

“Thou art crushed under this seven years’ weight of 
misery,” replied Hester, fervently resolved to buoy him 
up with her own energy. “But thou shalt leave it all be- 
hind thee! It shall not cumber thy steps, as thou treadest 
along the forest-path; neither shalt thou freight the ship 
with it, if thou prefei to cross the sea. Leave this wreck 
and ruin here where it hath happened. Meddle no more 
with it! Begin all anew' Hast thou exhausted possibility 
in the failure of this one trial? Not so! The future is yet 
full of trial and success. There is happiness to be en- 
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joyed! There is good to be done! Exchange this false 
life of thine for a true one. Be, if thy spirit summon thee 
to such a mission, the teacher and apostle of the red 
men. Or — as is more thy nature — be a scholar and a 
sage among the wisest and most renowned of the culti- 
vated world. Preach! Write! Act! Do anything, save to 
lie down and die! Give up this name of Arthur Dim- 
mesdale, and make thyself another, and a high one, such 
as thou canst wear without fear or shame. Why shouldst 
thou tarry so much as one other day in the torments 
that have so gnawed into thy life! — that have made thee 
feeble to will and to do! — that will leave thee powerless 
even to repent! Up, and away!” 

“O Hester!” cried Arthur Dimmesdale, in whose eyes 
a fitful light, kindled by her enthusiasm, flashed up and 
died away, “thou tellest of running a race to a man 
whose knees are tottering beneath him! I must die here! 
There is not the strength or courage left me to venture 
into the wide, strange, difficult world, alone!” 

It was the last expression of the despondency of a 
broken spirit. He lacked energy to grasp the better for- 
tune that seemed within his reach. 

He repeated the word. 

“Alone, Hester!” 

“Thou shalt not go alone!” answered she, in a deep 
whisper. 

Then, all was spoken! 


XVIII. A FLOOD OF SUNSHINE 

Arthur Dimmesdale gazed into Hesters face with a 
look in which hope and joy shone out, indeed, but with 
fear betwixt them, and a kind of horror at her boldness, 
who had spoken what he vaguely hinted at but dared 
not speak. 
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But Hester Prynne, with a mind of native courage 
and activity, and for so long a period not merely es- 
tranged, but outlawed, from society, had habituated 
herself to such latitude of speculation as was altogether 
foreign to the clergyman. She had wandered, without 
rule or guidance, in a moral wilderness; as vast, as in- 
tricate and shadowy, as the untamed forest, amid the 
gloom of which they were now holding a colloquy that 
was to decide their fate. Her intellect and heart had 
their home, as it were, in desert places, where she 
roamed as freely as the wild Indian in his woods. For 
years past she had looked from this estranged point of 
view at human institutions, and whatever priests or leg- 
islators had established; criticising all with hardly more 
reverence than the Indian would feel for the clerical 
band, the judicial robe, the pillory, the gallows, the fire- 
side, or the church. The tendency of her fate and for- 
tunes had been to set her free. The scarlet letter was her 
passport into regions where other women dared not 
tread. Shame, Despair, Solitude! These had been her 
teachers — stern and wild ones — and they had made her 
strong, but taught her much amiss. 

The minister, on the other hand, had never gone 
through an experience calculated to lead him beyond 
the scope of generally received laws; although, in a 
single instance, he had so fearfully transgressed one of 
the most sacred of them. But this had been a sin of 
passion, not of principle, nor even purpose. Since that 
wretched epoch, he had watched, with morbid zeal and 
minuteness, not his acts — for those, it was easy to 
arrange — but each breath of emotion, and his every 
thought. At the head of the social system, as the clergy- 
men of that day stood, he was only the more trammelled 
by its regulations, its principles, and even its prejudices. 
As a priest, the framework of his order inevitably 



426 ROMANCES 

hemmed him in. As a man who had once sinned, but 
who kept his conscience all alive and painfully sensitive 
by the fretting of an unhealed wound, he might have 
been supposed safer within the line of virtue than if he 
had never sinned at all. 

Thus, we seem to see that, as regarded Hester Prynne, 
the whole seven years of outlaw and ignominy had been 
little other than a preparation for this very hour. But 
Arthur Dimmesdale! Were such a man once more to 
fall, what plea could be urged in extenuation of his 
crime? None, unless it avail him somewhat, that he was 
broken down by long and exquisite suffering, that his 
mind was darkened and confused by the very remorse 
which harrowed it; that between fleeing as an avowed 
criminal, and remaining as a hypocrite, conscience might 
find it hard to strike the balance; that it was human to 
avoid the peril of death and infamy, and the inscrutable 
machinations of an enemy; that, finally, to this poor pil- 
grim, on his dreary and desert path, faint, sick, misera- 
ble, there appeared a glimpse of human affection and 
sympathy, a new life, and a true one, in exchange for 
the heavy doom which he was now expiating. And be 
the stern and sad truth spoken, that the breach which 
guilt has once made into the human soul is never, in 
this mortal state, repaired. It may be watched and 
guarded; so that the enemy shall not force his way again 
into the citadel, and might even in his subsequent as- 
saults, select some other avenue, in preference to that 
where he had formerly succeeded. But there is still the 
ruined wall, and, near it, the stealthy tread of the foe 
that would win over again his unfoi gotten triumph. 

The struggle, if it were one, need not be described. 
Let it suffice, that the clergyman resolved to flee, and 
not alone. 

“If, in all these past seven years,” thought he, “I could 
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recall one instant of peace or hope, I would yet endure 
for the sake of that earnest of Heaven s mercy. But now 
— since I am irrevocably doomed — wherefore should I 
not snatch the solace allowed to the condemned culprit 
before his execution? Or, if this be the path to a better 
life, as Hester would persuade me, I surely give up no 
fairer prospect by pursuing it! Neither can I any longer 
live without her companionship; so powerful is she to 
sustain — so tender to soothe! O Thou to whom I dare 
not lift mine eyes, wilt Thou yet pardon me!” 

"Thou wilt go!” said Hester, calmly, as he met her 
glance. 

The decision once made, a glow of strange enjoyment 
threw its flickering brightness over the trouble of his 
breast. It was the exhilarating effect — upon a prisoner 
just escaped from the dungeon of his own heart — of 
breathing the wild, free atmosphere of an unredeemed, 
unchristianized, lawless region. His spirit rose, as it 
were, with a bound, and attained a nearer prospect of 
the sky, than throughout all the misery which had kept 
him grovelling on the earth. Of a deeply religious tem- 
perament, there was inevitably a tinge of the devotional 
in his mood. 

"Do I feel joy again?” cried he, wondering at himself. 
"Methought the germ of it was dead in me! O Hester, 
thou art my better angel! I seem to have flung myself 
— sick, sin-stained, and sorrow-blackened — down upon 
these forest-leaves, and to have risen up all made anew, 
and with new powers to glorify Him that hath been 
merciful! This is already the better life! Why did we 
not fin'd it sooner?” 

"Let us not look back,” answered Hester Prynne. "The 
past is gone! Wherefore should we linger upon it now? 
See! With this symbol, I undo it all, and make it as it 
had never been!” 
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So speaking, she undid the clasp that fastened the 
scarlet letter, and, taking it from her bosom, threw it to 
a distance among the withered leaves. The mystic token 
alighted on the hither verge of the stream. With a 
hand’s-breadth farther flight it would have fallen into 
the water, and have given the little brook another woe 
to carry onward, besides the unintelligible tale which it 
still kept murmuring about. But there lay the embroi- 
dered letter, glittering like a lost jewel, which some ill- 
fated wanderer might pick up, and thenceforth be 
haunted by strange phantoms of guilt, sinkings of the 
heart, and unaccountable misfortune. 

The stigma gone, Hester heaved a long, deep sigh, in 
which the burden of shame and anguish departed from 
her spirit. Oh exquisite relief! She had not known the 
weight, until she felt the freedom! By another impulse, 
she took off the formal cap that confined her hair; and 
down it fell upon her shoulders, dark and rich, with at 
once a shadow and a light in its abundance, and im- 
parting the charm of softness to her features* There 
played around her mouth, and beamed out of her eyes, 
a radiant and tender smile, that seemed gushing from 
the very heart of womanhood. A crimson flush was glow- 
ing on her cheek, that had been long so pale. Her sex, 
her youth, and the whole richness of her beauty, came 
back from what men call the irrevocable past, and clus- 
tered themselves, with her maiden hope, and a happi- 
ness before unknown, within the magic circle of this 
hour. And, as if the gloom of the earth and sky had been 
but the effluence of these two mortal hearts, it vanished 
with their sorrow. All at once, as with a suddeii smile 
of heaven, forth burst the sunshine, pouring a very flood 
into the obscure forest, gladdening each green leaf, 
transmuting the yellow fallen ones to gold, and gleaming 
adown the gray trunks of the solemn trees. The objects 
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that had made a shadow hitherto, embodied the bright- 
ness now. The course of the little brook might be traced 
by its merry gleam afar into the wood’s heart of mystery, 
which had become a mystery of joy. 

Such was the sympathy of Nature — that wild, hea- 
then Nature of the forest, never subjugated by human 
law, nor illumined by higher truth — with the bliss of 
these two spirits! Love, whether newly born, or aroused 
from a death-like slumber, must always create a sun- 
shine, filling the heart so full of radiance, that it over- 
flows upon the outward world. Had the forest still kept 
its gloom, it would have been blight in Hester s eyes, 
and bright in Arthur Dimmesdale s! 

Hester looked at him with the thrill of another joy. 

“Thou must know Pearl!” said she. “Our little Pearl! 
Thou hast seen her — yes, I know it! — but thou wilt see 
her now with other eyes. She is a strange child! I hardly 
comprehend her! But thou wilt love her dearly, as I do, 
and wilt advise me how to deal with her.” 

“Dost thou think the child will be glad to know me?” 
asked the minister, somewhat uneasily. “I have long 
shrunk from children, because they often show a dis- 
trust — a backwardness to be familiar with me. I have 
even been afraid of little Pearl!” 

“Ah, that was sad!” answered the mother. “But she 
will love thee dearly, and thou her. She is not far off. I 
will call her! Pearl! Pearl!” 

“I see the child,” observed the minister. “Yonder she 
is, standing in a streak of sunshine, a good way off, on 
the other side of the brook. So thou thinkest the child 
will love me?” 

Hester smiled, and again called to Pearl, who was 
visible, at some distance, as the minister had described 
her, like a bright-apparelled vision, in a sunbeam, which 
fell down upon her through an arch of boughs. The ray 
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quivered to and fro, making her figure dim or distinct 
— now like a real child, now like a child’s spirit — as the 
splendor went and came again. She heard her mother’s 
voice, and approached slowly through the forest. 

Pearl had not found the hour pass wearisomely, while 
her mother sat talking with the clergyman. The great 
black forest — stern as it showed itself to those who 
brought the guilt and troubles of the world into its 
bosom — became the playmate of the lonely infant, as 
well as it knew how. Sombre as it was, it put on the 
kindest of its moods to welcome her. It offered her the 
partridge-berries, the growth of the preceding autumn, 
but ripening only in the spring, and now red as drops 
of blood upon the withered leaves. These Pearl gath- 
ered, and was pleased with their wild flavor. The small 
denizens of the wilderness hardly took pains to move 
out of her path. A partridge, indeed, with a brood of 
ten behind her, ran forward threateningly, but soon re- 
pented of her fierceness, and clucked to her young ones 
not to be afraid. A pigeon, alone on a low branch, al- 
lowed Pearl to come beneath, and uttered a sound as 
much of greeting as alarm. A squirrel, from the lofty 
depths of his domestic tree, chattered either in anger or 
merriment — for a squirrel is such a choleric and humor- 
ous little peisonage, that it is hard to distinguish be- 
tween his moods — so he chattered at the child, and 
flung down a nut upon her head. It was a last year’s nut, 
and already gnawed by his sharp tooth. A fox, startled 
from his sleep by her light footstep on the leaves, looked 
inquisitively at Pearl, as doubting whether it were bet- 
ter to steal off, or renew his nap on the same spot. A 
wolf, it is said — but heie the tale has surely lapsed 
into the improbable — came up, and smelt of Pearl’s 
robe, and offered his savage head to be patted by her 
hand. The truth seems to be, however, that the mother- 
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forest, and these wild things which it nourished, all 
recognized a kindred wildness in the human child. 

And she was gentler here than in the grassy-margined 
streets of the settlement, or in her mother’s cottage. The 
flowers appeared to know it; and one and another whis- 
pered as she passed, “Adorn thyself with me, thou beau- 
tiful child, adorn thyself with me!” — and, to please 
them, Pearl gathered the violets, and anemones, and 
columbines, and some twigs of the freshest green, which 
the old trees held down before her eyes. With these she 
decorated her hair, and her young waist, and became a 
nymph-child, or an infant dryad, or whatever else was 
in closest sympathy with the antique wood. In such 
guise had Pearl adorned herself, when she heard her 
mother’s voice, and came slowly back. 

Slowly; for she saw the clergyman. 


XIX. THE CHILD AT THE BROOK-SIDE 

“Thou wilt love her dearly,” repeated Hester Prynne, 
as she and the minister sat watching little Pearl. “Dost 
thou not think her beautiful? And see with what natural 
skill she has made those simple flowers adorn her! Had 
she gathered pearls, and diamonds, and rubies, in the 
wood, they could not have become her better. She is a 
splendid child! But I know whose brow she has!” 

“Dost thou know, Hester,” said Arthur Dimmesdale, 
with an unquiet smile, “that this dear child, tripping 
about always at thy side, hath caused me many an 
alarm? Methought — 0 Hester, what a thought is that, 
and how terrible to dread it! — that my own features 
were partly repeated in her face, and so strikingly that 
the world might see them! But she is mostly thine!” 

“No, no! Not mostly!” answered the mother, with a 
tender smile. “A little longer, and thou needest not to 
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be afraid to trace whose child she is. But how strangely 
beautiful she looks, with those wild-flowers in her hair! 
It is as if one of the fairies, whom we left in our dear 
old England, had decked her out to meet us.” 

It was with a feeling which neither of them had ever 
before experienced that they sat and watched Pearl’s 
slow advance. In her was visible the tie that united 
them. She had been offered to the world, these seven 
years past, as the living hieroglyphic, in which was re- 
vealed the secret they so darkly sought to hide — all 
written in this symbol — all plainly manifest — had there 
been a prophet or magician skilled to read the character 
of flame! And Pearl was the oneness of their being. Be 
the foregone evil what it might, how could they doubt 
that their earthly lives and future destinies were con- 
joined, when they beheld at once the material union, 
and the spiritual idea, in whom they met, and were to 
dwell immortally together? Thoughts like these — and 
perhaps other thoughts, which they did not acknowl- 
edge or define — threw an awe about the child as she 
came onward. 

“Let her see nothing strange — no passion nor eager- 
ness — in thy way of accosting her,” whispered Hester. 
“Our Pearl is a fitful and fantastic little elf, sometimes. 
Especially she is seldom tolerant of emotion, when she 
does not fully comprehend the why and wherefore. But 
the child hath strong affections! She loves me, and will 
love thee!” 

“Thou canst not think,” said the minister, glancing 
aside at Hester Prynne, 'how my heart dreads this inter- 
view, and yearns for it! But, in truth, as I already told 
thee, children are not readily won to be familiar with 
me. They will not climb my knee, nor prattle in my ear, 
nor answer to my smile; but stand apart, and eye me 
strangely. Even little babes, when I take them in my 
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arms, weep bitterly. Yet Pearl, twice in her little life- 
time, hath been kind to me! The first time — thou know- 
est it well! The last was when thou ledst her with thee 
to the house of yonder stern old Governor.” 

“And thou didst plead so bravely in her behalf and 
mine!” answered the mother. “I remember it; and so 
shall little Pearl. Fear nothing! She may be strange and 
shy at first, but will soon learn to love thee!” 

By this time Pearl had reached the margin of the 
brook, and stood on the farther side, gazing silently at 
Hester and the clergyman, who still sat together on the 
mossy tree-trunk, waiting to receive her. Just where she 
had paused, the brook chanced to form a pool, so 
smooth and quiet that it reflected a perfect image of 
her little figure, with all the brilliant picturesqueness of 
her beauty, in its adornment of flowers and wreathed 
foliage, but more refined and spiritualized than the re- 
ality. This image, so nearly identical with the living 
Pearl, seemed to communicate somewhat of its own 
shadowy and intangible quality to the child herself. It 
was strange, the way in which Pearl stood, looking so 
steadfastly at them through the dim medium of the 
forest-gloom; herself, meanwhile, all glorified with a ray 
of sunshine that was attracted thitherward as by a cer- 
tain sympathy. In the brook beneath stood another child 
— another and the same — with likewise its ray of golden 
light. Hester felt herself, in some indistinct and tan- 
talizing manner, estranged from Pearl; as if the child, in 
her lonely ramble through the forest, had strayed out of 
the sphere in which she and her mother dwelt together, 
and was now vainly seeking to return to it. 

There was both truth and error in the impression; the 
child and mother were estranged, but through Hester’s 
fault, not Pearl’s. Since the latter rambled from her side, 
another inmate had been admitted within the circle of 
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the mother s feelings, and so modified the aspect of 
them all, that Pearl, the returning wanderer, could not 
find her wonted place, and hardly knew where she was. 

“I have a strange fancy,” observed the sensitive min- 
ister, “that this brook is the boundary between two 
worlds, and that thou canst never meet thy Pearl again. 
Or is she an elfish spirit, who, as the legends of our 
childhood taught us, is forbidden to cross a running 
stream? Pray hasten her; for this delay has already im- 
parted a tremor to my nerves.” 

“Come, dearest child!” said Hester, encouragingly, 
and stretching out both her arms. “How slow thou art! 
When hast thou been so sluggish before now? Here is 
a friend of mine, who must be thy friend also. Thou wilt 
have twice as much love, henceforward, as thy mother 
alone could give thee! Leap across the brook, and come 
to us. Thou canst leap like a young deer!” 

Pearl, without responding in any manner to these 
honey-sweet expressions, remained on the other side of 
the brook. Now she fixed her bright, wild eyes on her 
mother, now on the minister, and now included them 
both in the same glance; as if to detect and explain to 
herself the relation which they bore to one another. For 
some unaccountable reason, as Arthur Dimmesdale felt 
the child’s eyes upon him, his hand — with that gesture 
so habitual as to have become involuntary — stole over 
his heart. At length, assuming a singular air of authority, 
Pearl stretched out her hand, with the small forefinger 
extended, and pointing evidently towards her mother’s 
breast. And beneath, in the mirror of the brook, there 
was the flower-girdled and sunny image of little Pearl, 
pointing her small forefinger too. 

“Thou strange child, why dost thou not come to me?” 
exclaimed Hester. 

Pearl still pointed with her forefinger; and a frown 
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gathered on her brow; the more impressive from the 
childish, the almost baby-hke aspect of the features that 
conveyed it. As her mother still kept beckoning to her, 
and arraying her face in a holiday suit of unaccustomed 
smiles, the child stamped her foot with a yet more im- 
perious look and gesture. In the brook, again, was the 
fantastic beauty of the image, with its reflected frown, 
its pointed finger, and imperious gesture, giving em- 
phasis to the aspect of little Pearl. 

"Hasten, Pearl; or I shall be angry with thee!” cried 
Hester Prynne, who, however inured to such behavior 
on the elf-child's part at other seasons, was naturally 
anxious for a more seemly deportment now. "Leap 
across the brook, naughty child, and run hither! Else I 
must come to thee!” 

But Pearl, not a whit startled at her mother's threats 
any more than mollified by her entreaties, now suddenly 
burst into a fit of passion, gesticulating violently and 
throwing her small figure into the most extravagant con- 
tortions. She accompanied this wild outbreak with pierc- 
ing shrieks, which the woods reverberated on all sides; 
so that, alone as she was in her childish and unreason- 
able wrath, it seemed as if a hidden multitude were 
lending her their sympathy and encouragement. Seen in 
the brook, once more, was the shadowy wrath of Pearl's 
image, crowned and girdled with flowers, but stamping 
its foot, wildly gesticulating, and, in the midst of all, 
still pointing its small forefinger at Hester’s bosom! 

"I see what ails the child,” whispered Hester to the 
clergyman, and turning pale in spite of a strong effort to 
conceal her trouble and annoyance. "Children will not 
abide any, the slightest, change in the accustomed as- 
pect of things that are daily before their eyes. Pearl 
misses something which she has always seen me wear!” 

"I pray you,” answered the minister, "if thou hast any 
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means of pacifying the child, do it forthwith! Save it 
were the cankered wrath of an old witch, like Mistress 
Hibbins,” added he, attempting to smile, ‘1 know noth- 
ing that I would not sooner encounter than this passion 
in a child. In Pearl's young beauty, as in the wrinkled 
witch, it has a preternatural effect. Pacify her, if thou 
lovest me!" 

Hester turned again towards Pearl, with a crimson 
blush upon her cheek, a conscious glance aside at the 
clergyman, and then a heavy sigh; while, even before 
she had time to speak, the blush yielded to a deadly 
pallor. 

"Pearl," said she, sadly, "look down at thy feet! There! 
— before thee! — on the hither side of the brook!" 

The child turned her eyes to the point indicated, and 
there lay the scarlet letter, so close upon the margin of 
the stream, that the gold embroidery was reflected in it. 

"Bring it hither!” said Hester. 

"Come thou and take it up!” answered Pearl. 

"Was ever such a child’” observed Hester, aside to 
the minister. "Oh, I have much to tell thee about her! 
But, in .very truth, she is right as regards this hateful 
token. I must bear its torture yet a little longer — only 
a few days longer — until we shall have left this region 
and look back hither as to a land which we have dreamed 
of. The forest cannot hide it! The mid-ocean shall take 
it from my hand, and swallow it up forever!” 

With these words, she advanced to the margin of the 
brook, took up the scarlet letter, and fastened it again 
into her bosom. Hopefully, but a moment ago, as Hester 
had spoken of drowning it in the deep sea, there was 
a sense of inevitable doom upon her, as she thus re- 
ceived back this deadly symbol from the hand of fate. 
She had flung it into infinite space! — she had drawn an 
hour's free breath! — and here again was the scarlet mis- 
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ery, glittering of the old spot! So it ever is, whether thus 
typified or no, that an evil deed invests itself with the 
character of doom. Hester next gathered up the heavy 
tresses of her hair, and confined them beneath her cap. 
As if there were a withering spell in the sad letter, her 
beauty, the warmth and richness of her womanhood, 
departed, like fading sunshine; and a gray shadow 
seemed to fall across her. 

When the dreary change was wrought, she extended 
her hand to Pearl. 

"Dost thou know thy mother now, child?” asked she, 
reproachfully, but with a subdued tone. 'Wilt thou 
come across the brook, and own thy mother, now that 
she has her shame upon her — now that she is sad?” 

"Yes; now I will!” answered the child, bounding 
across the brook, and clasping Hester in her arms. "Now 
thou art my mother indeed! And I am thy little Pearl!” 

In a mood of tenderness that was not unusual with 
her, she drew down her mother’s head, and kissed her 
brow and both her cheeks. But then — by a kind of ne- 
cessity that always impelled this child to alloy whatever 
comfort she might chance to give with a throb of an- 
guish — Pearl put up her mouth, and kissed the scarlet 
letter too! 

"That was not kind!” said Hester. 'When thou hast 
shown me a little love, thou mockest me!” 

"Why doth the minister sit yonder?” asked Pearl. 

"He waits to welcome thee,” replied her mother. 
"Come thou, and entreat his blessing! He loves thee, my 
little Pearl, and loves thy mother too. Wilt thou not love 
him? Come! he longs to greet thee!” 

"Doth he love us?” said Pearl, looking up, with acute 
intelligence, into her mother’s face. "Will he go back 
with us, hand in hand, we three together, into the 
town?” 
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“Not now, my dear child,” answered Hester. “But in 
days to come, he will walk hand in hand with us. We 
will have a home and fireside of our own; and thou shalt 
sit upon his knee; and he will teach thee many things, 
and love thee dearly. Thou wilt love him; wilt thou 
not?” 

“And will he always keep his hand over his heart?” 
inquired Pearl. 

“Foolish child, what a question is that!” exclaimed her 
mother. “Come and ask his blessing!” 

But, whether influenced by the jealousy that seems 
instinctive with every petted child towards a dangerous 
rival, or from whatever caprice of her freakish nature, 
Pearl would show no favor to the clergyman. It was 
only by an exertion of force that her mother brought her 
up to him, hanging back, and manifesting her reluctance 
by odd grimaces; of which, ever since her babyhood, she 
had possessed a singular variety, and could transform 
her mobile physiognomy into a series of different as- 
pects, with a new mischief in them, each and all. The 
minister — painfully embarrassed, but hoping that a kiss 
might prove a talisman to admit him into the child’s 
kindlier regards — bent forward, and impressed one on 
her brow. Hereupon, Pearl broke away from her mother, 
and, running to the brook, stooped over it, and bathed 
her forehead, until the unwelcome kiss was quite washed 
off, and diffused through a long lapse of the gliding wa- 
ter. She then remained apart, silently watching Hester 
and the clergyman; while they talked together, and 
made such arrangements as were suggested by their new 
position, and the purposes soon to be fulfilled. 

And now this fateful interview had come to a close. 
The dell was to be left a solitude among its dark, old 
trees, which, with their multitudinous tongues, would 
whisper long of what had passed there, and no mortal 
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be the wiser. And the melancholy brook would add this 
other tale to the mystery with which its little heart was 
already overburdened, and whereof it still kept up a 
murmuring babble, with not a whit more cheerfulness 
of tone than for ages heretofore. 


XX. THE MINISTER IN A MAZE 

As the minister departed, in advance of Hester Prynne 
and little Pearl, he threw a backward glance, half ex- 
pecting that he should discover only some faintly traced 
features or outline of the mother and the child slowly 
fading into the twilight of the woods. So great a vicissi- 
tude in his hfe could not at once be received as real. 
But there was Hester, clad in her gray robe, still stand- 
ing beside the tree-trunk, which some blast had over- 
thrown a long antiquity ago, and which time had ever 
since been covering with moss, so that these two fated 
ones, with earth’s heaviest buiden on them, might there 
sit down together, and find a single hour’s rest and sol- 
ace. And there was Pearl, too, lightly dancing from the 
margin of the brook — now that the intrusive third per- 
son was gone — and taking her old place by her mother’s 
side. So the minister had not fallen asleep and dreamed! 

In order to free his mind from this indistinctness and 
duplicity of impression, which vexed it with a strange 
disquietude, he recalled and more thoroughly defined 
the plans which Hester and himself had sketched for 
their departure. It had been determined between them 
that the Old World, with its crowds and cities, offered 
them a more eligible shelter and concealment than the 
wilds of New England, or all America, with its alterna- 
tives of an Indian wigwam, or the few settlements of 
Europeans, scattered thinly along the seaboard. Not to 
speak of the clergyman’s health, so inadequate to sus- 
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tain the hardships of a forest life, his native gifts, his 
culture, and his entire development would secure him 
a home only in the midst of civilization and refinement; 
the higher the state, the more delicately adapted to it 
the man. In furtherance of this choice, it so happened 
that a ship lay in the harbor; one of those questionable 
cruisers, frequent at that day, which, without being ab- 
solutely outlaws of the deep, yet roamed over its surface 
with a remarkable irresponsibility of character. This ves- 
sel had recently arrived from the Spanish Main, and, 
within three days’ time, would sail for Bristol. Hester 
Prynne — whose vocation, as a self-enlisted Sister of 
Charity, had brought her acquainted with the captain 
and crew — could take upon herself to secure the pas- 
sage of two individuals and a child, with all the secrecy 
which circumstances rendered more than desirable. 

The minister had inquired of Hester, with no little 
interest, the precise time at which the vessel might be 
expected to depart. It would probably be on the fourth 
day from the present. “That is most fortunate!” he had 
then said to himself. Now, why the Reverend Mr. Dim- 
mesdale considered it so veiy fortunate, we hesitate to 
reveal. Nevertheless — to hold nothing back from the 
reader — it was because, on the third day from the pres- 
ent, he was to preach the Election Sermon; and as such 
an occasion formed an honorable epoch in the life of a 
New England clergyman, he could not have chanced 
upon a more suitable mode and time of terminating his 
professional career. “At least, they shall say of me,” 
thought this exemplary man, “that I leave no public duty 
unperformed, nor ill performed!” Sad, indeed, that an 
introspection so profound and acute as this poor minis- 
ter s should be so miserably deceived! We have had, 
and may still have, worse things to tell of him; but none, 
we apprehend, so pitiably weak; no evidence, at once 



THE SCARLET LETTER 441 

so slight and irrefragable, of a subtle disease, that had 
long since begun to eat into the real substance of his 
character. No man, for any considerable period, can 
wear one face to himself, and another to the multitude, 
without finally getting bewildered as to which may be 
the true. 

The excitement of Mr. Dimmes dale’s feelings, as he 
returned from his interview with Hester, lent him un- 
accustomed physical energy, and hurried him townward 
at a rapid pace. The pathway among the woods seemed 
wilder, more uncouth with its rude natural obstacles, 
and less trodden by the foot of man, than he remem- 
bered it on his outward journey. But he leaped across 
the plashy places, thrust himself through the clinging 
underbrush, climbed the ascent, plunged into the hol- 
low, and overcame, in short, all the difficulties of the 
track, with an unweariable activity that astonished him. 
He could not but recall how feebly, and with what 
frequent pauses for breath, he had toiled over the same 
ground, only two days before. As he drew near the 
town, he took an impression of change from the series 
of familiar objects that presented themselves. It seemed 
not yesterday, not one, nor two, but many days, or even 
years ago, since he had quitted them. There, indeed, 
was each former trace of the street, as he remembered 
it, and all the peculiarities of the houses, with the due 
multitude of gable-peaks, and a weathercock at every 
point where his memory suggested one. Not the less, 
however, came this importunately obtrusive sense of 
change. The same was true as regarded the acquaint- 
ances whom he met, and all the well-known shapes of 
human life, about the little town. They looked neither 
older nor younger now; the beards of the aged were no 
whiter, nor could the creeping babe of yesterday walk 
on his feet today; it was impossible to describe in what 
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respect they differed from the individuals on whom he 
had so recently bestowed a parting glance, and yet the 
minister s deepest sense seemed to inform him of their 
mutability A similar impression struck him most re- 
markably, as he passed under the walls of his own 
church. The edifice had so very strange, and yet so 
familiar, an aspect, that Mr. Dimmesdale’s mind vi- 
brated between two ideas; either that he had seen it 
only in a dream hitherto, or that he was merely dream- 
ing about it now. 

This phenomenon, in the various shapes which it as- 
sumed, indicated no external change, but so sudden and 
important a change in the spectator of the familiar 
scene, that the intervening space of a single day had 
operated on his consciousness like the lapse of years. 
The minister’s own will, and Hester’s will, and the fate 
that grew between them, had wrought this transforma- 
tion. It was the same town as heretofore; but the same 
minister returned not from the forest. He might have 
said to the friends who greeted him, “I am not the man 
for whom you take me! I left him yonder in the forest, 
withdrawn into a secret dell, by a mossy tree-trunk, and 
near a melancholy brook! Go seek your minister, and 
see if his emaciated figure, his thin cheek, his white, 
heavy, pain-wrinkled brow, be not flung down there, 
like a cast-off garment!” His friends, no doubt, would 
still have insisted with him, “Thou art thyself the man!” 
— but the error would have been their own, not his. 

Before Mr. Dimmesdale reached home, his inner man 
gave him other evidences of a revolution in the sphere 
of thought and feeling. In truth, nothing short of a total 
change of dynasty and moral code, in that interior king- 
dom, was adequate to account for the impulses now 
communicated to the unfortunate and startled minister. 
At every step he was incited to do some strange, wild, 
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wicked thing or other, with a sense that it would be at 
once involuntary and intentional; in spite of himself, yet 
growing out of a profounder self than that which op- 
posed the impulse- For instance, he met one of his own 
deacons. The good old man addressed him with the 
paternal affection and patriarchal privilege, which his 
venerable age, his upright and holy character, and his 
station in the Church, entitled him to use; and, con- 
joined with this, the deep, almost worshipping respect, 
which the ministers professional and private claims 
alike demanded. Never was there a more beautiful ex- 
ample of how the majesty of age and wisdom may com- 
port with the obeisance and respect enjoined upon it, 
as from a lower social rank, and inferior order of endow- 
ment, towards a higher. Now, during a conversation of 
some two or three moments between the Reverend Mr. 
Dimmesdale and this excellent and hoary-bearded dea- 
con, it was only by the most careful self-control that the 
former could refrain from uttering certain blasphemous 
suggestions that rose into his mind, respecting the com- 
munion supper. He absolutely trembled and turned pale 
as ashes, lest his tongue should wag itself, in utterance 
of these horrible matters, and plead his own consent for 
so doing, without his having fairly given it. And, even 
with this terror in his heart, he could hardly avoid 
laughing, to imagine how the sanctified old patriarchal 
deacon would have been petrified by his minister’s im- 
piety! 

Again, another incident of the same nature. Hurrying 
along the street, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale encoun- 
tered the eldest female member of his church; a most 
pious and exemplary old dame, poor, widowed, lonely, 
and with a heart as full of reminiscences about her dead 
husband and children, and her dead friends of long ago, 
as a burial-ground is full of storied gravestones. Yet all 
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this, which would else have been such heavy sorrow, 
was made almost a solemn joy to her devout old soul, by 
religious consolations and the truths of Scripture, where- 
with she had fed herself continually for more than thirty 
years. And, since Mr. Dimmesdale had taken her in 
charge, the good grandam’s chief earthly comfort — 
which, unless it had been likewise a heavenly comfort, 
could have been none at all — was to meet her pastor, 
whether casually, or of set purpose, and be refreshed 
with a word of warm, fragrant, heaven-breathing Gospel 
truth, from his beloved lips, into her dulled, but rap- 
turously attentive ear. But, on this occasion, up to the 
moment of putting his lips to the old woman’s ear, Mr. 
Dimmesdale, as the great enemy of souls would have it, 
could recall no text of Scripture, nor aught else, except 
a brief, pithy, and, as it then appeared to him, unan- 
swerable argument against the immortality of the human 
soul. The instilment thereof into her mind would prob- 
ably have caused this aged sister to drop down dead at 
once, as by the effect of an intensely poisonous infusion. 
What he really did whisper, the minister could never 
afterwards recollect. There was, perhaps, a fortunate 
disorder in his utterance, which failed to impart any 
distinct idea to the good widow’s comprehension, or 
which Providence interpreted after a method of its own. 
Assuredly, as the minister looked back, he beheld an 
expression of divine gratitude and ecstasy that seemed 
like the shine of the celestial city on her face, so wrin- 
kled and ashy pale. 

Again a third instance. After parting from the old 
church-member, he met the youngest sister of them all. 
It was a maiden newly won — and won by the Reverend 
Mr. Dimmesdale’s own sermon, on the Sabbath after his 
vigil — to barter the transitory pleasures of the world for 
the heavenly hope, that was to assume brighter sub- 
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stance as life grew dark around her, and which would 
gild the utter gloom with final glory. She was fair and 
pure as a lily that had bloomed in Paradise. The min- 
ister, knew well that he was himself enshrined within 
the stainless sancity of her heart, which hung its snowy 
curtains about his image, imparting to religion the 
warmth of love, and to love a religious purity. Satan, 
that afternoon, had surely led the poor young girl away 
from her mother’s side, and thrown her into the pathway 
of this sorely tempted, or — shall we not rather say? — 
this lost and desperate man. As she drew nigh, the arch- 
fiend whispered him to condense into small compass and 
drop into her tender bosom a germ of evil that would 
be sure to blossom darkly soon, and bear black fruit be- 
times. Such was his sense of power over this virgin soul, 
trusting him as she did, that the minister felt potent to 
blight all the field of innocence with but one wicked 
look, and develop all its opposite with but a word. So — 
with a mightier struggle than he had yet sustained — he 
held his Geneva cloak before his face, and hurried on- 
ward, making no sign of recognition, and leaving the 
young sister to digest his rudeness as she might. She 
ransacked her conscience — which was full of harmless 
little matters, like her pocket or her work-bag — and took 
herself to task, poor thing! for a thousand imaginary 
faults, and went about her household duties with swol- 
len eyelids the next morning. 

Before the minister had time to celebrate his victory 
over this last temptation, he was conscious of another 
impulse, more ludicrous, and almost as horrible. It was 
— we blush to tell it — it was to stop short m the road, 
and teach some very wicked words to a knot of little 
Puritan children who were playing there, and had but 
just begun to talk. Denying himself this freak, as un- 
worthy of his cloth, he met a drunken seaman, one of 
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company. Without taking overmuch upon myself, my 
good word will go far towards gaining any strange gen- 
tleman a fair reception from yonder potentate you wot 
of!” 

“I profess, madam/' answered the clergyman, with a 
grave obeisance, such as the lady's rank demanded, and 
his own good-breeding made imperative — “I profess, on 
my conscience and character, that I am utterly bewil- 
dered as touching the purport of your words! I went not 
into the forest to seek a potentate, neither do I, at any 
future time, design a visit thither, with a view to gain- 
ing the favor of such a personage. My one sufficient ob- 
ject was to greet that pious friend of mine, the Apostle 
Eliot, and rejoice with him over the many precious souls 
he hath won from heathendom!” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled the old witch-lady, still nodding 
her high head-dress at the minister. “Well, well, we 
must needs talk thus in the daytime! You carry it off like 
an old hand! But at midnight, and in the forest, we shall 
have other talk together!” 

She passed on with her aged stateliness, but often 
turning back her head and smiling at him, like one will- 
ing to recognize a secret intimacy of connection. 

“Have I then sold myself,” thought the minister, “to 
the fiend whom, if men say true, this yellow-starched 
and velveted old hag has chosen for her prince and 
master!” 

The wretched minister! He had made a bargain very 
like it! Tempted by a dream of happiness, he had yielded 
himself, with deliberate choice, as he had never done 
before, to what he knew was deadly sin. And the in- 
fectious poison of that sin had been thus rapidly diffused 
throughout his moral system. It had stupefied all blessed 
impulses, and awakened into vivid life the whole 
brotherhood of bad ones. Scorn, bitterness, unprovoked 
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malignity, gratuitous desire of ill, ridicule of whatever 
was good and holy, all awoke, to tempt, even while they 
frightened him. And his encounter with old Mistress 
Hibbins, if it were a real incident, did but show his sym- 
pathy and fellowship with wicked mortals, and the 
world of perverted spirits. 

He had, by this time, reached his dwelling, on the 
edge of the burial-ground, and, hastening up the stairs, 
took refuge in his study. The minister was glad to have 
reached this shelter, without first betraying himself to 
the world by any of those strange and wicked eccentrici- 
ties to which he had been continually impelled while 
passing through the streets. He entered the accustomed 
room, and looked around him on its books, its windows, 
its fireplace, and the tapestried comfort of the walls, 
with the same perception of strangeness that had 
haunted him throughout his walk from the forest-dell 
into the town, and thitherward. Here he had studied and 
written; here, gone through fast and vigil, and come 
forth half alive; here, striven to pray; here, borne a hun- 
dred thousand agonies! There was the Bible, in its rich 
old Hebrew, with Moses and the Prophets speaking to 
him, and God’s voice through all! There, on the table, 
with the inky pen beside it, was an unfinished sermon, 
with a sentence broken in the midst, where his thoughts 
had ceased to gush out upon the page, two days before. 
He knew that it was himself, the thin and white-cheeked 
minister, who had done and suffered these things, and 
written thus far into the Election Sermon! But he 
seemed to stand apart, and eye this former self with 
scornful, pitying, but half-envious curiosity. That self 
was gone. Another man had returned out of the forest; 
a wiser one; with a knowledge of hidden mysteries 
which the simplicity of the former never could have 
reached. A bitter kind of knowledge that! 
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While occupied with these reflections, a knock came 
at the door of the study, and the minister said, “Come 
in!” — not wholly devoid of an idea that he might be- 
hold an evil spirit. And so he did! It was old Roger Chill- 
ingworth that entered. The minister stood, white and 
speechless, with one hand on the Hebrew Scriptures, 
and the other spread upon his breast. 

“Welcome home, reverend Sir,” said the physician, 
“And how found you that godly man, the Apostle Eliot? 
But methinks, dear Sir, you look pale; as if the travel 
through the wilderness had been too sore for you. Will 
not my aid be requisite to put you in heart and strength 
to preach your Election Sermon?” 

“Nay, I think not so,” rejoined the Reverend Mr. 
Dimmesdale. “My journey, and the sight of the holy 
Apostle yonder, and the free air which I have breathed, 
have done me good, after so long confinement in my 
study. I think to need no more of your drugs, my kind 
physician, good though they be, and administered by a 
friendly hand.” 

All this time, Roger Chillingworth was looking at 
the minister with the grave and intent regard of a phy- 
sician towards his patient. But, in spite of this outward 
show, the latter was almost convinced of the old man's 
knowledge, or, at least, his confident suspicion, with re- 
spect to his own interview with Hester Prynne. The 
physician knew then, that, in the minister's regard, he 
was no longer a trusted friend, but his bitterest enemy. 
So much being known, it would appear natural that a 
part of it should be expressed. It is singular, however, 
how long a time often passes before words embody 
tilings, and with what security two persons, who choose 
to avoid a certain subject, may approach its very verge, 
and retire without disturbing it. Thus, the minister felt 
no apprehension that Roger Chillingworth would touch, 
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in express words, upon the real position which they sus- 
tained towards one another. Yet did the physician, in his 
dark way, creep frightfully near the secret. 

“Were it not better,” said he, “that you use my poor 
skill tonight? Verily, dear Sir, we must take pains to 
make you strong and vigorous for this occasion of the 
Election discourse. The people look for great things from 
you; apprehending that another year may come about, 
and find their pastor gone.” 

“Yea, to another world,” replied the minister, with 
pious resignation. “Heaven grant it be a better one; for, 
in good sooth, I hardly think to tarry with my flock 
through the flitting seasons of another year! But, touch- 
ing your medicine, kind Sir, in my present frame of 
body, I need it not.” 

“I joy to hear it,” answered the physician. “It may be 
that my remedies, so long administered in vain, begin 
now to take due effect. Happy man were I, and well de- 
serving of New England’s gratitude, could I achieve this 
cure!” 

“I thank you from my heart, most watchful friend,” 
said the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, with a solemn 
smile. “I thank you, and can but requite your good 
deeds with my prayers.” 

“A good man s prayers are golden recompense!” re- 
joined old Roger Chillingworth, as he took his leave. 
“Yea, they are the current gold coin of the New Jeru- 
salem, with the ICing’s own mint-mark on them!” 

Left alone, the minister summoned a servant of the 
house, and requested food, which, being set before him, 
he ate with ravenous appetite. Then, flinging the already 
written pages of the Election Sermon into the fire, he 
forthwith began another, which he wrote with such an 
impulsive flow of thought and emotion, that he fancied 
himself inspired; and only wondered that Heaven should 
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see fit to transmit the grand and solemn music of its 
oracles through so foul an organ-pipe as he. However, 
leaving that mystery to solve itself, or go unsolved for- 
ever, he drove his task onward, with earnest haste and 
ecstasy. Thus the night fled away, as if it were a winged 
steed, and he careering on it; morning came, and 
peeped, blushing, through the curtains; and at last sun- 
rise threw a golden beam into the study and laid it right 
across the minister s bedazzled eyes. There he was, with 
the pen still between his fingers, and a vast, immeasur- 
able tract of written space behind him! 


XXI. THE NEW ENGLAND HOLIDAY 

Betimes in the morning of the day on which the new 
Governor was to receive his office at the hands of the 
people, Hester Prynne and little Pearl came into the 
market-place. It was already thronged with the crafts- 
men and other plebeian inhabitants of the town, in con- 
siderable numbers; among whom, likewise, were many 
rough figures, whose attire of deerskins marked them as 
belonging to some of the forest settlements, which sur- 
rounded the little metropolis of the colony. 

On this public holiday, as on all other occasions, for 
seven years past, Hester was clad in a garment of coarse 
gray cloth. Not more by its hue than by some indescrib- 
able peculiarity in its fashion, it had the effect of mak- 
ing her fade personally out of sight and outline; while, 
again, the scarlet letter brought her back from this twi- 
light indistinctness, and revealed her under the moral 
aspect of its own illumination. Her face, so long familiar 
to the towns-people, showed the marble quietude which 
they were accustomed to behold there. It was like a 
mask; or, rather, like the frozen calmness of a dead 
woman s features; owing this dreary resemblance to the 
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fact that Hester was actually dead, in respect to any 
claim of sympathy, and had departed out of the world, 
with which she still seemed to mingle. 

It might be, on this one day, that there was an expres- 
sion unseen before, nor, indeed, vivid enough to be de- 
tected, now; unless some preternaturally gifted observer 
should have first read the heart, and have afterwards 
sought a corresponding development in the countenance 
and mien. Such a spiritual seer might have conceived, 
that, after sustaining the gaze of the multitude through 
seven miserable years as a necessity, a penance, and 
something which it was a stem religion to endure, she 
now, for one last time more, encountered it freely and 
voluntarily, in order to convert what had so long been 
agony into a kind of triumph. "Look your last on the 
scarlet letter and its wearer!” — the people's victim and 
life-long bond-slave, as they fancied her, might say to 
them. “Yet a little while, and she will be beyond your 
reach! A few hours longer, and the deep mysterious 
ocean will quench and hide forever the symbol which 
ye have caused to burn upon her bosom!” Nor were it 
an inconsistency too improbable to be assigned to hu- 
man nature, should we suppose a feeling of regret in 
Hesters mind, at the moment when she was about to 
win her freedom from the pain which had been thus 
deeply incorporated with her being. Might there not 
be an irresistible desire to quaff a last, long, breathless 
draught of the cup of wormwood and aloes, with which 
nearly all her years of womanhood had been perpetually 
flavored? The wine of life, henceforth to be presented 
to her lips, must be indeed rich, delicious, and exhilarat- 
ing, in its chased and golden beaker; or else leave an in- 
evitable and weary languor, after the lees of bitterness 
wherewith she had been chugged, as with a cordial of 
intensest potency. 
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Pearl was decked out with airy gayety. It would have 
been impossible to guess that this bright and sunny ap- 
parition owed its existence to the shape of gloomy gray; 
or that a fancy, at once so gorgeous and so delicate as 
must have been requisite to contrive the child’s apparel, 
was the same that had achieved a task perhaps more 
difficult, in imparting so distinct a peculiarity to Hester’s 
simple robe. The dress, so proper was it to little Pearl, 
seemed an effluence, or inevitable development and out- 
ward manifestation of her character, no more to be sep- 
arated from her than the many-hued brilliancy from a 
butterfly’s wing, or the painted glory from the leaf of a 
bright flower. As with these, so with the child; her garb 
was all of one idea with her nature. On this eventful day, 
moreover, there was a certain singular inquietude and 
excitement in her mood, resembling nothing so much as 
the shimmer of a diamond, that sparkles and flashes with 
the varied throbbings of the breast on which it is dis- 
played. Children have always a sympathy in the agita- 
tions of those connected with them; always, especially, 
a sense of any trouble or impending revolution, of what- 
ever kind, in domestic circumstances; and therefore 
Pearl, who was the gem on her mother’s unquiet bosom, 
betrayed, by the very dance of her spirits, the emotions 
which none could detect in the marble passiveness of 
Hester’s brow. 

This effervescence made her flit with a bird-like move- 
ment, rather than walk by her mother’s side. She broke 
continually into shouts of a wild, inarticulate, and some- 
times piercing music. When they reached the market- 
place, she became still more restless, on perceiving the 
stir and bustle that enlivened the spot; for it was usually 
more like the broad and lonesome green before a village 
meeting-house, than the centre of a town’s business. 

“Why, what is this, mother?” cried she. “Wherefore 
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have all the people left their work today? Is it a play- 
day for the whole world? See, there is the blacksmith! 
He has washed his sooty face, and put on his Sabbath- 
day clothes, and looks as if he would gladly be merry, 
if any kind body would only teach him how! And there 
is Master Brackett, the old jailer, nodding and smiling 
at me. Why does he do so, mother?” 

“He remembers thee a little babe, my child,” an- 
swered Hester. 

“He should not nod and smile at me, for all that — the 
black, grim, ugly-eyed old man!” said Pearl. “He may 
nod at thee, if he will; for thou art clad in gray, and 
wearest the scarlet letter. But see, mother, how many 
faces of strange people, and Indians among them, and 
sailors! What have they all come to do, here in the 
market-place?” 

“They wait to see the procession pass,” said Hester. 
“For the Governor and the magistrates are to go by, 
and the ministers, and all the great people and good 
people, with the music and the soldiers marching before 
them.” 

“And will the minister be there?” asked Pearl. “And 
will he hold out both his hands to me, as when thou ledst 
me to him from the brook-side?” 

“He will be there, child,” answered her mother. “But 
he will not greet thee today; nor must thou greet him.” 

“What a strange, sad man is he!” said the child, as if 
speaking partly to herself. “In the dark night-time he 
calls us to him, and holds thy hand and mine, as when 
we stood with him on the scaffold yonder. And in the 
deep forest, where only the old trees can hear, and the 
strip of sky see it, he talks with thee, sitting on a heap 
of moss! Amd he kisses my forehead, too, so that the lit- 
tle brook would hardly wash it off! But here, in the 
sunny day, and among all the people, he knows us not; 
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nor must we know him! A strange, sad man is he, with 
his hand always over his heart!” 

“Be quiet, Pearl! Thou understandest not these 
things,” said her mother. “Think not now of the min- 
ister, but look about thee, and see how cheery is every- 
body’s face today. The children have come from their 
schools, and the grown people from their workshops and 
their fields, on purpose to be happy. For, today, a new 
man is beginning to rule over them; and so — as has been 
the custom of mankind ever since a nation was first 
gathered — they make merry and rejoice; as if a good and 
golden year were at length to pass over the poor old 
world!” 

It was as Hester said, in regard to the unwonted jol- 
lity that brightened the faces of the people. Into this 
festal season of the year — as it already was, and con- 
tinued to be during the greater part of two centuries — 
the Puritans compressed whatever mirth and public joy 
they deemed allowable to human infirmity; thereby so 
far dispelling the customary cloud, that, for the space 
of a single holiday, they appeared scarcely more grave 
than most other communities at a period of general 
affliction. 

But we perhaps exaggerate the gray or sable tinge, 
which undoubtedly characterized the mood and man- 
ners of the age. The persons now in the market-place of 
Boston had not been bom to an inheritance of Puritanic 
gloom. They were native Englishmen, whose fathers had 
lived in the sunny richness of the Elizabethan epoch; a 
time when the life of England, viewed as one great 
mass, would appear to have been as stately, magnificent, 
and joyous, as the world has ever witnessed. Had they 
followed their hereditary taste, the New England set- 
tlers would have illustrated all events of public impor- 
tance by bonfires, banquets, pageantries and proces- 
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sions. Nor would it have been impracticable, in the ob- 
servance of majestic ceremonies, to combine mirthful 
recreation with solemnity, and give, as it were, a gro- 
tesque and brilliant embroidery to the great robe of state, 
which a nation, at such festivals, puts on. There was 
some shadow of an attempt of this kind in the mode of 
celebrating the day on which the political year of the 
colony commenced. The dim reflection of a remembered 
splendor, a colorless and manifold diluted repetition of 
what they had beheld in proud old London — we will not 
say at a royal coronation, but at a Lord Mayor’s show — 
might be traced in the customs which our forefathers 
instituted, with reference to the annual installation of 
magistrates. The fathers and founders of the common- 
wealth — the statesman, the priest, and the soldier — 
deemed it a duty then to assume the outward state and 
majesty, which, in accordance with antique style, was 
looked upon as the proper garb of public or social em- 
inence. All came forth, to move in procession before the 
people’s eye, and thus impart a needed dignity to the 
simple framework of a government so newly constructed. 

Then, too, the people were countenanced, if not en- 
couraged, in relaxing the severe and close application 
to their various modes of rugged industry, which, at all 
other times, seemed of the same piece and material with 
their religion. Here, it is true, were none of the appli- 
ances which popular merriment would so readily have 
found in the England of Elizabeth’s time, or that of 
James; no rude shows of a theatrical kind; no minstrel, 
with his harp and legendary ballad, nor glee-man, with 
an ape dancing to his music; no juggler, with his tricks 
of mimic witchcraft; no Merry Andrew, to stir up the 
multitude with jests, perhaps hundreds of years old, 
but still effective, by their appeals to the very broadest 
sources of mirthful sympathy. All such professors of the 
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several branches of jocularity would have been sternly 
repressed, not only by the rigid discipline of law, but by 
the general sentiment which gives law its vitality. Not 
the less, however, the great, honest face of the people 
smiled, grimly, perhaps, but widely too. Nor were sports 
wanting, such as the colonists had witnessed, and shared 
in, long ago, at the country fairs and on the village- 
greens of England; and which it was thought well to 
keep alive on this new soil, for the sake of the courage 
and manliness that were essential in them. Wrestling- 
matches, in the different fashions of Cornwall and 
Devonshire, were seen here and there about the market- 
place; in one corner there was a friendly bout at quarter- 
staff; and — what attracted most interest of all — on the 
platform of the pillory, already so noted in our pages, 
two masters of defence were commencing an exhibition 
with the buckler and broadsword. But, much to the dis- 
appointment of the crowd, this latter business was 
broken off by the interposition of the town beadle, who 
had no idea of permitting the majesty of the law to be 
violated by such an abuse of one of its consecrated 
places. 

It may not be too much to affirm, on the whole (the 
people being then in the first stages of joyless deport- 
ment, and the offspring of sires who had known how to 
be merry, in their day), that they would compare favor- 
ably, in point of holiday keeping, with their descend- 
ants, even at so long an interval as ourselves. Their im- 
mediate posterity, the generation next to the early emi- 
grants, wore the blackest shade of Puritanism, and so 
darkened the national visage with it, that all the subse- 
quent years have not sufficed to clear it up. We have yet 
to learn again the forgotten art of gayety. 

The picture of human life in the market-place, though 
its general tint was the sad gray, brown, or black of the 
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English emigrants, was yet enlivened by some diversity 
of hue. A party of Indians — in their savage finery of 
curiously embroidered deer-skin robes, wampum-belts, 
red and yellow ochre, and feathers, and armed with the 
bow and arrow and stone-headed spear — stood apart, 
with countenances of inflexible gravity, beyond what 
even the Puritan aspect could attain. Nor, wild as were 
these painted barbarians, were they the wildest feature 
of the scene. This distinction could more justly be 
claimed by some mariners — a part of the crew of the 
vessel from the Spanish Main — who had come ashore 
to see the humors of Election Day. They were rough- 
looking desperadoes, with sun-blackened faces, and an 
immensity of beard; their wide, short trousers were con- 
fined about the waist by belts, often clasped with a 
rough plate of gold, and sustaining always a long knife, 
and, in some instances, a sword. From beneath their 
broad-brimmed hats of palm-leaf gleamed eyes which, 
even in good-nature and merriment, had a kind of ani- 
mal ferocity. They transgressed, without fear or scruple, 
the rules of behavior that were binding on all others; 
smoking tobacco under the beadles very nose, although 
each whiff would have cost a townsman a shilling; and 
quaffing, at their pleasure, draughts of wine or aqua- 
vitae from pocket-flasks, which they freely tendered to 
the gaping crowd around them. It remarkably charac- 
terized the incomplete morality of the age, rigid as we 
call it, that a licence was allowed the seafaring class, 
not merely for their freaks on shore, but for far more 
desperate deeds on their proper element. The sailor of 
that day would go near to be arraigned as a pirate in our 
own. There could be little doubt, for instance, that this 
very ship's crew, though no unfavorable specimens of 
the nautical brotherhood, had been guilty, as we should 
phrase it, of depredations on the Spanish commerce, 
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such as would have perilled all their necks in a modern 
court of justice. 

But the sea, in those old times, heaved, swelled, and 
foamed, very much at its own will, or subject only to 
the tempestuous wind, with hardly any attempts at reg- 
ulation by human law. The buccaneer on the wave 
might relinquish his calling, and become at once, if he 
chose, a man of probity and piety on land; nor, even in 
the full career of his reckless life, was he regarded as a 
personage with whom it was disreputable to traffic, or 
casually associate. Thus, the Puritan elders, in their 
black cloaks, starched bands, and steeple-crowned hats, 
smiled not unbenignantly at the clamor and rude de- 
portment of these jolly seafaring men; and it excited 
neither surprise nor animadversion when so reputable a 
citizen as old Roger Chillingworth, the physician, was 
seen to enter the market-place, in close and familiar talk 
with the commander of the questionable vessel. 

The latter was by far the most showy and gallant 
figure, so far as apparel went, anywhere to be seen 
among the multitude. He wore a profusion of ribbons 
on his garment, and gold-lace on his hat, which was also 
encircled by a gold chain, and surmounted with a 
feather. There was a sword at his side, and a sword-cut 
on his forehead, which, by the arrangement of his hair, 
he seemed anxious rather to display than hide. A lands- 
man could hardly have worn this garb and shown this 
face, and worn and shown them both with such a gal- 
liard air, without undergoing stem question before a 
magistrate, and probably incurring fine or imprisonment, 
or perhaps an exhibition in the stocks. As regarded the 
shipmaster, however, all was looked upon as pertaining 
to the character, as to a fish his glistening scales. 

After parting from the physician, the commander of 
the Bristol ship strolled idly through the market-place; 
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until happening to approach the spot where Hester 
Prynne was standing, he appeared to recognize, and did 
not hesitate to address her. As was usually the case 
wherever Hester stood, a small vacant area — a sort of 
magic circle — had formed itself about her, into which, 
though the people were elbowing one another at a little 
distance, none ventured, or felt disposed, to intrude. It 
was a forcible type of the moral solitude in which the 
scarlet letter enveloped its fated wearer, partly by her 
own reserve, and partly by the instinctive, though no 
longer unkindly, withdrawal of 'her fellow-creatures. 
Now, if never before, it answered a good purpose, by 
enabling Hester and the seaman to speak together with- 
out risk of being overheard, and so changed was Hester 
Prynne’s repute before the public, that the matron in 
town most eminent for rigid morality could not have 
held such intercourse with less result of scandal than 
herself. 

"So, mistress,” said the mariner, "I must bid the stew- 
ard make ready one more berth than you bargained for! 
No fear of scurvy or ship-fever this voyage! What with 
the ship’s surgeon and this other doctor, our only danger 
will be from drug or pill, more by token, as there is a 
lot of apothecary’s stuff aboard, which I traded for with 
a Spanish vessel.” 

"What mean you?” inquired Hester, startled more 
than she permitted to appear. "Have you another pas- 
senger?” 

"Why, know you not,” cried the shipmaster, "that this 
physician here — Chilkngworth, he calls himself — is 
minded to try my cabin-fare with you? Ay, ay, you must 
have known it; for he tells me he is of your party, and 
a close friend to the gentleman you spoke of — he that is 
in peril from these sour old Puritan rulers!” 

"They know each other well, indeed,” replied Hester, 
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with a mien of calmness, though in the utmost conster- 
nation. “They have long dwelt together.” 

Nothing further passed between the mariner and Hes- 
ter Prynne. But, at that instant, she beheld old Roger 
Chilling worth himself, standing in the remotest corner 
of the market-place, and smiling on her; a smile which — 
across the wide and bustling square, and through all the 
talk and laughter, and various thoughts, moods, and 
interests of the crowd — conveyed secret and fearful 
meaning. 


XXII. THE PROCESSION 

Before Hester Prynne could call together her 
thoughts, and consider what was practicable to be done 
in this new and startling aspect of affairs, the sound of 
military music was heard approaching along a contigu- 
ous street. It denoted the advance of the procession of 
magistrates and citizens, on its way towards the meet- 
ing-house; where, in compliance with a custom thus 
early established, and ever since observed, the Reverend 
Mr. Dimmesdale was to deliver an Election Sermon. 

Soon the head of the procession showed itself, with a 
slow and stately march, turning a comer and making its 
way across the market-place. First came the music. It 
comprised a variety of instruments, perhaps imperfectly 
adapted to one another, and played with no great skill; 
but yet attaining the great object for which the harmony 
of drum and clarion addresses itself to the multitude — 
that of imparting a higher and more heroic air to the 
scene of life that passes before the eye. Little Pearl at 
first clapped her hands, but then lost, for an instant, the 
restless agitation that had kept her in a continual effer- 
vescence throughout the morning; she gazed silently and 
seemed to be borne upward, like a floating seabird, on 
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the long heaves and swells of sound. But she was 
brought back to her former mood by the shimmer of the 
sunshine on the weapons and bright armor of the mili- 
tary company, which followed after the music, and 
formed the honorary escort of the procession. This body 
of soldiery — which still sustains a corporate existence, 
and marches down from past ages with an ancient and 
honorable fame — was composed of no mercenary mate- 
rials. Its ranks were filled with gentlemen, who felt the 
stirrings of martial impulse, and sought to establish a 
kind of College of Arms, where as in an association of 
Knights Templars, they might learn the science, and, so 
far as peaceful exercise would teach them, the practices 
of war. The high estimation then placed upon the mili- 
tary character might be seen in the loftly port of each 
individual member of the company. Some of them, in- 
deed, by their services in the Low Countries and on 
other fields of warfare, had fairly won their title to as- 
sume the name and pomp of soldiership. The entire 
array, moreover, clad in burnished steel, and with plum- 
age nodding over their bright morions, had a brilliancy 
of effect which no modem display can aspire to equal. 

And yet the men of civil eminence, who came im- 
mediately behind the military escort, were better worth 
a thoughtful observer s eye. Even in outward demeanor, 
they showed a stamp of majesty that made the warrior's 
haughty stride look vulgar, if not absurd. It was an age 
when what we call talent had far less consideration than 
now, but the massive materials which produce stability 
and dignity of character a great deal more. The people 
possessed, by hereditary right, the quality of reverence; 
which, in their descendants, if it survive at all, exists in 
smaller proportion, and with a vastly diminished force, 
in the selection and estimate of public men. The change 
may be for good or evil, and is partly, perhaps, for both. 
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In that old day, the English settler on these rude shores, 
having left king, nobles, and all degrees of awful rank 
behind, while still the faculty and necessity of reverence 
were strong in him, bestowed it on the white hair and 
venerable brow of age; on long-tried integrity; on solid 
wisdom and sad-colored experience; on endowments of 
that grave and weighty order which gives the idea of 
permanence, and comes under the general definition 
of respectability. These primitive statesmen, therefore — 
Bradstieet, Endicott, Dudley, Bellingham, and their 
compeers — who were elevated to power by the early 
choice of the people, seem to have been not often bril- 
liant, but distinguished by a ponderous sobriety, rather 
than activity of intellect. They had fortitude and self- 
reliance, and, in time of difficulty or peril, stood up for 
the welfare of the state like a line of cliffs against a tem- 
pestuous tide. The traits of character here indicated 
were well represented in the square cast of countenance 
and large physical development of the new colonial 
magistrates. So far as a demeanor of natural authority 
was concerned, the mother country need not have been 
ashamed to see these foremost men of an actual democ- 
racy adopted into the House of Peers, or made the Privy 
Council of the sovereign. 

Next in order to the magistrates came the young and 
eminently distinguished divine, from whose lips the re- 
ligious discourse of the anniversary was expected. His 
was the profession, at that era, in which intellectual 
ability displayed itself far more than in political life; for 
— leaving a higher motive out of the question — it offered 
inducements powerful enough, in the almost worship- 
ping respect of the community, to win the most aspiring 
ambition into its service. Even political power — as in 
the case of Increase Mather — was within the grasp of 
a successful priest. 
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It was the observation of those who beheld him now 
that never, since Mr. Dimmesdale first set his foot on 
the New England shore, had he exhibited such energy 
as was seen in the gait and air with which he kept his 
pace in the procession. There was no feebleness of step, 
as at other times; his frame was not bent, nor did his 
hand rest ominously upon his heart. Yet, if the clergy- 
man were rightly viewed, his strength seemed not of the 
body. It might be spiritual, and imparted to him by an- 
gelic ministrations. It might be the exhilaration of that 
potent cordial which is distilled only in the furnace glow 
of earnest and long-continued thought. Or, perchance, 
his sensitive temperament was invigorated by the loud 
and piercing music, that swelled heavenward, and up- 
lifted him on its ascending wave. Nevertheless, so ab- 
stracted was his look, it might be questioned whether 
Mr. Dimmesdale even heard the music. There was his 
body, moving onward, and with an unaccustomed force. 
But where was his mind? Far and deep in its own region, 
busying itself, with preternatural activity, to marshal a 
procession of stately thoughts that were soon to issue 
thence; and so he saw nothing, heard nothing, knew 
nothing, of what was around him; but the spiritual ele- 
ment took up the feeble frame, and carried it along, un- 
conscious of the burden, and converting it to spirit like 
itself. Men of uncommon intellect, who have grown 
morbid, possess this occasional power of mighty effort, 
into which they throw the life of many days, and then 
are lifeless for as many more. 

Hester Prynne, gazing steadfastly at the clergyman, 
felt a dreary influence come over her, but wherefore or 
whence she knew not; unless that he seemed so remote 
from her own sphere, and utterly beyond her reach. One 
glance of recognition, she had imagined, must needs 
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pass between them. She thought of the dim forest, with 
its little dell of solitude, and love, and anguish, and the 
mossy tree-trunk, where, sitting hand and hand, they 
had mingled their sad and passionate talk with the mel- 
ancholy murmur of the brook. How deeply had they 
known each other then! And was this the man? She 
hardly knew him now! He, moving proudly past, en- 
veloped, as it were, in the rich music, with the proces- 
sion of majestic and venerable fathers; he, so unattain- 
able in his worldly position, and still more so in that far 
vista of his unsympathizing thoughts, through which she 
now beheld him! Her spirit sank with the idea that all 
must have been a delusion, and that, vividly as she had 
dreamed it, there could be no real bond betwixt the 
clergyman and herself. And thus much of woman was 
there in Hester, that she could scarcely forgive him — 
least of all now, when the heavy footstep of their ap- 
proaching Fate might be heard, nearer, nearer, nearer! 
— for being able so completely to withdraw himself from 
their mutual world, while she groped darkly, and 
stretched forth her cold hands, and found him not. 

Pearl either saw and responded to her mother's feel- 
ings, or herself felt the remoteness and intangibility that 
had fallen around the minister. While the procession 
passed, the child was uneasy, fluttering up and down, 
like a bird on the point of taking flight. When the whole 
had gone by, she looked up into Hesters face. 

"Mother,” said she, "was that the same minister that 
kissed me by the brook?” 

"Hold thy peace, dear little Pearl!” whispered her 
mother. "We must not always talk in the market-place 
of what happens to us in the forest.” 

"I could not be sure that it was he; so strange he 
looked,” continued the child. "Else I would have run to 
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him, and bid him kiss me now, before all the people; 
even as he did yonder among the dark old trees. What 
would the minister have said, mother? Would he have 
clapped his hand over his heart, and scowled on me, and 
bid me be gone?” 

“What should he say, Pearl,” answered Hester, “save 
that it was no time to kiss, and that kisses are not to be 
given in the market-place? Well for thee, foolish child, 
that thou didst not speak to him!” 

Another shade of the same sentiment, in reference to 
Mr. Dimmesdale, was expressed by a person whose 
eccentricities — or insanity, as we should term it — led her 
to do what few of the towns-people would have ventured 
on; to begin a conversation with the wearer of the 
scarlet letter, in public. It was Mistress Hibbins, who ar- 
rayed in great magnificence, with a triple ruff, a broi- 
dered stomacher, a gown of rich velvet, and a gold- 
headed cane, had come forth to see the procession. As 
this ancient lady had the renown (which subsequently 
cost her no less a price than her life) of being a prin- 
cipal actor in all the works of necromancy that were 
continually going forward, the crowd gave way before 
her, and seemed to fear the touch of her garment, as if 
it carried the plague among its gorgeous folds. Seen in 
conjunction with Hester Prynne — kindly as so many 
now felt towards the latter — the dread inspired by Mis- 
tress Hibbins was doubled, and caused a general move- 
ment from that part of the market-place in which the 
two women stood. 

“Now, what mortal imagination could conceive it!” 
whispered the old lady, confidentially, to Hester. “Yon- 
der divine man! That saint on earth, as the people up- 
hold him to be, and as — I must needs say — he really 
looks! Who, now, that saw him pass in the procession, 
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would think how little while it is since he went forth out 
of his study — chewing a Hebrew text of Scripture in his 
mouth, I warrant — to take an airing in the forest! Aha! 
we know what that means, Hester Prynne! But, truly, 
forsooth, I find it hard to believe him the same man. 
Many a church-member saw I, walking behind the 
music, that has danced in the same measure with me, 
when Somebody was fiddler, and, it might be, an Indian 
powwow or a Lapland wizard changing hands with us! 
That is but a trifle, when a woman knows the world. 
But this minister! Couldst thou surely tell, Hester, 
whether he was the same man that encountered thee 
on the forest-path?” 

"Madam, I know not of what you speak,” answered 
Hester Prynne, feeling Mistress Hibbins to be of infirm 
mind; yet strangely startled and awe-stricken by the con- 
fidence with which she affirmed a personal connection 
between so many persons (herself among them) and the 
Evil One. "It is not for me to talk lightly of a learned 
and pious minister of the Word, like the Reverend Mr. 
Dimmesdale!” 

"Fie, woman, fie!” cried the old lady, shaking her 
finger at Hester. "Dost thou think I have been to the 
forest so many times, and have yet no skill to judge who 
else has been there? Yea, though no leaf of the wild 
garlands, which they wore while they danced be left in 
their hair! I know thee, Hester; for I behold the token. 
We may all see it in the sunshine; and it glows like a red 
flame in the dark. Thou wearest it openly; so there need 
be no question about that. But this minister! Let me tell 
thee, in thine ear! When the Black Man sees one of his 
own servants, signed and sealed, so shy of owning to the 
bond as is the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale, he hath a way 
of ordering matters so that the mark shall be disclosed 
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in open daylight to the eyes of all the world! What is it 
that the minister seeks to hide, with his hand always 
over his heart? Ha, Hester Prynne!” 

<tf What is it, good Mistress Hibbins?” eagerly asked 
little Pearl. “Hast thou seen it?” 

“No matter, darling!” responded Mistress Hibbins, 
making Pearl a profound reverence. “Thou thyself wilt 
see it, one time or another. They say, child, thou art of 
the lineage of the Prince of the Air! Wilt thou ride with 
me, some fine night, to see thy father? Then thou shalt 
know wherefore the minister keeps his hand over his 
heart!” 

Laughing so shrilly that all the market-place could 
hear her, the weird old gentlewoman took her depar- 
ture. 

By this time the preliminary prayer had been offered 
in the meeting-house, and the accents of the Reverend 
Mr. Dimmesdale were heard commencing his discourse. 
An irresistible feeling kept Hester near the spot. As the 
sacred edifice was too much thronged to admit another 
auditor, she took up her position close beside the scaffold 
of the pillory. It was in sufficient proximity to bring the 
whole sermon to her ears, in the shape of an indistinct, 
but varied, murmur and flow of the minister’s very pe- 
culiar voice. 

This vocal organ was in itself a rich endowment; inso- 
much that a listener, comprehending nothing of the lan- 
guage in which the preacher spoke, might still have 
been swayed to and fro by the mere tone and cadence. 
Like all other music, it breathed passion and pathos, and 
emotions high or tender, in a tongue native to the human 
heart, wherever educated. Muffled as the sound was by 
its passage through the church-walls, Hester Prynne lis- 
tened with such intentness, and sympathized so inti- 
mately, that the sermon had throughout a meaning for 
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her, entirely apart from its indistinguishable words. 
These, perhaps, if more distinctly heard, might have 
been only a grosser medium, and have clogged the spir- 
itual sense. Now she caught the low undertone, as of 
the wind sinking down to repose itself; then ascended 
with it, as it rose through progressive gradations of 
sweetness and power, until its volume seemed to envelop 
her with an atmosphere of awe and solemn grandeur. 
And yet, majestic as the voice sometimes became, there 
was forever in it an essential character of plaintiveness. 
A loud or low expression of anguish — the whisper, or the 
shriek, as it might be conceived, of suffering humanity, 
that touched a sensibility in every bosom! At times this 
deep strain of pathos was all that could be heard, and 
scarcely heard, sighing amid a desolate silence. But even 
when the minister's voice grew high and commanding 
— when it gushed irrepressibly upward — when it as- 
sumed its utmost breadth and power, so overfilling the 
church as to burst its way through the solid walls and 
diffuse itself in the open air — still, if the auditor listened 
intently, and for the purpose, he could detect the same 
cry of pain. What was it? The complaint of a human 
heart, sorrow-laden, perchance guilty, telling its secret, 
whether of guilt or sorrow, to the great heart of man- 
kind; beseeching its sympathy or forgiveness — at every 
moment — in each accent — and never in vain! It was this 
profound and continual undertone that gave the clergy- 
man his most appropriate power. 

During all this time, Hester stood, statue-like, at the 
foot of the scaffold. If the minister’s voice had not kept 
her there, there would nevertheless have been an in- 
evitable magnetism in that spot, whence she dated the 
first hour of her life of ignominy. There was a sense 
within her — too ill-defined to be made a thought, but 
weighing heavily on her mind — that her whole orb of 
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life, both before and after, was connected with this spot, 

as with the one point that gave it unity. 

Little Pearl, meanwhile, had quitted her mothers 
side, and was playing at her own will about the market- 
place. She made the sombre crowd cheerful by her er- 
ratic and glistening ray; even as a bird of bright plum- 
age illuminates a whole tree of dusky foliage by darting 
to and fro, half seen and half concealed amid the twi- 
light of the clustering leaves. She had an undulating, 
but, oftentimes, a sharp and irregular movement. It 
indicated the restless vivacity of her spirit, which today 
was doubly indefatigable in its tiptoe dance, because it 
was played upon and vibrated with her mother’s dis- 
quietude. Whenever Pearl saw anything to excite her 
ever-active and wandering curiosity, she flew thither- 
ward, and, as we might say, seized upon that man or 
thing as her own property, so far as she desired it, but 
without yielding the minutest degree of control over her 
motions in requital. The Puritans looked on, and, if they 
smiled, were none the less inclined to pronounce the 
child a demon offspring, from the indescribable charm 
of beauty and eccentricity that shone through her litde 
figure, and sparkled with its activity. She ran and looked 
the wild Indian in the face; and he grew conscious of 
a nature wilder than his own. Thence, with native au- 
dacity, but still with a reserve as characteristic, she flew 
into the midst of a group of mariners, the swarthy- 
cheeked wild men of the ocean, as the Indians were of 
the land; and they gazed wonderingly and admiringly 
at Pearl, as if a flake of the sea-foam had taken the shape 
of a little maid, and were gifted with a soul of the sea- 
fire, that flashes beneath the prow in the night-time. 

One of these seafaring men — the shipmaster, indeed, 
who had spoken to Hester Prynne — was so smitten with 
Pearl’s aspect, that he attempted to lay hands upon her. 
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with purpose to snatch a kiss. Finding it as impossible to„ 
touch her as to catch a humming-bird in the air, he took 
from his hat the gold chain that was twisted about it, 
and threw it to the child. Pearl immediately twined it 
around her neck and waist, with such happy skill, that, 
once seen there, it became a part of her, and it was 
difficult to imagine her without it. 

“Thy mother is yonder woman with the scarlet letter,” 
said the seaman. “Wilt thou carry her a message from 
me?” 

“If the message pleases me, I will,” answered Pearl. 

“Then tell her,” rejoined he, “that I spake again with 
the black-a-visaged, hump-shouldered old doctor, and 
he engages to bring his friend, the gentleman she wots 
of, aboard with him. So let thy mother take no thought, 
save for herself and thee. Wilt thou tell her this, thou 
witch-baby?” 

“Mistress Hibbins says my father is the Prince of the 
Air!” cried Pearl, with a naughty smile. “If thou callest 
me that ill name, I shall tell him of thee, and he will 
chase thy ship with a tempest!” 

Pursuing a zigzag course across the market-place, the 
child returned to her mother, and communicated what 
the mariner had said. Hester’s strong, calm, steadfastly 
enduring spirit almost sank, at last, on beholding this 
dark and grim countenance of an inevitable doom, which 
— at the moment when a passage seemed to open for 
the minister and herself out of their labyrinth of misery 
— showed itself, with an unrelenting smile, right in the 
midst of their path. 

With her mind harassed by the terrible perplexity in 
which the shipmaster’s intelligence involved her, she 
was also subjected to another trial. There were many 
people present, from the country round about, who had 
often heard of the scarlet letter, and to whom it had 
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been made terrific by a hundred false or exaggerated 
rumors, but who had never beheld it with their own 
bodily eyes. These, after exhausting other modes of 
amusement, now thronged about Hester Prynne with 
rude and boorish intrusiveness. Unscrupulous as it was, 
however, it could not bring them nearer than a circuit 
of several yards. At that distance they accordingly stood, 
fixed there by the centrifugal force of the repugnance 
which the mystic symbol inspired. The whole gang of 
sailors, likewise, observing the press of spectators, and 
learning the purport of the scarlet letter, came and 
thrust their sunburnt and desperado-looking faces into 
the ring. Even the Indians were affected by a sort of 
cold shadow of the white man’s curiosity, and, gliding 
through the crowd, fastened their snake-like black eyes 
on Hester’s bosom; conceiving, perhaps, that the wearer 
of this brilliantly embroidered badge must needs be a 
personage of high dignity among her people. Lastly, the 
inhabitants of the town (their own interest in this worn- 
out subject languidly reviving itself, by sympathy with 
what they saw others feel) lounged idly to the same 
quarter, and tormented Hester Prynne, perhaps more 
than all the rest, with their cool, well-acquainted gaze 
at her familiar shame. Hester saw and recognized the 
self-same faces of that group of matrons, who had 
awaited her forthcoming from the prison-door, seven 
years ago, all save one, the youngest and only compas- 
sionate among them, whose burial-robe she had since 
made. At the final hour, when she was so soon to fling 
aside the burning letter, it had strangely become the 
centre of more remark and excitement, and was thus 
made to sear her breast more painfully than at any time 
since the first day she put it on. 

While Hester stood in that magic circle of ignominy, 
where the cunning cruelty of her sentence seemed to 
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have fixed her forever, the admirable preacher was look- 
ing down from the sacred pulpit upon an audience 
whose very inmost spirits had yielded to his control. The 
sainted minister in the church! The woman of the scarlet 
letter in the market-place! What imagination would have 
been irreverent enough to surmise that the same scorch- 
ing stigma was on them both! 

XXIII. THE REVELATION - OF THE SCARLET LETTER 

The eloquent voice, on which the souls of the listen- 
ing audience had been borne aloft as on the swelling 
waves of the sea, at length came to a pause. There was 
a momentary silence, profound as what should follow 
the utterance of oracles. Then ensued a murmur and 
half-hushed tumult; as if the auditors, released from the 
high spell that had transported them into the region of 
another’s mind, were returning into themselves, with all 
their awe and wonder still heavy on them. In a moment 
more, the crowd began to gush forth from the doors of 
the church. Now that there was an end, they needed 
other breath, more fit to support the gross and earthly 
life into which they relapsed, than that atmosphere 
which the preacher had converted into words of flame, 
and had burdened with the rich fragrance of his thought. 

In the open air their rapture broke into speech. The 
street and the market-place absolutely babbled, from 
side to side, with applauses of the minister. His hearers 
could not rest until they had told one another of what 
each knew better than he could tell or hear. According 
to their united testimony, never had man spoken in so 
wise, so high, and so holy a spirit, as he that spake this 
day; nor had inspiration ever breathed through mortal 
lips more evidently than it did through his. Its influence 
could be seen, as it were, descending upon him, and 
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possessing him, and continually lifting him out of the 
written discourse that lay before him, and filling him 
with ideas that must have been as marvellous to himself 
as to his audience. His subject, it appeared, had been 
the relation between the Deity and the communities of 
mankind, with a special reference to the New England 
which they were here planting in the wilderness. And, 
as he drew towards the close, a spirit as of prophecy had 
come upon him, constraining him to its purpose as 
mightily as the old prophets of Israel were constrained; 
only with this difference, that, whereas the Jewish seers 
had denounced judgments and ruin on their country, it 
was his mission to foretell a high and glorious destiny 
for the newly gathered people of the Lord. But, through- 
out it all, and through the whole discourse, there had 
been a certain deep, sad undertone of pathos, which 
could not be interpreted otherwise than as the natural 
regret of one soon to pass away. Yes; their minister 
whom they so loved — and who so loved them all, that 
he could not depart heavenward without a sigh — had 
the foreboding of untimely death upon him, and would 
soon leave them in their tears! This idea of his transitory 
stay on earth gave the last emphasis to the effect which 
the preacher had produced; it was as if an angel, in his 
passage to the skies, had shaken his bright wings over 
the people for an instant — at once a shadow and a 
splendor — and had shed down a shower of golden truths 
upon them. 

Thus, there had come to the Reverend Mr. Dimmes- 
dale — as to most men, in their various spheres, though 
seldom recognized until they see it far behind them — an 
epoch of life more brilliant and full of triumph than any 
previous one, or than any which could hereafter be. 
He stood, at this moment, on the very proudest emi- 
nence of superiority, to which the gifts of intellect, rich 
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lore, prevailing eloquence, and a reputation of whitest 
sanctity, could exalt a clergyman in New England’s 
earliest days, when the professional charactei was of 
itself a lofty pedestal. Such was the position which the 
minister occupied, as he bowed his head forward on the 
cushions of the pulpit, at the close of his Election Ser- 
mon. Meanwhile Hester Prynne was standing beside the 
scaffold of the pillory, with the scarlet letter still burn- 
ing on her breast! 

Now was heard again the clangor of music, and the 
measured tramp of the military escort, issuing from the 
church-door. The procession was to be marshalled thence 
to the town-hall, where a solemn banquet would com- 
plete the ceremonies of the day. 

Once more, therefore, the train of venerable and ma- 
jestic fathers was seen moving through a broad pathway 
of the people, who drew back reverently, on either side, 
as the Governor and magistrates, the old and wise men, 
the holy ministers, and all that were eminent and re- 
nowned, advanced into the midst of them. When they 
were fairly in the market-place, their presence was 
greeted by a shout. This — though doubtless it might 
acquire additional force and volume from the childlike 
loyalty which the age awarded to its rulers — was felt to 
be an irrepressible outburst of enthusiasm kindled in 
the auditors by that high strain of eloquence which was 
yet reverberating in their ears. Each felt the impulse in 
himself, and, in the same breath, caught it from his 
neighbor. Within the church, it had hardly been kept 
down; beneath the sky, it pealed upward to the zenith. 
There were human beings enough, and enough of highly 
wrought and symphonious feeling, to produce that more 
impressive sound than the organ tones of the blast, or 
the thunder, or the roar of the sea; even that mighty 
swell of many voices, blended into one great voice by 
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the universal impulse which makes likewise one vast 
heart out of the many. Never, from the soil of New 
England, had gone up such a shout! Never, on New 
England soil, had stood the man honored by his mortal 
brethren as the preacher! 

How fared it with him then? Were there not the bril- 
liant particles of a halo in the air about his head? So 
etherealized by spirit as he was, and so apotheosized by 
worshipping admirers, did his footsteps, in the proces- 
sion, really tread upon the dust of earth? 

As the ranks of military men and civil fathers moved 
onward, all eyes were turned towards the point where 
the minister was seen to approach among them. The 
shout died into a murmur, as one portion of the crowd 
after another obtained a glimpse of him. How feeble 
and pale he looked, amid all his triumph! The energy— 
or say, rather, the inspiration which had held him up 
until he should have delivered the sacred message that 
brought its own strength along with it from Heaven— 
was withdrawn, now that it had so faithfully performed 
its office. The glow, which they had just before beheld 
burning on his cheek, was extinguished, like a flame that 
sinks down hopelessly among the late-decaying embers. 
It seemed hardly the face of a man alive, with such a 
deathlike hue; it was hardly a man with life in him that 
tottered on his path so nervelessly, yet tottered, and did 
not fall! 

One of his clerical brethren — it was the venerable 
John Wilson — observing the state in which Mr. Dim- 
mesdale was left by the retiring wave of intellect and 
sensibility, stepped forward hastily to offer his support. 
The minister tremulously, but decidedly, repelled the 
old man s arm. He still walked onward, if that move- 
ment could be so described, which rather resembled 
the wavering effort of an infant with its mother s arms in 
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view, outstretched to tempt him forward. And now, al- 
most imperceptible as were the latter steps of his prog- 
ress, he had come opposite the well-remembered and 
weather-darkened scaffold, where, long since, with all 
that dreary lapse of time between, Hester Prynne had 
encountered the world's ignominious stare. There stood 
Hester, holding little Pearl by the hand! And there was 
the scarlet letter on her breast! The minister here made 
a pause, although the music still played the stately and 
rejoicing march to which the procession moved. It sum- 
moned him onward — onward to die festival! — but here 
he made a pause. 

Bellingham, for the last few moments, had kept an 
anxious eye upon him. He now left his own place in the 
procession, and advanced to give assistance, judging, 
from Mr. Dimmesdale’s aspect, that he must otherwise 
inevitably fall. But there was something in the latter s 
expression that warned back the magistrate, although 
a man not readily obeying the vague intimations that 
pass from one spirit to another. The crowd, meanwhile, 
looked on with awe and wonder. This earthly faintness 
was, in their view, only another phase of the ministers 
celestial strength; nor would it have seemed a miracle 
too high to be wrought for one so holy, had he ascended 
before their eyes, waxing dimmer and brighter, and 
fading at last into the light of heaven. 

He turned towards the scaffold, and stretched forth 
his arms, 

"Hester/' said he, "come hither! Come, my little 
Pearl!" 

It was a ghastly look with which he regarded them; 
but there was something at once tender and strangely 
triumphant in it. The child, with the bird-like motion 
which was one of her characteristics, flew to him, and 
clasped her arms about his knees. Hester Prynne — 
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slowly, as if impelled by inevitable fate, and against her 
strongest will — likewise drew near, but paused before 
she reached him. At this instant, old Roger Chilling- 
worth thrust himself through the crowd — or, perhaps, 
so dark, disturbed, and evil, was his look, he rose up 
out of some nether region — to snatch back his victim 
from what he sought to do! Be that as it might, the old 
man rushed forward, and caught the minister by the 
arm. 

“Madman, hold! what is your purpose?” whispered 
he. “Wave back that woman! Cast off this child! All shall 
be well! Do not blacken your fame, and perish in dis- 
honor! I can yet save you! Would you bring infamy on 
your sacred profession?” 

“Ha, tempter! Methinks thou art too late!” answered 
the minister, encountering his eye, fearfully, but firmly. 
“Thy power is not what it was! With Gods help, I shall 
escape thee now!” 

He again extended his hand to the woman of the 
scarlet letter. 

“Hester Prynne,” cried he, with a piercing earnest- 
ness, “in the name of Him, so terrible and so merciful, 
who gives me grace, at this last moment, to do what — 
for my .own heavy sin and miserable agony — I with- 
held myself from doing seven years ago, come hither 
now, and twine thy strength about me! Thy strength, 
Hester; but let it be guided by the will which God hath 
granted me! This wretched and wronged old man is op- 
posing it with all his might! with all his own might, and 
the fiend’s! Come, Hester, come! Support me up yonder 
scaffold!” 

The crowd was in a tumult. The men of rank and 
dignity, who stood more immediately around the clergy- 
man, were so taken by surprise, and so perplexed as to 
the purport of what they saw — unable to receive the 
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explanation which most readily presented itself, or to 
imagine any other — that they remained silent and in- 
active spectators of the judgment which Providence 
seemed about to work. They beheld the minister, lean- 
ing on Hester’s shoulder, and supported by her arm 
around him, approach the scaffold, and ascend its steps; 
while still the little hand of the sin-born child was 
clasped in his. Old Roger Chillingworth followed, as one 
intimately connected with the drama of guilt and sor- 
row in which they had all been actors, and well entitled, 
therefore, to be present at its closing scene. 

“Hadst thou sought the whole earth over,” said he, 
looking darkly at the clergyman, “there was no one place 
so secret — no high place nor lowly place, where thou 
couldst have escaped me — save on this veiy scaffold!” 

‘'Thanks be to Him who hath led me hither!” an- 
swered the minister. 

Yet he trembled, and turned to Hester with an ex- 
pression of doubt and anxiety in his eyes, not the less 
evidently betrayed, that there was a feeble smile upon 
his lips. 

“Is not this better,” murmured he, “than what we 
dreamed of in the forest?” 

“I know not! I know not!” she hurriedly replied. “Bet- 
ter? Yea; so we may both die, and little Pearl die with 
us!” 

“For thee and Pearl, be it as God shall order,” said 
the minister; “and God is merciful! Let me now do the 
will which He hath made plain before my sight. For, 
Hester, I am a dying man. So let me make haste to take 
my shame upon me!” 

Partly supported by Hester Prynne, and holding one 
hand of little Pearl’s, the Reverend Mr. Dimmesdale 
turned to the dignified and venerable rulers; to the holy 
ministers, who were his brethren; to the people, whose 
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great heart was thoroughly appalled, yet overflowing 
with tearful sympathy, as knowing that some deep life- 
matter — which, if full of sin, was full of anguish and 
repentance likewise — was now to be laid open to them. 
The sun, but little past its meridian, shone down upon 
the clergyman, and gave a distinctness to his figure, as 
he stood out from all the earth, to put in his plea of 
guilty at the bar of Eternal Justice. 

"People of New England!” cried he, with a voice that 
rose over them, high, solemn, and majestic — yet had 
always a tremor through it, and sometimes a shriek, 
struggling up out of a fathomless depth of remorse and 
woe — "ye, that have loved me! — ye, that have deemed 
me holy! — behold me here, the one sinner of the world! 
At last! — at last! — I stand upon the spot where, seven 
years since, I should have stood; here, with this woman, 
whose arm, more than the little strength wherewith I 
have crept hitherward, sustains me, at this dreadful mo- 
ment, from grovelling down upon my face! Lo, the scar- 
let letter which Hester wears! Ye have all shuddered at 
it! Wherever her walk hath been — wherever, so miser- 
ably burdened, she may have hoped to find repose — it 
hath cast a lurid gleam of awe and horrible repugnance 
round about her. But there stood one in the midst of 
you, at whose brand of sin and infamy ye have not 
shuddered!” 

It seemed, at this point, as if the minister must leave 
the remainder of his secret undisclosed. But he fought 
back the bodily weakness — and, still more, the faintness 
of heart — that was striving for the mastery with him. He 
threw off all assistance, and stepped passionately for- 
ward a pace before the woman and the child. 

"It was on him!” he continued, with a kind of fierce- 
ness — so determined was he to speak out the whole. 
"God’s eye beheld it! The angels were forever pointing 
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at it! The Devil knew it well, and fretted it continually 
with the touch of his burning finger! But he hid it cun- 
ningly from men, and walked among you with the mien 
of a spirit, mournful, because so pure in a sinful world! 
— and sad, because he missed his heavenly kindred! 
Now, at the death-hour, he stands up before you! He 
bids you look again at Hesters scarlet letter! He tells 
you, that, with all its mysterious horror, it is but the 
shadow of what he bears on his own breast, and that 
even this, his own red stigma, is no more than the type 
of what has seared his inmost heart! Stand any here that 
question God's judgment on a sinner? Behold! Behold 
a dreadful witness of it!” 

With a convulsive motion, he tore away the minis- 
terial band from before his breast. It was revealed! But 
it were irreverent to describe that revelation. For an in- 
stant, the gaze of the horror-stricken multitude was con- 
centred on the ghastly miracle; while the minister stood, 
with a flush of triumph in his face, as one who, in the 
crisis of acutest pain, had won a victory. Then, down he 
sank upon the scaffold! Hester partly raised him, and 
supported his head against her bosom. Old Roger Chill- 
ingworth knelt down beside him, with a blank, dull 
countenance, out of which the life seemed to have de- 
parted. 

“Thou hast escaped me!” he repeated more than 
once. “Thou hast escaped me!” 

“May God forgive thee!” said the minister. “Thou, 
too, hast deeply sinned!” 

He withdrew his dying eyes from the old man, and 
fixed them on the woman and the child. 

“My little Pearl,” said he, feebly — and there was a 
sweet and gentle smile over his face, as of a spirit sink- 
ing into deep repose; nay, now that the burden was 
removed, it seemed almost as if he would be sportive 
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with the child — “dear little Pearl, wilt thou kiss me 
now? Thou wouldst not, yonder, in the forest! But now 
thou wilt?” 

Pearl kissed his lips. A spell was broken. The great 
scene of grief in which the wild infant bore a part, had 
developed all her sympathies; and as her tears fell upon 
her father’s cheek, they were the pledge that she would 
grow up amid human joy and sorrow, nor forever do 
battle with the world, but be a woman in it. Towards 
her mother, too, Pearl’s errand as a messenger of an- 
guish was all fulfilled. 

“Hester,” said the clergyman, “farewell!” 

“Shall we not meet again?” whispered she, bending 
her face down close to his. “Shall we not spend our 
immortal life together? Surely, surely, we have ransomed 
one another, with all this woe! Thou lookest far into 
eternity, with those bright dying eyes! Then tell me 
what thou see st?” 

“Hush, Hester, hush!” said he, with tremulous sol- 
emnity. “The law we broke! — the sin here so awfully 
revealed! — let these alone be in thy thoughts! I fear! I 
fear! It may be that, when we forgot our God — when 
we violated our reverence each for the other’s soul — it 
was thenceforth vain to hope that we could meet here- 
after, in an everlasting and pure reunion. God knows; 
and He is merciful! He hath joroved his mercy, most of 
all, in my afflictions. By giving me this burning torture 
to bear upon my breast! By sending yonder dark and 
terrible old man, to keep the torture always at red-heat! 
By bringing me hither, to die this death of triumphant 
ignominy before the people! Had either of these agonies 
been wanting, I had been lost forever! Praised be his 
name! His will be done! Farewell!” 

That final word came forth with the minister’s ex- 
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piring breath. The multitude, silent till then, broke out 
in a strange, deep voice of awe and wonder, which could 
not as yet find utterance, save in this murmur that rolled 
so heavily after the departed spirit. 


XXIV. CONCLUSION 

After many days, when time sufficed for the people 
to arrange their thoughts in reference to the foregoing 
scene, there was more than one account of what had 
been witnessed on the scaffold. 

Most of the spectators testified to having seen, on the 
breast of the unhappy minister, a scarlet letter — 
the very semblance of that worn by Hester Prynne — im- 
printed in the flesh. As regarded its origin, there were 
various explanations, all of which must necessarily have 
been conjectural. Some affirmed that the Reverend Mr. 
Dimmesdale, on the very day when Hester Prynne first 
wore her ignominious badge, had begun a course of pen- 
ance — which he afterwards, in so many futile methods, 
followed out — by inflicting a hideous torture on himself. 
Others contended that the stigma had not been pro- 
duced until a long time subsequent, when old Roger 
Chillingworth, being a potent necromancer, had caused 
it to appear, through the agency of magic and poisonous 
drugs. Others, again — and those best able to appreciate 
the minister’s peculiar sensibility, and the wonderful 
operation of his spirit upon the body — whispered their 
belief, that the awful symbol was the effect of the ever- 
active tooth of remorse, gnawing from the inmost heart 
outwardly, and at last manifesting Heaven’s dreadful 
judgment by the visible presence of the letter. The 
reader may choose among these theories. We have 
thrown all the light we could acquire upon the portent, 
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manuscript of old date, drawn up from the verbal testi- 
mony of individuals, some of whom had known Hester 
Prynne, while others had heard the tale from contem- 
porary witnesses — fully confirms the view taken in the 
foregoing pages. Among many morals which press 
upon us from the poor minister s miserable experience, 
we put only this into a sentence: “Be true! Be true! Be 
true! Show freely to the world, if not your worst, yet 
some trait whereby the worst may be inferred!” 

Nothing was more remarkable than the change which 
took place, almost immediately after Mr. Dimmesdale’s 
death, in the appearance and demeanor of the old man 
known as Roger Chillingworth. All his strength and en- 
ergy — all his vital and intellectual force — seemed at 
once to desert him; insomuch that he positively with- 
ered up, shrivelled away, and almost vanished from mor- 
tal sight, like an uprooted weed that lies wilting in the 
sun. This unhappy man had made the very principle 
of his life to consist in the pursuit and systematic exer- 
cise of revenge; and when, by its completest triumph 
and consummation, that evil principle was left with no 
further material to support it, when, in short, there was 
no more Devils work on earth for him to do, it only 
remained for the unhumanized mortal to betake himself 
whither his Master would find him tasks enough, and 
pay him wages duly. But to all these shadowy beings, 
so long our near acquaintances — as well Roger Chilling- 
worth as his companions — we would fain be merciful. 
It is a curious subject of observation and inquiry, 
whether hatred and love be not the same thing at bot- 
tom. Each, in its utmost development, supposes a high 
degree of intimacy and heart-knowledge; each renders 
one individual dependent for the food of his affections 
and spiritual life upon another; each leaves the passion- 
ate lover, or the no less passionate hater, forlorn and 
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desolate by the withdrawal of his subject. Philosoph- 
ically considered, therefore, the two passions seem es- 
sentially the same, except that one happens to be seen 
in a celestial radiance, and the other in a dusky and 
lurid glow. In the spiritual world, the old physician and 
the minister — mutual victims as they have been — may, 
unawares, have found their earthly stock of hatred and 
antipathy transmuted into golden love. 

Leaving this discussion apart, we have a matter of 
business to communicate to the reader. At old Roger 
Chillingworth’s decease (which took place within the 
year) , and by his last will and testament, of which Gov- 
ernor Bellingham and the Reverend Mr. Wilson were 
executors, he bequeathed a very considerable amount of 
property, both here and in England, to little Pearl, the 
daughter of Hester Prynne. 

So Pearl — the elf-child — the demon offspring, as some 
people, up to that epoch, persisted in considering her — 
became the richest heiress of her day, in the New World. 
Not improbably, this circumstance wrought a very ma- 
terial change in the public estimation; and, had the 
mother and child remained here, little Pearl, at a mar- 
riageable period of life, might have mingled her wild 
blood with the lineage of the devoutest Puritan among 
them all. But, in no long time after the physicians death, 
the wearer of the scarlet letter disappeared, and Pearl 
along with her. For many years, though a vague report 
would now and then find its way across the sea — like 
a shapeless piece of drift-wood tost ashore, with the 
initials of a name upon it — yet no tidings of them un- 
questionably authentic were received. The story of the 
scarlet letter grew into a legend. Its spell, however, was 
still potent, and kept the scaffold awful where the poor 
minister had died, and likewise the cottage by the sea- 
shore, where Hester Prynne had dwelt. Near this latter 
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spot, one afternoon, some children were at play, when 
they beheld a tall woman, in a gray robe, approach the 
cottage-door. In all those years it had never once been 
opened; but either she unlocked it, or the decaying 
wood and iron yielded to her hand, or she glided shad- 
owlike through these impediments — and, at all events, 
went in. 

On the threshold she paused — turned partly round 
— for, perchance, the idea of entering all alone, and all 
so changed, the home of so intense a former life, was 
more dreary and desolate than even she could bear. But 
her hesitation was only for an instant, though long 
enough to display a scarlet letter on her breast. 

And Hester Prynne had returned, and taken up her 
long-forsaken shame! But where was little Pearl? If still 
alive, she must now have been in the flush and bloom 
of early womanhood. None knew — nor ever learned, 
with the fulness of perfect certainty — whether the elf- 
child had gone thus untimely to a maiden grave, or 
whether her wild, rich nature had been softened and 
subdued, and made capable of a woman’s gentle hap- 
piness. But, through the remainder of Hester’s life, there 
were indications that the recluse of the scarlet letter was 
the object of love and interest with some inhabitant of 
another land. Letters came, with armorial seals upon 
them, though of bearings unknown to English heraldry. 
In the cottage there were articles of comfort and luxury 
such as Hester never cared to use, but which only wealth 
could have purchased, and affection have imagined for 
her. There were trifles, too, little ornaments, beautiful 
tokens of a continual remembrance, that must have been 
wrought by delicate fingers, at the impulse of a fond 
heart. And, once, Hester was seen embroidering a baby- 
garment, with such a lavish richness of golden fancy as 
would have raised a public tumult, had any infant, thus 
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apparelled, been shown to our sober-hued community. 

In fine, the gossips of that day believed — and Mr. 
Surveyor Pue, who made investigations a century later, 
believed — and one of his recent successors in office, 
moreover, faithfully believes — that Pearl was not only 
alive, but married, and happy, and mindful of her 
mother, and that she would most joyfully have enter- 
tained that sad and lonely mother at her fireside. 

But there was a more real life for Hester Prynne here, 
in New England, than in that unknown region where 
Pearl had found a home. Here had been her sin; here, her 
sorrow; and here was yet to be her penitence. She had 
returned, therefore, and resumed — of her own free will, 
for not the sternest magistrate of that iron period would 
have imposed it — resumed the symbol of which we have 
related so dark a tale. Never afterwards did it quit her 
bosom. But, in the lapse of the toilsome, thoughtful, and 
self-devoted years that made up Hester's life, the scarlet 
letter ceased to be a stigma which attracted the world's 
scorn and bitterness, and became a type of something 
to be sorrowed over, and looked upon with awe, yet 
with reverence too. And, as Hester Prynne had no selfish 
ends, nor lived in any measure for her own profit and 
enjoyment, people brought all their sorrows and perplex- 
ities, and besought her counsel, as one who had herself 
gone through a mighty trouble. Women, more especially 
— in the continually recurring trials of wounded, wasted, 
wronged, misplaced, or erring and sinful passion — or 
wth the dreary burden of a heart unyielded, because 
unvalued and unsought — came to Hester's cottage, de- 
manding why they were so wretched, and what the rem- 
edy! Hester comforted and counselled them as best she 
might. She assured them, too, of her firm belief, that, 
at some brighter period, when the world should have 
grown ripe for it, in Heaven s own time, a new truth 
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would be revealed, in order to establish the whole rela- 
tion between man and woman on a surer ground of 
mutual happiness. Earlier in life, Hester had vainly im- 
agined that she herself might be the destined prophet- 
ess, but had long since recognized the impossibility that 
any mission of divine and mysterious truth should be 
confided to a woman stained with sin, bowed down with 
shame, or even burdened with a life-long sorrow. The 
angel and apostle of the coming revelation must be a 
woman indeed, but lofty, pure, and beautiful; and wise, 
moreover, not through dusky grief, but the ethereal me- 
dium of joy; and showing how sacred love should make 
us happy, by the truest test of a life successful to such 
an end! 

So said Hester Prynne, and glanced her sad eyes 
downward at the scarlet letter. And, after many, many 
years a new grave was delved, near an old and sunken 
one, in that burial-ground beside which King’s Chapel 
has since been built. It was near that old sunken grave, 
yet with a space between, as if the dust of the two sleep- 
ers had no right to mingle. Yet one tombstone served for 
both. All around, there were monuments carved with 
armorial bearings; and on this simple slab of slate — as 
the curious investigator may still discern, and perplex 
himself with the purport — there appeared the sem- 
blance of an engraved escutcheon. It bore a device, a 
herald’s wording of which might serve for a motto and 
brief description of our now concluded legend; so som- 
bre is it, and relieved only by one ever-glowing point 
of light gloomier than the shadow: 

"On a field, sable, the letter A, gules.” 





THE OTHER 
ROMANCES 




Editor s Note 

Hawthorne published only four novels — or romances, 
as he preferred to call them — but each of these, within 
the compass of his personality, was different from all the 
others. If he had finished the two novels over which he 
brooded in his last unhappy years and for which he left 
extensive notes, they too would have been different from 
each other and from his earlier work. He approached 
every novel as a completely new problem and, like Flau- 
bert, he kept looking for new methods to achieve new 
effects. 

His problem in The House of the Seven Gables 
(1851) was to show the prolongation of the past into 
the present. His problem was also to produce a unified 
book in several moods, somber and humorous, romantic 
and realistic. The mixture of moods made his second 
novel harder to write than The Scarlet Letter , but also 
made it "a work,” as he said, "more characteristic of my 
mind.” What he liked in it especially was the accuracy 
of observation. "Many passages of this book,” he told 
his publisher, "ought to be finished with the minuteness 
of a Dutch picture, in order to give them their proper 
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effect.” This Dutch minuteness is a distinguishing fea- 
ture of “The Little Shop-Window,” the chapter included 
in the present volume. And the author’s preface to 
The House of the Seven Gables , also included, is Haw- 
thorne’s clearest statement of his aims as a romancer. 

In The Bliihedale Romance (1852) his original prob- 
lem was to write a realistic novel about the life and 
death of a utopian community. He started by recalling 
his experiences at Brook Farm, which he compared with 
Fourier’s projects for ideal “phalansteries” and with 
Coleridge’s plans for a “pantisocracy” on the banks of 
the Susquehanna. Then his mind began to work on an- 
other theme that had always obsessed him: the essential 
heartlessness of reformers and their willingness to sac- 
rifice living beings to an impersonal cause. The result 
was that Hollingsworth, the reformer in the novel, finally 
received more emphasis than the community as a whole. 
Notwithstanding the shift in Hawthorne’s purpose, which 
made the finished book a little less interesting than his 
original plan for it. The Blithedale Romance is a soundly 
built novel that deserves more attention than it has lately 
been receiving. But there was not room for all of it in 
the present volume, and I could find no chapters that 
retained their force when printed separately. 

In The Marble Faun (1860) Hawthorne was dealing 
with the old problem of the Fall: Donatello was as in- 
nocent as Adam, until the crime that drove him from 
Paradise also awakened his moral consciousness. But the 
author had a practical problem, too: how to use the long 
descriptive notes on Italian art and Roman antiquities 
that he had written during his travels. More than two- 
thirds of the novel came straight from Hawthorne’ s note- 
books, and these descriptive passages now seem dull 
or even quaint. But the passages dealing with Dona- 
tello’s crime — especially the two chapters reprinted here 
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— have even more force in this disordered world than 
they had for Hawthorne’s contemporaries. 

After The Marble Faun , Hawthorne became obsessed 
with the problem of writing a novel about the search 
for immortality. He did write the novel m 1861 — or at 
least a first draft, published after his death under the 
title of Septimius Felton — but then he laid it aside, 
feeling rightly that he hadn’t found the proper form for 
it. In 1863 he did find the form and set to work on the 
book again, after arranging to have it published serially. 
By that time, however, he was physically too weak to 
finish a novel, and only three episodes of “The Dolliver 
Romance” were written before his death. The third frag- 
ment, reprinted here as “The Elixir of Life,” stands 
alone as one of his most effective stories. 


from The House of the Seven Gables 

THE LITTLE SHOP-WINDOW 

I T STILL lacked half an hour of sunrise, when Miss 
Hepzibah Pyncheon — we will not say awoke, it be- 
ing doubtful whether the poor lady had so much as 
closed her eyes during the brief night of midsummer — 
but, at all events, arose from her solitary pillow, and 
began what it would be mockery to term die adornment 
of her person. Far from us be the indecorum of assist- 
ing, even in imagination, at a maiden lady’s toilet! Our 
story must therefore await Miss Hepzibah at the thresh- 
old of her chamber; only presuming, meanwhile, to 
note some of the heavy sighs that labored from her 
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bosom, with little restraint as to their lugubrious depth 
and volume of sound, inasmuch as they could be audi- 
ble to nobody save a disembodied listener like ourself. 
The Old Maid was alone in the old house. Alone, except 
for a certain respectable and orderly young man, an 
artist in the daguerreotype line, who, for about three 
months back, had been a lodger in a remote gable — 
quite a house by itself, indeed — with locks, bolts, and 
oaken bars on all the intervening doors. Inaudible, con- 
sequently, were poor Miss Hepzibah’s gusty sighs. In- 
audible the creaking joints of her stiffened knees, as she 
knelt down by the bedside. And inaudible, too, by mor- 
tal ear, but heard with all-comprehending love and pity 
in the farthest heaven, that almost agony of prayer — 
now whispered, now a groan, now a struggling silence 
— wherewith she besought the Divine assistance through 
the day! Evidently, this is to be a day of moie than or- 
dinary trial to Miss Hepzibah, who, for above a quarter 
of a century gone by, has dwelt in strict seclusion, tak- 
ing no part in the business of life, and just as little in 
its intercourse and pleasures. Not with such fervor prays 
the torpid recluse, looking forward to the cold, sunless, 
stagnant calm of a day that is to be like innumerable 
yesterdays! 

The maiden lady’s devotions are concluded. Will she 
now issue forth over the threshold of our story? Not yet, 
by many moments. First, every drawer in the tall, old- 
fashioned bureau is to be opened, with difficulty, and 
with a succession of spasmodic jerks; then, all must close 
again, with the same fidgety reluctance. There is a rus- 
tling of stiff silks; a tread of backward and forward foot- 
steps to and fro across the chamber. We suspect Miss 
Hepzibah, moreover, of taking a step upward into a 
chair, in order to give heedful regard to her appearance 
on all sides, and at full length, in the oval, dingy-framed 
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toilet-glass, that hangs above her table. Truly! well, in- 
deed! who would have thought it! Is all this precious time 
to be lavished on the matutinal repair and beautifying 
of an elderly person, who never goes abroad, whom no- 
body ever visits, and from whom, when she shall have 
done her utmost, it were the best charity to turn one’s 
eyes another way? 

Now she is almost ready. Let us pardon her one other 
pause; for it is given to the sole sentiment, or, we might 
better say — heightened and rendered intense, as it has 
been, by sorrow and seclusion — to the strong passion of 
her life. We heard the turning of a key in a small lock; 
she has opened a secret drawer of an escritoire, and is 
probably looking at a certain miniature, done in Mal- 
bone’s most perfect style, and representing a face worthy 
of no less delicate a pencil. It was once our good for- 
tune to see this picture. It is a likeness of a young man, 
in a silken dressing-gown of an old fashion, the soft rich- 
ness of which is well adapted to the countenance of 
reverie, with its full, tender lips, and beautiful eyes, that 
seem to indicate not so much capacity of thought, as 
gentle and voluptuous emotion. Of the possessor of such 
features we shall have a right to ask nothing, except that 
he would take the rude world easily, and make himself 
happy in it. Can it have been an early lover of Miss 
Hepzibah? No; she never had a lover — poor thing, how 
could she? — nor ever knew, by her own experience, 
what love technically means. And yet, her undying faith 
and trust, her fresh remembrance, and continual de- 
votedness towards the original of that miniature, have 
been the only substance for her heart to feed upon. 

She seems to have put aside the miniature, and is 
standing again before the toilet-glass. There are tears to 
be wiped off. A few more footsteps to and fro; and here, 
at last — with another pitiful sigh, like a gust of chill, 
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damp wind out of a long-closed vault, the door of which 
has accidentally been set ajar — here comes Miss Hep- 
zibah Pyncheon! Forth she steps into the dusky, time- 
passage; a tall figure, clad in black silk, with a long and 
shrunken waist, feeling her way towards the stairs like 
a near-sighted person, as in truth she is. 

The sun, meanwhile, if not alieady above the horizon, 
was ascending nearer and nearer to its verge. A few 
clouds, floating high upward, caught some of the earliest 
light, and threw down its golden gleam on the windows 
of all the houses in the street, not forgetting the House 
of the Seven Gables, which — many such sunrises as it 
had witnessed — looked cheerfully at the present one. 
The reflected radiance served to show, pretty distinctly, 
the aspect and arrangement of the room which Hepzibah 
entered, after descending the stairs. It was a low-studded 
room, with a beam across the ceiling, panelled with dark 
wood, and having a large chimney-piece, set round with 
pictured tiles, but now closed by an iron fire-board, 
through which ran the funnel of a modern stove. There 
was a carpet on the floor, oiiginally of rich texture, but 
so worn and faded in these latter years that its once 
brilliant figure had quite vanished into one indistinguish- 
able hue. In the way of furniture, there were two tables: 
one, constructed with perplexing intricacy and exhibit- 
ing as many feet as a centipede; the other, most deli- 
cately wrought, with four long and slender legs, so 
apparently frail that it was almost incredible what a 
length of time the ancient tea-table had stood upon 
them. Half a dozen chairs stood about the room, straight 
and stiff, and so ingeniously contrived for the discomfort 
of the human person that they were irksome even to 
sight, and conveyed the ugliest possible idea of the state 
of society to which they could have been adapted. One 
exception there was, however, in a very antique elbow- 
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chair, with a high back, carved elaborately in oak, and 
a roomy depth within its arms, that made up, by its 
spacious comprehensiveness, for the lack of any of those 
artistic curves which abound in a modern chair. 

As for ornamental articles of furniture, we recollect 
but two, if such they may be called. One was a map of 
the Pyncheon territory at the eastward, not engraved, but 
the handiwork of some skilful old draughtsman, and gro- 
tesquely illuminated with pictures of Indians and wild 
beasts, among which was seen a lion; the natural his- 
tory of the region being as little known as its geography, 
which was put down most fantastically awry. The other 
adornment was the portrait of old Colonel Pyncheon, at 
two-thirds length, representing the stern features of a 
Puritanic-looking personage, in a skull-cap, with a laced 
band and a grizzly beard; holding a Bible with one hand, 
and in the other uplifting an iion swordhilt. The latter 
object, being more successfully depicted by the artist, 
stood out in far greater prominence than the sacred vol- 
ume. Face to face with this picture, on entering the 
apartment, Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon came to a pause; 
regarding it with a singular scowl, a strange contortion 
of the brow, which, by people who did not know her, 
would probably have been interpreted as an expression 
of bitter anger and ill-will. But it was no such thing. 
She, in fact, felt a reverence for the pictured visage, of 
which only a far-descended and time-stricken virgin 
could be susceptible; and this forbidding scowl was die 
innocent result of her near-sightedness, and an effort so 
to concentrate her powers of vision as to substitute a 
firm outline of the object instead of a vague one. 

We must linger a moment on this unfortunate expres- 
sion of poor Hepzibah’s brow. Her scowl — as the world, 
or such part of it as sometimes caught a transitory 
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glimpse of her at the window, wickedly persisted in call- 
ing it — her scowl had done Miss Hepzibah a very ill 
office, in establishing her character as an ill-tempered 
old maid; nor does it appear improbable that, by often 
gazing at herself in a dim looking-glass, and perpetually 
encountering her own frown within its ghostly sphere, 
she had been led to interpret the expression almost as 
unjustly as the world did. “How miserably cross I look!” 
she must often have whispered to herself; and ultimately 
have fancied herself so, by a sense of inevitable doom. 
But her heart never frowned. It was naturally tender, 
sensitive, and full of little tremors and palpitations; all 
of which weaknesses it retained, while her visage was 
growing so perversely stern, and even fierce. Nor had 
Hepzibah ever any hardihood, except what came from 
the very warmest nook in her affections. 

All this time, however, we are loitering faint-heartedly 
on the threshold of our story. In very truth, we have an 
invincible reluctance to disclose what Miss Hepzibah 
Pyncheon was about to do. 

It has already been observed, that, in the basement 
story of the gable fronting on the street, an unworthy 
ancestor, nearly a century ago, had fitted up a shop. 
Ever since the old gentleman retired from trade, and 
fell asleep under his coffin-lid, not only the shop-door, 
but the inner arrangements, had been suffered to remain 
unchanged; while the dust of ages gathered inch-deep 
over the shelves and counter, and partly filled an old 
pair of scales, as if it were of value enough to be 
weighed. It treasured itself up, too, in the half-open till, 
where there still lingered a base sixpence, worth neither 
more nor less than the hereditary pride which had been 
put to shame. Such had been the state and condition of 
the little shop in old Hepzibah’s childhood, when she 
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and her brother used to play at hide-and-seek in its for- 
saken precincts. So it had remained, until within a few 
days past. 

But now, though the shop-window was still closely 
curtained from the public gaze, a remarkable change 
had taken place m its interior. The rich and heavy fes- 
toons of cobweb, which it had cost a long ancestral suc- 
cession of spiders their life's labor to spin and weave, 
had been carefully brushed away from the ceiling. The 
counter, shelves, and floor had all been scoured, and 
the latter was strewn with fresh blue sand. The brown 
scales, too, had evidently undergone rigid discipline, in 
an unavailing effort to rub off the rust, which, alas! had 
eaten through and through their substance. Neither was 
the little old shop any longer empty of merchantable 
goods. A curious eye, privileged to take an account of 
stock, and investigate behind the counter, would have 
discovered a barrel — yea, two or three barrels and half 
ditto — one containing flour, another apples, and a third, 
perhaps, Indian meal. There was likewise a square box 
of pine-wood, full of soap in bars; also, another of the 
same size, in which were tallow-candles, ten to the 
pound. A small stock of brown sugar, some white beans 
and split peas, and a few other commodities of low price, 
and such as are constantly in demand, made up the 
bulkier portion of the merchandise. It might have been 
taken for a ghostly or phantasmagoric reflection of the 
old shop-keeper Pyncheon' s shabbily provided shelves, 
save that some of the articles were of a description and 
outward form which could hardly have been known in 
his day. For instance, there was a glass pickle-jar, filled 
with fragments of Gibraltar rock; not, indeed, splinters 
of the veritable stone foundation of the famous fortress, 
but bits of delectable candy, neatly done up in white 
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paper. Jim Crow, moreover, was seen executing his 
world-renowned dance, in gmgei bread. A paity of leaden 
dragoons were galloping along one of the shelves, in 
equipments and uniform of modern cut, and there were 
some sugar figures, with no strong resemblance to the 
humanity of any epoch, but less unsatisfactorily repre- 
senting our own fashions than those of a hundred years 
ago. Another phenomenon, still more strikingly modern, 
was a package of lucifer matches, which, in old times, 
would have been thought actually to borrow their in- 
stantaneous flame from the nether fires of Tophet. 

In short, to bring the matter at once to a point, it was 
incontrovertibly evident that somebody had taken the 
shop and fixtures of the long-retired and forgotten Mr. 
Pyncheon, and was about to renew the enterprise of that 
departed worthy, with a different set of customers. Who 
could this bold adventurer be? And, of all places in the 
world, why had he chosen the House of the Seven 
Gables as the scene of his commercial speculations? 

We return to the elderly maiden. She at length with- 
drew her eyes from the dark countenance of the Colo- 
ners portrait, heaved a sigh — indeed, her breast was a 
very cave of ^Eolus that morning — and stept across the 
room on tiptoe, as is the customary gait of elderly 
women. Passing through an intervening passage, she 
opened a door that communicated with the shop, just 
now so elaborately described. Owing to the projection 
of the upper story — and still more to the thick shadow 
of the Pyncheon Elm, which stood almost directly in 
front of the gable — the twilight, here, was still as much 
akin to night as morning. Another heavy sigh from Miss 
Hepzibah! After a moment’s pause on the threshold, 
peering towards the window with her near-sighted scowl, 
as if frowmng down some bitter enemy, she suddenly 
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projected herself into the shop. The haste, and, as it 
were, the galvanic impulse of the movement, were really 
quite startling. 

Nervously — in a sort of frenzy, we might almost say— 
she began to busy herself m arranging some children’s 
playthings, and other little wares, on the shelves and at 
the shop-window. In the aspect of this dark-arrayed, 
pale-faced, lady-hke old figure there was a deeply tragic 
character that contrasted irreconcilably with the ludi- 
crous pettiness of her employment. It seemed a 
queer anomaly, that so gaunt and dismal a personage 
should take a toy in hand, a miracle, that the toy did 
not vanish in her grasp; a miserably absurd idea, that 
she should go on perplexing her stiff and sombre intel- 
lect with the question how to tempt little boys into her 
premises! Yet such is undoubtedly her object. Now she 
places a gingerbread elephant against the window, but 
with so tremulous a touch that it tumbles upon the floor, 
with the dismemberment of three legs and its trunk; it 
has ceased to be an elephant, and has become a few 
bits of musty gingerbread. There, again, she has upset 
a tumbler of marbles, all of which roll different ways, 
and each individual marble, devil-directed, into the most 
difficult obscurity that it can find. Heaven help our poor 
old Hepzibah, and forgive us for taking a ludicrous view 
of her position! As her rigid and rusty frame goes down 
upon its hands and knees, in quest of the absconding 
marbles, we positively feel so much the more inclined 
to shed tears of sympathy, from the very fact that we 
must needs turn aside and laugh at her. For here — and 
if we fail to impress it suitably upon the reader, it is our 
own fault, not that of the theme — here is one of the 
truest points of melancholy interest that occur in ordi- 
nary life. It was the final throe of what called itself old 
gentility. A lady — who had fed herself from childhood 
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with the shadowy food of aristocratic reminiscences, and 
whose religion it was that a lady’s hand soils itself irre- 
mediably by doing aught for bread — this born lady, 
after sixty years of narrowing means, is fain to step 
down from her pedestal of imaginary rank Poverty, 
treading closely at her heels for a lifetime, has come up 
with her at last. She must earn her own food, or starve! 
And we have stolen upon Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon, too 
irreverently, at the instant of time when the patrician 
lady is to be transformed into the plebeian woman. 

In this republican country, amid the fluctuating waves 
of our social life, somebody is always at the drowning- 
point. The tragedy is enacted with as continual a repeti- 
tion as that of a popular drama on a holiday; and, never- 
theless, is felt as deeply, perhaps, as when an hereditary 
noble sinks below his order. More deeply; since, with 
us, rank is the grosser substance of wealth and a splen- 
did establishment, and has no spiritual existence after 
the death of these, but dies hopelessly along with them. 
And, therefore, since we have been unfortunate enough 
to introduce our heroine at so inauspicious a juncture, 
we would entreat for a mood of due solemnity in the 
spectators of her fate. Let us behold, in poor Hepzibah, 
the immemorial lady — two hundred years old, on this 
side of the water, and thrice as many on the other — with 
her antique portraits, pedigrees, coats of arms, records 
and traditions, and her claim, as joint heiress, to that 
princely territory at the eastward, no longer a wilder- 
ness, but a populous fertility — born, too, in Pyncheon 
Street, under the Pyncheon Elm, and in the Pyncheon 
House, where she has spent all her days — reduced now, 
in that very house, to be the hucksteress of a cent-shop. 

This business of setting up a petty shop is almost the 
only resource of women, in circumstances at all similar 
to those of our unfortunate recluse. With her near- 
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sightedness, and those tremulous fingers of hers, at once 
inflexible and delicate, she could not be a seamstress; 
although her sampler, of fifty years gone by, exhibited 
some of the most recondite specimens of ornamental 
needlework. A school for little children had been often 
in her thoughts, and, at one time, she had begun a re- 
view of her early studies in the New England Primer, 
with a view to prepare herself for the office of instruc- 
tress. But the love of children had never been quickened 
in Hepzibah’s heart, and was now torpid, if not extinct; 
she watched the little people of the neighborhood from 
her chamber-window, and doubted whether she could 
tolerate a more intimate acquaintance with them. Be- 
sides, in our day, the very ABC has become a science 
greatly too abstruse to be any longer taught by pointing 
a pin from letter to letter. A modern child could teach 
old Hepzibah more than old Hepzibah could teach the 
child. So — with many a cold, deep heart-quake at the 
idea of at last coming into sordid contact with the world, 
from which she had so long kept aloof, while every 
added day of seclusion had rolled another stone against 
the cavern-door of her hermitage — the poor thing be- 
thought herself of the ancient shop-window, the rusty 
scales, and dusty till. She might have held back a little 
longer; but another circumstance, not yet hinted at, had 
somewhat hastened her decision. Her humble prepara- 
tions, therefore, were duly made, and the enterprise was 
now to be commenced. Nor was she entitled to complain 
of any remarkable singularity in her fate; for, in the 
town of her nativity, we might point to several little 
shops of a similar description, some of them m houses as 
ancient as that of the Seven Gables; and one or two, it 
may be, where a decayed gentlewoman stands behind 
the counter, as grim an image of family pride as Miss 
Hepzibah Pyncheon herself. 
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It was overpoweringly ridiculous — we must honestly 
confess it — the deportment of the maiden lady while 
setting her shop in Older for the public eye. She stole on 
tiptoe to the window, as cautiously as if she conceived 
some bloody-minded villain to be watching behind the 
elm-tree, with intent to take her life. Stretching out her 
long, lank arm, she put a paper of pearl buttons, a jew’s- 
harp, or whatever the small article might be, m its 
destined place, and straightway vanished back into the 
dusk, as if the world need never hope for another 
glimpse of her. It might have been fancied, indeed, that 
she expected to minister to the wants of the community 
unseen, like a disembodied divinity or enchantiess, hold- 
ing forth her bargains to the reverential and awe-stricken 
purchaser in an invisible hand. But Hepzibah had no 
such flattering dream. She was well aware that she must 
ultimately come forward, and stand revealed in her 
proper individuality; but, like other sensitive persons, 
she could not bear to be observed in the gradual process, 
and chose rather to flash forth on the world’s astonished 
gaze at once. 

The inevitable moment was not much longer to be de- 
layed. The sunshine might now be seen stealing down 
the front of the opposite house, from the windows of 
which came a reflected gleam, struggling through the 
boughs of the elm-tree, and enlightening the interior of 
the shop more distinctly than heretofore. The town ap- 
peared to be waking up. A baker’s cart had already rat- 
tled through the street, chasing away the latest vestige 
of night’s sanctity with the jingle-jangle of its dissonant 
bells. A milkman was distributing the contents of his 
cans from door to door; and the harsh peal of a fisher- 
man’s conch-shell was heard far off, around the corner. 
None of these tokens escaped Hepzibah’s notice. The 
moment had arrived. To delay longer would be only 
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to lengthen out her misery. Nothing remained, except 
to take down the bar from the shop-door, leaving the 
entrance free — more than free — welcome, as if all 
were household friends — to every passer-by, whose eyes 
might be attracted by the commodities at the window. 
This last act Hepzibah now performed, letting the bar 
fall with what smote upon her excited nerves as a most 
astounding clatter. Then — as if the only barrier betwixt 
herself and the world had been thrown down, and a 
flood of evil consequences would come tumbling through 
the gap — she fled into the inner parlor, threw herself 
into the ancestral elbow-chair, and wept. 

Our miserable old Hepzibah! It is a heavy annoyance 
to a writer, who endeavors to represent nature, its vari- 
ous attitudes and circumstances, in a reasonably correct 
outline and true coloring, that so much of the mean and 
ludicrous should be hopelessly mixed up with the purest 
pathos which life anywhere supplies to him. What tragic 
dignity, for example, can be wrought into a scene like 
this! How can we elevate our history of retribution for 
the sin of long ago, when, as one of our most prominent 
figures, we are compelled to introduce — not a young and 
lovely woman, nor even the stately remains of beauty, 
storm-shattered by affliction — but a gaunt, sallow, rusty- 
jointed maiden, in a long-waisted silk gown, and with 
the strange horror of a turban on her head* Her visage 
is not even ugly. It is redeemed from insignificance only 
by the contraction of her eyebrows into a near-sighted 
scowl. And, finally, her great life-trial seems to be, that, 
after sixty years of idleness, she finds it convenient to 
earn comfortable bread by setting up a shop in a small 
way. Nevertheless, if we look through all the heroic for- 
tunes of mankind, we shall find this same entanglement 
of something mean and trivial with whatever is noblest 
in joy or sorrow. Life is made up of marble and mud. 
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And, without all the deeper trust in a comprehensive 
sympathy above us, we might hence be led to suspect 
the insult of a sneer, as well as an immitigable frown, 
on the iron countenance of fate. What is called poetic 
insight is the gift of discerning, in this sphere of 
strangely mingled elements, the beauty and the majesty 
which are compelled to assume a garb so sordid. 

1851 


Hawthorne’s preface 

When a writer calls his work a Romance, it need 
hardly be observed that he wishes to claim a certain 
latitude, both as to its fashion and material, which 
he would not have felt himself entitled to assume had 
he professed to be writing a Novel. The latter form of 
composition is presumed to aim at a very minute fidelity, 
not merely to the possible, but to the probable and ordi- 
nary course of man s experience. The former — while, as 
a work of art, it must rigidly subject itself to laws, and 
while it sins unpardonably so far as it may swerve aside 
from the truth of the human heart — has fairly a right to 
present that truth under circumstances, to a great extent, 
of the writer’s own choosing or creation. If he think fit, 
also, he may so manage his atmospherical medium as to 
bring out or mellow the lights and deepen and enrich 
the shadows of the picture. He will be wise, no doubt, to 
make a very moderate use of the privileges here stated, 
and, especially, to mingle the Marvellous rather as a 
slight, delicate, and evanescent flavor, than as any por- 
tion of the actual substance of the dish offered to the 
public. He can hardly be said, howevei, to commit a 
literary crime even if he disregard this caubon. 

In the present work, the author has proposed to him- 



506 ROMANCES 

self — but with what success, fortunately, it is not for him 
to judge — to keep undeviatingly within his immunities. 
The point of view in which this tale comes under the 
Romantic definition lies in the attempt to connect a by- 
gone time with the very present that is flitting away 
from us. It is a legend prolonging itself, from an epoch 
now gray in the distance, down into our own broad day- 
light, and bringing along with it some of its legendary 
mist, which the reader, according to his pleasure, may 
either disregard, or allow it to float almost imperceptibly 
about the characters and events for the sake of a pic- 
turesque effect. The narrative, it may be, is woven of so 
humble a texture as to require this advantage, and, at 
the same time, to render it the more difficult of attain- 
ment. 

Many writers lay very great stress upon some definite 
moral purpose, at which they profess to aim their works. 
Not to be deficient in this particular, the author has pro- 
vided himself with a moral — the truth, namely, that the 
wrong-doing of one generation lives into the successive 
ones, and, divesting itself of every temporary advantage, 
becomes a pure and uncontrollable mischief; and he 
would feel it a singular gratification if this romance 
might effectually convince mankind — or, indeed, any 
one man — of the folly of tumbling down an avalanche 
of ill-gotten gold, or real estate, on the heads of an un- 
fortunate posterity, thereby to maim and crush them, 
until the accumulated mass shall be scattered abroad in 
its original atoms. In good faith, however, he is not suffi- 
ciently imaginative to flatter himself with the slightest 
hope of this kind. When romances do really teach any- 
thing, or produce any effective operation, it is usually 
through a far more subtile process than the ostensible 
one. The author has considered it hardly worth his 
while, therefore, relentlessly to impale the story with its 
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moral as with an iron rod — or, rather, as by sticking a 
pin through a butterfly — thus at once depriving it o£ 
life, and causing it to stiffen in an ungainly and unnat- 
ural attitude. A high truth, indeed, fairly, finely, and 
skilfully wrought out, bnghtening at every step, and 
crowning the final development of a work of fiction, 
may add an artistic glory, but is never any truer, and 
seldom any more evident, at the last page than at the 
first. 

The reader may perhaps choose to assign an actual 
locality to the imaginary events of this narrative. If per- 
mitted by the historical connection — which, though 
slight, was essential to his plan — the author would very 
willingly have avoided anything of this nature. Not to 
speak of other objections, it exposes the romance to an 
inflexible and exceedingly dangerous species of criticism, 
by bringing his fancy-pictures almost into positive con- 
tact with the realities of the moment. It has been no 
part of his object, however, to describe local manners, 
nor in any way to meddle with the characteristics of a 
community for whom he cherishes a proper respect and 
a natural regard. He trusts not to be considered as un- 
pardonably offending by laying out a street that in- 
fringes upon nobody’s private rights, and appropriating 
a lot of land which had no visible owner, and building a 
house of materials long in use for constructing castles in 
the air. The personages of the tale — though they give 
themselves out to be of ancient stability and consider- 
able prominence — are really of the author’s own making, 
or, at all events, of his own mixing; their virtues can 
shed no lustre, nor their defects redound, in the re- 
motest degree, to the discredit of the venerable town of 
which they profess to be inhabitants. He would be glad, 
therefore, if — especially in the quarter to which he al- 
ludes — the book may be read strictly as a Romance, hav- 
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ing a great deal more to do with the clouds overhead 
than with any portion of the actual soil of the County of 
Essex. 

Lenox , , January 27, 1851. 




from The Marble Faun 

ON THE EDGE OF A PRECIPICE 

“TET US settle it,” said Kenyon, stamping his foot 

-Li firmly down, “that this is precisely the spot 
where the chasm opened, into which Curtius precipi- 
tated his good steed and himself. Imagine the great, 
dusky gap, impenetrably deep, and with half-shaped 
monsters and hideous faces looming upward out of it, 
to the vast affright of the good citizens who peeped 
over the brim! There, now, is a subject, hitherto un- 
thought of, for a grim and ghastly story, and, methinks, 
with a moral as deep as the gulf itself. Within it, beyond 
a question, there were prophetic visions — intimations 
of all the future calamities of Rome — shades of Goths, 
and Gauls, and even of the French soldiers of today. It 
was a pity to close it up so soon! I would give much for 
a peep into such a chasm.” 

“I fancy,” remarked Miriam, “that every person takes 
a peep into it in moments of gloom and despondency, 
that is to say, in his moments of deepest insight.” 

“Where is it, then?” asked Hilda. “I never peeped into 
it.” 

“Wait, and it will open for you,” replied her friend. 
“The chasm was merely one of the orifices of that pit of 
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blackness that lies beneath us, everywhere. The firmest 
substance of human happiness is but a thin crust spread 
over it, with just reality enough to bear up the illusive 
stage-scenery amid which we tread. It needs no earth- 
quake to open the chasm. A footstep, a little heavier 
than ordinary, will serve; and we must step very daint- 
ily, not to break through the crust at any moment. By 
and by, we inevitably sink! It was a foolish piece of 
heroism in Curtius to precipitate himself there, in ad- 
vance; for all Rome, you see, has been swallowed up in 
that gulf, in spite of him. The Palace of the Caesars has 
gone down thither, with a hollow, rumbling sound of its 
fragments! All the temples have tumbled into it; and 
thousands of statues have been thrown after! All the 
armies and the triumphs have marched into the great 
chasm, with their martial music playing, as they stepped 
over the brink. All the heroes, the statesmen, and the 
poets! All piled upon poor Curtius, who thought to have 
saved them all! I am loath to smile at the self-conceit of 
that gallant horseman, but cannot well avoid it/' * 

“It grieves me to hear you speak thus, Miriam,” said 
Hilda, whose natural and cheerful piety was shocked by 
her friend's gloomy view of human destinies. “It seems 
to me that there is no chasm, nor any hideous emptiness 
under our feet, except what the evil within us digs. If 
there be such a chasm, let us bridge it over with good 
thoughts and deeds, and we shall tread safely to the 
other side. It was the guilt of Rome, no doubt, that 
caused this gulf to open; and Curtius filled it up with 
his heroic self-sacrifice and patriotism, which was the 
best virtue that the old Romans knew. Every wrong 
thing makes the gulf deeper; every right one helps to 
fill it up. As the evil of Rome was far more than its good, 
the whole commonwealth finally sank into it, indeed, 
but of no original necessity.” 
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“Well, Hilda, it came to the same thing at last,” an- 
swered Miriam, despondingly. 

“Doubtless, too,” resumed the sculptor (for his imagi- 
nation w&s greatly excited by the idea of this wondrous 
chasm), “all the blood that the Romans shed, whether 
on battle-fields, or in the Coliseum, or on the cross — in 
whatever public or private murder — ran into this fatal 
gulf, and formed a mighty subterranean lake of gore, 
right beneath our feet. The blood from the thirty 
wounds in Caesar’s breast flowed hitherward, and that 
pure little rivulet from Virginia’s bosom, too! Virginia, 
beyond all question, was stabbed by her father, precisely 
where we are standing.” 

“Then the spot is hallowed forever!” said Hilda. 

“Is there such blessed potency in bloodshed?” asked 
Miriam. “Nay, Hilda, do not protest! I take your mean- 
ing rightly.” 

They again moved forward. And still, from the Forum 
and the Via Sacra, from beneath the arches of the 
Temple of Peace on one side, and the acclivity of the 
Palace of the Caesars on the other, there arose singing 
voices of parties that were strolling through the moon- 
light. Thus, the air was full of kindred melodies that en- 
countered one another, and twined themselves into a 
broad, vague music, out of which no single strain could 
be disentangled. These good examples, as well as the 
harmonious influences of the hour, incited our artist- 
friends to make proof of their own vocal powers. With 
what skill and breath they had, they set up a choral 
strain — “Hail, Columbia!” we believe — which those old 
Roman echoes must have found it exceeding difficult to 
repeat aright. Even Hilda poured the slender sweetness 
of her note into her country’s song. Miriam was at first 
silent, being perhaps unfamiliar with the air and burden. 
But, suddenly, she threw out such a swell and gush of 
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sound, that it seemed to pervade the whole choir of 
other voices, and then to rise above them all, and be- 
come audible in what would else have been the silence 
of an upper region. That volume of melodious voice was 
one of the tokens of a great trouble. There had long been 
an impulse upon her — amounting, at last, to a necessity 
— to shriek aloud; but she had struggled against it, till 
the thunderous anthem gave her an opportunity to re- 
lieve her heart by a great cry. 

They passed the solitary Column of Phocas, and 
looked down into the excavated space, where a con- 
fusion of pillars, arches, pavements, and shattered blocks 
and shafts — the crumbs of various ruin dropped from 
the devouring maw of Time — stand, or lie, at the base 
of the Capitoline Hill. That renowned hillock (for it is 
little more) now arose abruptly above them. The pon- 
derous masonry, with which the hill-side is built up, is as 
old as Rome itself, and looks likely to endure while the 
world retains any substance or permanence. It once sus- 
tained the Capitol, and now bears up the great pile 
which the mediaeval builders raised on the antique 
foundation, and that still loftier tower, which looks 
abroad upon a larger page of deeper historic interest 
than any other scene can show. On the same pedestal 
of Roman masonry, other structures will doubtless rise, 
and vanish like ephemeral things. 

To a spectator on the spot, it is remarkable that the 
events of Roman history, and Roman life itself, appear 
not so distant as the Gothic ages which succeeded them. 
We stand in the Forum, or on the height of the Capitol, 
and seem to see the Roman epoch close at hand. We 
forget that a chasm extends between it and ourselves, 
in which lie all those dark, rude, unlettered centuries, 
around the birth-time of Christianity, as well as the age 
of chivalry and romance, the feudal system, and the in- 
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fancy of a better civilization than that of Rome. Or, if 
we remember these mediaeval times, they look further 
off than the Augustan age. The reason may be, that the 
old Roman literature survives, and creates for us an in- 
timacy with the classic ages, which we have no means 
of forming with the subsequent ones. 

The Italian climate, moreover, robs age of its rev- 
erence and makes it look newer than it is. Not the Coli- 
seum, nor the tombs of the Appian Way, nor the oldest 
pillar in the Forum, nor any other Roman ruin, be it as 
dilapidated as it may, ever give the impression of vener- 
able antiquity which we gather, along with the ivy, from 
the gray walls of an English abbey or castle. And yet 
every brick or stone, which we pick up among the 
former, had fallen ages before the foundation of thejat- 
ter was begun. This is owing to the kindliness with 
which Nature takes an English ruin to her heart, cover- 
ing it with ivy, as tenderly as Robin Redbreast covered 
the dead babes with forest leaves. She strives to make 
it a part of herself, gradually obliterating the handiwork 
of man, and supplanting it with her own mosses and 
trailing verdure, till she has won the whole structure 
back. But, in Italy, whenever man has once hewn a 
stone. Nature forthwith relinquishes her right to it, and 
never lays her finger on it again. Age after age finds it 
bare and naked, in the barren sunshine, and leaves it so. 
Besides this natural disadvantage, too, each succeeding 
century, in Rome, has done its best to ruin the very 
ruins, so far as their picturesque effect is concerned, by 
stealing away the marble and hewn stone, and leaving 
only yellow bricks, which never can look venerable. 

The party ascended the winding way that leads from 
the Forum to the Piazza of the Campidoglio on the sum- 
mit of the Capitoline Hill. They stood awhile to con- 
template the bronze equestrian statue of Marcus Aure- 
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lius. The moonlight glistened upon traces of the gilding 
which had once covered both rider and steed; these 
were almost gone, but the aspect of dignity was still 
perfect, clothing the figure as it were with an imperial 
robe of light. It is the most majestic representation of 
the kingly character that ever the world has seen. A 
sight of the old heathen emperor is enough to create an 
evanescent sentiment of loyalty even in a democratic 
bosom, so august does he look, so fit to rule, so worthy 
of man s profoundest homage and obedience, so inevi- 
tably attractive of his love. He stretches forth his hand 
with an air of grand beneficence and unlimited author- 
ity, as if uttering a decree from which no appeal was 
permissible, but in which the obedient subject would 
find his highest interests consulted, a command that was 
in itself a benediction. 

“The sculptor of this statue knew what a king should 
be,” observed Kenyon, “and knew, likewise, the heart 
of mankind, and how it craves a true ruler, under what- 
ever title, as a child its father.” 

“Oh, if there were but one such man as this!” ex- 
claimed Miriam. “One such man in an age, and one in 
all the world; then how speedily would the strife, 
wickedness, and sorrow of us poor creatures be relieved. 
We would come to him with our griefs, whatever they 
might be — even a poor, frail woman burdened with her 
heavy heart — and lay them at his feet, and never need 
to take them up again. The rightful king would see to 
ah.” 

“What an idea of the regal office and duty!” said Ken- 
yon, with a smile. “It is a woman’s idea of the whole 
matter to perfection. It is Hildas, too, no doubt?” 

“No,” answered the quiet Hilda; “I should never look 
for such assistance from an earthly king.” 

“Hilda, my religious Hilda,” whispered Miriam, sud- 
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denly drawing the girl close to her, “do you know how 
it is with me? I would give all I have or hope — my life, 
oh how freely — for one instant of your trust in God! You 
little guess my need of it. You really think, then, that He 
sees and cares for us?” 

“Miriam, you frighten me.” 

“Hush, hush! do not let them hear you!” whispered 
Miriam. “I frighten you, you say; for Heavens sake, 
how? Am I strange? is there anything wild in my be- 
havior?” 

“Only for that moment,” replied Hilda, “because you 
seemed to doubt God’s providence.” 

“We will talk of that another time,” said her friend. 
Just now it is very dark to me.” 

On the left of the Piazza of the Campidoglio, as you 
face cityward, and at the head of the long and stately 
flight of steps descending from the Capitoline Hill to the 
level of lower Rome, there is a narrow lane or passage. 
Into this the party of our friends now turned. The path 
ascended a little, and ran along under the walls of a 
palace, but soon passed through a gateway, and termi- 
nated in a small paved court-yard. It was bordered by a 
low parapet. 

The spot, for some reason or other, impressed them as 
exceedingly lonely. On one side was the great height of 
the palace, with the moonshine falling over it, and 
showing all the windows barred and shuttered. Not a 
human eye could look down into the little court-yard, 
even if the seemingly deserted palace had a tenant. On 
all other sides of its narrow compass there was nothing 
but the parapet, which as it now -appeared was built 
right on the edge of a steep precipice. Gazing from its 
imminent brow, the party beheld a crowded confusion 
of roofs spreading over the whole space between them 
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and the line of hills that lay beyond the Tiber. A long, 
misty wreath, just dense enough to catch a little of the 
moonshine, floated above the houses, midway towards 
the hilly line, and showed the course of the unseen river. 
Far away on the right, the moon gleamed on the dome 
of St. Peter’s as well as on many lesser and nearer domes. 

"What a beautiful view of the city!” exclaimed Hilda; 
"and I never saw Rome from this point before.” 

"It ought to afford a good prospect,” said the sculp- 
tor; "for it was from this point — at least we are at liberty 
to think so, if we choose — that many a famous Roman 
caught his last glimpse of his native city, and of all other 
earthly things. This is one of the sides of the Tarpeian 
Rock. Look over the parapet, and see what a sheer tum- 
ble there might still be for a traitor, in spite of the thirty 
feet of soil that have accumulated at the foot of the 
precipice.” 

They all bent over, and saw that the cliff fell perpen- 
dicularly downward to about the depth, or rather more, 
at which the tall palace rose in height above their heads. 
Not that it was still the natural, shaggy front of the origi- 
nal precipice, for it appeared to be cased in ancient 
stone-work, through which the primeval rock showed its 
face here and there grimly and doubtfully. Mosses grew 
on the slight projections, and little shrubs sprouted out 
of the crevices, but could not much soften the stern as- 
pect of the cliff. Brightly as the Italian moonlight fell 
a-down the height, it scarcely showed what portion of 
it was man’s work, and what was nature’s, but left it all 
in very much the same kind of ambiguity and half- 
knowledge in which antiquarians generally leave the 
identity of Roman remains. 

The roofs of some poor-looking houses, which had 
been built against the base and sides of the cliff, rose 
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nearly midway to the top; but from an angle of the para- 
pet there was a precipitous plunge straight downward 
into a stone-paved court. 

“I prefer this to any other site as having been veritably 
the Traitor s Leap/’ said Kenyon, “because it was so con- 
venient to the Capitol. It was an admirable idea of those 
stem old fellows to fling their political criminals down 
from the very summit on which stood the Senate House 
and Jove’s Temple, emblems of the institutions which 
they sought to violate. It symbolizes how sudden was 
the fall in those days from the utmost height of ambition 
to its profoundest ruin.” 

“Come, come; it is midnight,” cried another artist, 
“too late to be moralizing here. We are literally dream* 
ing on the edge of a precipice. Let us go home.” 

“It is time, indeed,” said Hilda. 

The sculptor was not without hopes that he might 
be favored with the sweet charge of escorting Hilda to 
the foot of her tower. Accordingly, when the party pre- 
pared to turn back, he offered her his arm. Hilda at first 
accepted it; but when they had partly threaded the pas- 
sage between the little court-yard and the Piazza del 
Campidoglio, she discovered that Miriam had remained 
behind. 

“I must go back,” said she, withdrawing her arm from 
Kenyon’s; “but pray do not come with me. Several times 
this evening I have had a fancy that Miriam had some- 
thing on her mind, some sorrow or perplexity, which, 
perhaps, it would relieve her to tell me about. No, no; 
do not turn backl Donatello will be a sufficient guardian 
for Miriam and me.” 

The sculptor was a good deal mortified, and perhaps 
a little angry; but he knew Hilda’s mood of gentle de- 
cision and independence too well not to obey her. He 
therefore suffered the fearless maiden to return alone. 
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Meanwhile Miriam had not noticed the departure of 
the rest of the company; she remained on the edge of 
the precipice and Donatello along with her. 

"It would be a fatal fall, still,” she said to herself, 
looking over the parapet, and shuddering as her eye 
measured the depth. “Yes; surely yes! Even without the 
weight of an overburdened heart, a human body would 
fall heavily enough upon those stones to shake all its 
joints asunder. How soon it would be over!” 

Donatello, of whose presence she was possibly not 
aware, now pressed closer to her side; and he, too, like 
Miriam, bent over the low parapet and trembled vio- 
lently. Yet he seemed to feel that perilous fascination 
which haunts the brow of precipices, tempting the un- 
wary one to fling himself over for the very horror of the 
thing, for, after drawing hastily back, he again looked 
down, thrusting himself out farther than before. He then 
stood silent a brief space, struggling, perhaps, to make 
himself conscious of the historic associations of the 
scene. 

“What are you thinking of, Donatello?” asked Miriam. 

“Who are they,” said he, looking earnestly in her face, 
“who have been flung over here in days gone by?” 

“Men that cumbered the world,” she replied. “Men 
whose lives were the bane of their fellow-creatures. Men 
who poisoned the air, which is the common breath of 
all, for their own selfish purposes. There was short work 
with such men in old Roman times. Just in the moment 
of their triumph, a hand, as of an avenging giant, 
clutched them, and dashed the wretches down this prec- 
ipice.” 

“Was it well done?” asked the young man. 

“It was well done,” answered Miriam; “innocent per- 
sons were saved by the destruction of a guilty one, who 
deserved his doom.” 
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While this brief conversation passed, Donatello had 
once or twice glanced aside with a watchful air, just as 
a hound may often be seen to take sidelong note of some 
suspicious object, while he gives his more direct atten- 
tion to something nearer at hand. Miriam seemed now 
first to become aware of the silence that had followed 
upon the cheerful talk and laughter of a few moments 
before. 

Looking round, she perceived that all her company 
of merry friends had retired, and Hilda, too, in whose 
soft and quiet presence she had always an indescribable 
feeling of security. All gone; and only herself and Dona- 
tello left hanging over the brow of the ominous prec- 
ipice. 

Not so, however; not entirely alone! In the basement 
wall of the palace, shaded from the moon, there was a 
deep, empty niche, that had probably once contained a 
statue; not empty, either; for a figure now came forth 
from it and approached Miriam. She must have had 
cause to dread some unspeakable evil from this strange 
persecutor, and to know that this was the very crisis of 
her calamity; for, as he drew near, such a cold, sick 
despair crept over her, that it impeded her breath, and 
benumbed her natural promptitude of thought. Miriam 
seemed dreamily to remember falling on her knees; but, 
in her whole recollection of that wild moment, she be- 
held herself as in a dim show, and could not well distin- 
guish what was done and suffered; no, not even whether 
she were really an actor and sufferer in the scene. 

Hilda, meanwhile, had separated herself from the 
sculptor, and turned back to rejoin her friend. At a dis- 
tance, she still heard the mirth of her late companions, 
who were going down the cityward descent of the Cap- 
itoline Hill; they had set up a new stave of melody, m 
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which her own soft voice, as well as the powerful sweet- 
ness of Miriam’s, was sadly missed. 

The door of the little court-yard had swung upon its 
hinges, and partly closed itself. Hilda (whose native 
gentleness pervaded all her movements) was quietly 
opening it, when she was startled, midway, by the noise 
of a struggle within, beginning and ending all in one 
breathless instant. Along with it, or closely succeeding 
it, was a loud, fearful cry, which quivered upward 
through the air, and sank quivering downward to the 
earth. Then, a silence! Poor Hilda had looked into the 
court-yard, and saw the whole quick passage of a deed, 
which took but that little time to grave itself in the 
eternal adamant. 

The door of the court-yard swung slowly, and closed 
itself of its own accord. Miriam and Donatello were now 
alone there. She clasped her hands, and looked wildly at 
the young man, whose form seemed to have dilated, 
and whose eyes blazed with the fierce energy that had 
suddenly inspired him. It had kindled him into a man; 
it had developed within him an intelligence which was 
no native characteristic of the Donatello whom we have 
heretofore known. But that simple and joyous creature 
was gone forever. 

“What have you done?” said Miriam, in a horror- 
stricken whisper. 

The glow of rage was still lurid on Donatello’s face, 
and now flashed out again from his eyes. 

“I did what ought to be done to a traitor!” he replied. 
“I did what your eyes bade me do, when I asked them 
with mine, as I held the wretch over the precipice!” 

These last words struck Miriam like a bullet. Could it 
be so? Had her eyes provoked or assented to this deed? 
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She had not known it. But, alas! looking back into the 
frenzy and turmoil of the scene just acted, she could not 
deny — she was not sure whether it might be so, or no— 
that a wild joy had flamed up in her heart, when she be- 
held her persecutor in his mortal peril. Was it horror?— 
or ecstasy? — or both in one? Be the emotion what it 
might, it had blazed up more madly, when DonateDo 
flung his victim off the cliff, and more and more, while 
his shriek went quivering downward. With the dead 
thump upon the stones below, had come an unutterable 
horror. 

"And my eyes bade you do it!” repeated she. 

They both leaned over the parapet, and gazed down- 
ward as earnestly as if some inestimable treasure had 
fallen over, and were yet recoverable. On the pavement, 
below, was a dark mass, lying in a heap, with little or 
nothing human in its appearance, except that the hands 
were stretched out, as if they might have clutched, for 
a moment, at the small square stones. But there was no 
motion in them now. Miriam watched the heap of mor- 
tality while she could count a hundred, which she took 
pains to do. No stir; not a finger moved! 

"You have killed him, Donatello! He is quite dead!” 
said she. "Stone dead! Would I were so, too!” 

"Did you not mean that he should die?” sternly asked 
Donatello, still in the glow of that intelligence which 
passion had developed in him. "There was short time to 
weigh the matter; but he had his trial in that breath or 
two while I held him over the cliff, and his sentence in 
that one glance, when your eyes responded to mine! 
Say that I have slain him against your will — say that 
he died without your whole consent — and, in another 
breath, you shall see me lying beside him.” 

"Oh, never!” cried Miriam. "My one, own friend! 
Never, never, never!” 
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She turned to him — the guilty, blood-stained, lonely 
woman — she turned to her fellow-criminal, the youth, 
so lately innocent, whom she had drawn into her doom. 
She pressed him close, close to her bosom, with a cling- 
ing embrace that brought their two hearts together, till 
the horror and agony of each was combined into one 
emotion, and that a kind of rapture. 

"Yes, Donatello, you speak the truth!” said she; “my 
heart consented to what you did. We two slew yonder 
wretch. The deed knots us together, for time and eter- 
nity, like the coil of a serpent!” 

They threw one other glance at the heap of death 
below, to assure themselves that it was there; so like a 
dream was the whole thing. Then they turned from that 
fatal precipice, and came out of the court-yard, arm in 
arm, heart in heart. Instinctively, they were heedful not 
to sever themselves so much as a pace or two from one 
another, for fear of the terror and deadly chill that would 
thenceforth wait for them in solitude. Their deed — the 
crime which Donatello wrought, and Miriam accepted 
on the instant — had wreathed itself, as she said, like a 
serpent, in inextricable links about both their souls, and 
drew them into one, by its terrible contractile power. It 
was closer than a marriage-bond. So intimate, in those 
first moments, was the union, that it seemed as if their 
new sympathy annihilated all other ties, and that they 
were released from the chain of humanity, a new sphere, 
a special law, had been created for them alone. The 
world could not come near them; they were safe! 

When they reached the flight of steps leading down- 
ward from the Capitol, there was a far-off noise of sing- 
ing and laughter. Swift, indeed, had been the rush of 
the crisis that was come and gone! This was still the 
merriment of the party that had so recently been their 
companions. They recognized the voices which, a little 
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would corrupt and grow more noisome forever and for- 
ever, but bind them none the less strictly for that. 

“Forget it! Cast it all behind you!” said Miriam, de- 
tecting, by her sympathy, the pang that was in his heart. 
"The deed has done its office, and has no existence any 
more.” 

They flung the past behind them, as she counselled, 
or else distilled from it a fiery intoxication, which suf- 
ficed to carry them triumphantly through those first 
moments of their doom. For, guilt has its moment of 
rapture too. The foremost result of a broken law is ever 
an ecstatic sense of freedom. And thus there exhaled 
upward (out of their dark sympathy, at the base of 
which lay a human corpse) a bliss, or an insanity, which 
the unhappy pair imagined to be well worth the sleepy 
innocence that was forever lost to them. 

As their spirits rose to the solemn madness of the occa- 
sion, they went onward — not stealthily, not fearfully — 
but with a stately gait and aspect. Passion lent them (as 
it does to meaner shapes) its brief nobility of carriage. 
They trod through the streets of Home, as if they, too, 
were among the majestic and guilty shadows, that, from 
ages long gone by, have haunted the blood-stained city. 
And, at Miriam’s suggestion, they turned aside, for the 
sake of treading loftily past the old site of Pompey’s 
Forum. 

"For there was a great deed done here!” she said — 
"a deed of blood like ours! Who knows, but we may 
meet the high and ever-sad fraternity of Caesars mur- 
derers, and exchange a salutation?” 

"Are they our brethren, now?” asked Donatello. 

"Yes; all of them,” said Miriam; "and many another, 
whom the world little dreams of, has been made our 
brother or our sister, by what we have done within this 
hour!” 
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And, at the thought, she shivered. Where, then, was 
the seclusion, the remoteness, the strange, lonesome 
Paradise, into which she and her one companion had 
been transported by their crime? Was there, indeed, no 
such refuge, but only a crowded thoroughfare and jos- 
tling throng of criminals? And was it true, that whatever 
hand had a blood-stain on it — or had poured out poison 
— or strangled a babe at its birth — or clutched a grand- 
sire’s throat, he sleeping, and robbed him of his few last 
breaths — had now the right to offer itself in fellowship 
with their two hands? Too certainly, that right existed. 
It is a terrible thought, that an individual wrong-doing 
melts into the great mass of human crime, and makes us 
— who dreamed only of our own little separate sin — 
makes us guilty of the whole. And thus Miriam and her 
lover were not an insulated pair, but members of an 
innumerable confraternity of guilty ones, all shuddering 
at each other. 

“But not now; not yet,” she murmured to herself. 
“Tonight, at least, there shall be no remorse!” 

Wandering without a purpose, it so chanced that they 
turned into a street, at one extremity of which stood 
Hilda’s tower. There was a light in her high chamber; 
a light, too, at the Virgin's shrine; and the glimmer of 
these two was the loftiest light beneath the stars. Miriam 
drew Donatello’s arm, to make him stop, and while they 
stood at some distance looking at Hilda’s window, they 
beheld her approach and throw it open. She leaned far 
forth, and extended her clasped hands towards the sky. 

“The good, pure child! She is praying, Donatello,” 
said Miriam, with a kind of simple joy at witnessing the 
devoutness of her friend. Then her own sin rushed upon 
her, and she shouted, with the rich strength of her voice, 
“Pray for us, Hilda; we need it!” 

Whether Hilda heard and recognized the voice we 
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cannot tell. The window was immediately closed, and 
her form disappeared from behind the snowy curtain. 
Miriam felt this to be a token that the cry of her con- 
demned spirit was shut out of heaven. 

1860 




from “ The Dolliver Romance " 

THE ELIXIR OF LIFE 

SECRET!” and he kept his stern eye fixed 

JD upon him, as the coach began to move. 

"Be secret!” repeated the apothecary. "I know not any 
secret that he has confided to me thus far, and as for 
his nonsense (as I will be bold to style it now he is gone) 
about a medicine of long life, it is a thing I forget in 
spite of myself, so very empty and trashy it is. I wonder, 
by the by, that it never came into my head to give the 
Colonel a dose of the cordial whereof I partook last 
night. I have no faith that it is a valuable medicine — lit- 
tle or none — and yet there has been an unwonted brisk- 
ness in me all the morning.” 

Then a simple joy broke over his face — a flickering 
sunbeam among his wrinkles — as he heard the laughter 
of the little girl, who was running rampant with a kitten 
in the kitchen. 

“Pansie! PansieP cackled he, “grandpapa has sent 
away the ugly man now. Come, let us have a frolic in 
the garden.” 

And he whispered to himself again, “That is a cordial 
yonder, and I will take it according to the prescription, 
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knowing all the ingredients.” Then, after a moment's 

thought, he added, “All, save one.” 

So, as he had declared to himself his intention, that 
night, when little Pansie had long been asleep, and his 
small household was in bed, and most of the quiet, old- 
fashioned townsfolk likewise, this good apothecary went 
into his laboratory, and took out of a cupboard in the 
wall a certain ancient-looking bottle, which was cased 
over with a net-work of what seemed to be woven silver, 
like the wicker-woven bottles of our days. He had previ- 
ously provided a goblet of pure water. Before opening 
the bottle, however, he seemed to hesitate, and pon- 
dered and babbled to himself; having long since come 
to that period of life when the bodily frame, having lost 
much of its value, is more tenderly cared for than when 
it was a perfect and inestimable machine. 

“I triturated, I infused, I distilled it myself in these 
very rooms, and know it — know it all — all the ingredi- 
ents, save one. They are common things enough — com- 
fortable things — some of them a little queer — one or two 
that folks have a prejudice against — and then there is 
that one thing that I don’t know. It is foolish in me to 
be dallying with such a mess, which I thought was a 
piece of quackery, while that strange visitor bade me 
do it — and yet, what a strength has come from it! He 
said it was a rare cordial, and, methinks, it has bright- 
ened up my weary life all day, so that Pansie has found 
me the fitter playmate. And then the dose — it is so ab- 
surdly small! I will try it again ” 

He took the silver stopple from the bottle, and with 
a practised hand, tremulous as it was with age, so that 
one would have thought it must have shaken the liquor 
into a perfect shower of misapplied drops, he dropped — 
I have heard it said — only one single drop into the goblet 
of water. It fell into it with a dazzling brightness, like 
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a spark of ruby flame, and subtly diffusing itself through 
the whole body of water, turned it to a rosy hue of great 
brilliancy. He held it up between his eyes and the fight, 
and seemed to admire and wonder at it. 

“It is very odd,” said he, “that such a pure, bright 
liquor should have come out of a parcel of weeds that 
mingled their juices here. The thing is a folly — it is one 
of those compositions in which the chemists — the caba- 
lists, perhaps — used to combine what they thought the 
virtues of many plants, thinking that something would 
result in the whole, which was not in either of them, and 
a new efficacy be created. Whereas, it has been the 
teaching of my experience that one virtue counteracts 
another, and is the enemy of it. I never believed the 
former theory, even when that strange madman bade 
me do it. And what a thick, turbid matter it was, until 
that last ingredient — that powder which he put in with 
his own hand! Had he let me see it, I would first have 
analyzed it, and discovered its component parts. The 
man was mad, undoubtedly, and this may have been 
poison. But its effect is good. Poh! I will taste again, 
because of this weak, argued, miserable state of mine; 
though it is a shame in me, a man of decent skill in my 
way, to believe in a quack s nostrum. But it is a comfort- 
able kind of thing.” 

Meantime, that single drop (for good Dr. Dolliver had 
immediately put a stopper into the bottle) diffused a 
sweet odor through the chamber, so that the ordinary 
fragrances and scents of apothecaries’ stuff seemed to be 
controlled and influenced by it, and its bright potency 
also dispelled a certain dimness of the antiquated room. 

The Doctor, at the pressure of a great need, had given 
incredible pains to the manufacture of this medicine; so 
that, reckoning the pains rather than the ingredients 
(all except one, of which he was not able to estimate the 
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cost nor value), it was really worth its weight in gold. 
And, as it happened, he had bestowed upon it the hard 
labor of his poor life, and the time that was necessary 
for the support of his family, without return; for the 
customers, after playing off this cruel joke upon the old 
man, had never come back; and now, for seven years, 
the bottle had stood in a corner of the cupboard. To be 
sure, the silver-cased bottle was worth a trifle for its 
silver, and still more, perhaps, as an antiquarian knick- 
knack. But, all things considered, the honest and simple 
apothecary thought that he might make free with the 
liquid to such small extent as was necessary for himself. 
And there had been something in the concoction that 
had struck him; and he had been fast breaking lately; 
and so, in the dreary fantasy and lonely recklessness of 
his old age, he had suddenly bethought himself of this 
medicine (cordial — as the strange man called it, which 
had come to him by long inheritance in his family) and 
he had determined to try it. And again, as the night 
before, he took out the receipt — a roll of antique parch- 
ment, out of which, provokingly, one fold had been 
lost — and put on his spectacles to puzzle out the pas- 
sage. 

Guttam unicam in aquam puram, two gills. “If the 
Colonel should hear of this/' said Dr. Dolliver, “he might 
fancy it his nostrum of long life, and insist on having 
the bottle for his own use. The foolish, fierce old gentle- 
man! He has grown very earthly, of late, else he would 
not desire such a thing. And a strong desire it must be 
to make him feel it desirable. For my part, I only wish 
for something that, for a short time, may clear my eyes, 
so that I may see little Pansies beauty, and quicken my 
ears, that I may hear her sweet voice, and give me nerve, 
while God keeps me here, that I may live longer to earn 
bread for dear Pansie. She provided for, I would gladly 
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lie down yonder with Bessie and our children. Ah! the 
vanity of desning lengthened days! — There! — I have 
drunk it, and methinks its final, subtle flavor hath 
strange potency in it.” 

The old man shivered a little, as those shiver who 
have just swallowed good liquor, while it is permeating 
their vitals. Yet he seemed to be in a pleasant state of 
feeling, and, as was frequently the case with this simple 
soul, in a devout frame of mind. He read a chaptei in the 
Bible, and said his prayers for Pansie and himself, be- 
fore he went to bed, and had, much better sleep than 
usually comes to people of his advanced age; for, at that 
period, sleep is diffused through their wakefulness, and 
a dim and tiresome half -perception through their sleep, 
so that the only result is weariness. 

Nothing very extraordinary happened to Dr. Dolliver 
or his small household for some time afterwards. He was 
favored with a comfortable winter, and thanked Heaven 
for it, and put it to a good use ( at least he intended it 
so) by concocting drugs; which perhaps did a little 
towards peopling the graveyard, into which his windows 
looked, but that was neither his purpose nor his fault. 
None of the sleepers, at all events, interrupted their 
slumbers to upbraid him. He had done according to his 
own artless conscience and the recipes of licensed phy- 
sicians, and he looked no further, but pounded, tritu- 
rated, infused, made electuaries, boluses, juleps, or 
whatever he termed his productions, with skill and dili- 
gence, thanking Heaven that he was spared to do so, 
when his contemporaries generally were getting inca- 
pable of similar efforts. It struck him with some surprise, 
but much gratitude to Providence, that his sight seemed 
to be growing rather better than worse. He certainly 
could read the crabbed handwriting and hieroglyphics 
of the physicians with more readiness than he could a 
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year earlier. But he had been originally near-sighted, 
with large, projecting eyes; and near-sighted eyes al- 
ways seem to get a new lease of light as the years go on. 
One thing was perceptible about the Doctor's eyes, not 
only to himself in the glass, but to everybody else; 
namely, that they had an unaccustomed gleaming bright- 
ness in them; not so very bright either, but yet so much 
so, that little Pansie noticed it, and sometimes, in her 
playful, roguish way, climbed up into his lap, and put 
both her small palms over them; telling Grandpapa that 
he had stolen somebody .else’s eyes, and given away his 
own, and that she liked his old ones better. The poor old 
Doctor did his best to smile through his eyes, and so to 
reconcile Pansie to their brightness: but still she con- 
tinually made the same silly remonstrance, so that he 
was fain to put on a pair of green spectacles when he 
was going to play with Pansie, or took her on his knee. 
Nay, if he looked at her, as had always been his custom, 
after she was asleep, in order to see that all was well 
with her, the little child would put up her hands, as if 
he held a light that was flashing on her eyeballs; and 
unless he turned away his gaze quickly, she would wake 
up in a flt of crying. 

On the whole, die apothecary had as comfortable a 
time as a man of his years could expect. The air of the 
house and of the old graveyard seemed to suit him. 
What so seldom happens in man's advancing age, his 
night's rest did him good, whereas, generally, an old 
man wakes up ten times as nervous and dispirited as 
he went to bed, just as if, during his sleep he had been 
working harder than ever he did in the daytime. It had 
been so with the Doctor himself till within a few 
months. To be sure, he had latterly begun to practise 
various rules of diet and exercise, which commended 
themselves to his approbation. He sawed some of his 
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own fire-wood, and fancied that, as was reasonable, it 
fatigued him less day by day. He took walks with Pansie, 
and though, of course, her little footsteps, treading on 
the elastic air of childhood, far outstripped his own, still 
the old man knew that he was not beyond the recuper- 
ative period of life, and that exercise out of doors and 
proper food can do somewhat towards retarding the ap- 
proach of age. He was inclined, also, to impute much 
good effect to a daily dose of Santa Cruz rum (a liquor 
much in vogue in that day), which he was now in the 
habit of quaffing at the meridian hour. All through the 
Doctor s life he had eschewed strong spirits: “But after 
seventy,” quoth old Dr. Dolliver, “a man is all the bet- 
ter in head and stomach for a little stimulus”; and it 
certainly seemed so in his case. likewise, I know not 
precisely how often, but complying punctiliously with 
the recipe, as an apothecary naturally would, he took 
his drop of the mysterious cordial. 

He was inclined, however, to impute little or no effi- 
cacy to this, and to laugh at himself for having ever 
thought otherwise. The dose was so very minute! and he 
had never been sensible of any remarkable effect on 
taking it, after all. A genial warmth, he sometimes fan- 
cied, diffused itself throughout him, and perhaps con- 
tinued during the next day. A quiet and refreshing 
night’s rest followed, and alacritous waking in the morn- 
ing; but all this was far more probably owing, as has 
been already hinted, to excellent and well-considered 
habits of diet and exercise. Nevertheless he still con- 
tinued the cordial with tolerable regularity — the more, 
because on one or two occasions, happening to omit it, 
it so chanced that he slept wretchedly, and awoke in 
strange aches and pains, torpors, nervousness, shaking 
of the hands, blearedness of sight, lowness of spirits and 
other ills, as is the misfortune of some old men — who 
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are often threatened by a thousand evil symptoms that 
come to nothing, foreboding no particular disorder, and 
passing away as unsatisfactorily as they come. At an- 
other time, he took two or three drops at once, and was 
alarmingly feverish in consequence. Yet it was very true, 
that the feverish symptoms were pretty sure to disap- 
pear on his renewal of the medicine. "Still it could not 
be that,” thought the old man, a hater of empiricism (in 
which, however, is contained all hope for man), and 
disinclined to believe in anything that was not accord- 
ing to rule and art. And then, as aforesaid, the dose was 
so ridiculously small! 

Sometimes, however, he took, half laughingly, another 
view of it, and felt disposed to think that chance might 
really have thrown in his way a very remarkable mix- 
ture, by which, if it had happened to him earlier in life, 
he might have amassed a larger fortune, and might even 
have raked together such a competency as would have 
prevented his feeling much uneasiness about the future 
of little Pansie. Feeling as strong as he did nowadays, 
he might reasonably count upon ten years more of life, 
and in that time the precious liquor might be exchanged 
for much gold. "Let us see!” quoth he, “by what attrac- 
tive name shall it be advertised? 'The old man s cordial?’ 
That promises too little. Poh, poh! I would stain my 
honesty, my fair reputation, the accumulation of a life- 
time, and befool my neighbor and the public, by any 
name that would make them imagine I had found that 
ridiculous talisman that the alchemists have sought. The 
old man s cordial — that is best. And five shillings ster- 
ling the bottle. That surely were not too costly, and 
would give the medicine a better reputation and higher 
vogue (so foolish is the world) than if I were to put it 
lower. I will think further of this. But pshaw, pshaw!” 
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“What is the matter, Grandpapa ” said little Pansie, 
who had stood by him, wishing to speak to him at least 
a minute, but had been deterred by his absorption; “why 
do you say ‘Pshaw?” 

“Pshaw!” repeated Grandpapa, “there is one ingredi- 
ent that I don’t know.” 

So this very hopeful design was necessarily given up, 
but that it had occurred to Dr. Dolliver was perhaps a 
token that his mind was in a very vigorous state; for 
it had been noted of him through life, that he had little 
enterprise, little activity, and that, for the want of these 
things, his very considerable skill in his art had been 
almost thrown away, as regarded his private affairs, 
when it might easily have led him to fortune. Whereas, 
here in his extreme age, he had first bethought him self 
of a way to grow rich. Sometimes this latter spring 
causes — as blossoms come on the autumnal tree — a spurt 
of vigor, or untimely greenness, when Nature laughs at 
her old child, half in kindness and half in scorn. It is 
observable, however, I fancy, that after such a spurt, age 
comes on with redoubled speed, and that the old man 
has only run forward with a show of force, in order to 
fall into his grave the sooner. 

Sometimes, as he was walking briskly along the street, 
with little Pansie clasping his hand, and perhaps frisking 
rather more than became a person of his venerable years, 
he had met the grim old wreck of Colonel Dabney, 
moving goutily, and gathering wrath anew with every 
touch of his painful foot to the ground; or driving by in 
his carriage, showing an ashen, angry, wrinkled face 
at the window, and frowning at him — the apothecary 
thought — with a peculiar fury, as if he took umbrage 
at his audacity in being less broken by age than a gentle- 
man like himself. The apothecary could not help feeling 
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as if there were some unsettled quarrel or dispute be- 
tween himself and the Colonel, he could not tell what 
or why. The Colonel always gave him a haughty nod 
of half-recognition; and the people in the street, to 
whom he was a familiar object, would say, “The wor- 
shipful Colonel begins to find himself mortal like the 
rest of us. He feels his years.” “He'd be glad, I wan-ant * 
said one, “to change with you, Doctor. It shows what 
difference a good life makes in men, to look at him and 
you. You are half a score of years his elder, methinks, 
and yet look what temperance can do for a man. By my 
credit, neighbor, seeing how brisk you have been lately, 
I told my wife you seemed to be growing younger. It 
does me good to see it. We are about of an age, I think, 
and I like to notice how we old men keep young and 
keep one another in heart. I myself — ahem — ahem — feel 
younger this season than for these five years past.” 

“It rejoices me that you feel so,” quoth the apothe- 
cary, who had just been thinking that this neighbor of 
his had lost a great deal, both in mind and body, within 
a short period, and rather scorned him for it. “Indeed, 
I find old age less uncomfortable than I supposed. Little 
Pansie and I make excellent companions for one an- 
other.” 

And then, dragged along by Pansies little hand, and 
also impelled by a certain alacrity that rose with him 
in the morning, and lasted till his healthy rest at night, 
he bade farewell to his contemporary, and hastened on; 
while the latter, left behind, was somewhat irritated as 
he looked at the vigorous movement of the apothecary's 
legs. 

“He need not make such a show of briskness neither,” 
muttered he to himself. “This touch of rheumatism trou- 
bles me a bit just now, but try it on a good day, and I'd 
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walk with, him for a shilling. Pshaw! Ill walk to his 
funeral yet.” 

One day, while the Doctor, with the activity that be- 
stirred itself in him nowadays, was mixing and manu- 
facturing certain medicaments that came in frequent 
demand, a carriage stopped at his door, and he recog- 
nized the voice of Colonel Dabney, talking in his cus- 
tomary stern tone to the woman who served him. And, 
a moment afterwards, the coach drove away, and he 
actually heard the old dignitary lumbering up stairs, 
and bestowing a curse upon each particular step, as if 
that were the method to make them soften and become 
easier when he should come down again. “Pray, your 
worship,” said the Doctor from above, “let me attend 
you below stairs.” 

“No,” growled the Colonel, “111 meet you on your 
own ground. I can climb a stair yet, and be hanged to 
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you. 

So saying, he painfully finished the ascent, and came 
into the laboratory, wheie he let himself fall into the 
Doctor’s easy-chair, with an anathema on the chair, 
the Doctor, and himself; and, staring round through the 
dusk, he met the wide-open, startled eyes of little Pansie, 
who had been reading a gilt picture-book in the corner. 

“Send away that child, Dolliver,” cried the Colonel, 
angrily. “Confound her, she makes my bones ache. I 
hate everything young.” 

“Lord, Colonel,” the poor apothecary ventured to say, 
“there must be young people in the world as well as 
old ones. ’T is my mind, a man’s grandchildren keep him 
warm round about him.” 

“I have none, and want none,” sharply responded 
the Colonel; “and as for young people, let me be one 
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of them, and they may exist, otherwise not. It is a cursed 
bad arrangement of the world, that there are young and 
old here together.” 

When Pansie had gone away, which she did with 
anything but reluctance, having a natural antipathy to 
this monster of a Colonel, the latter personage tapped 
with his crutch-handled cane on a chair that stood near, 
and nodded in an authoritative way to the apothecary 
to sit down in it. Dr. Dolliver complied submissively, 
and the Colonel, with dull, unkindly eyes, looked at him 
sternly, and with a kind of intelligence amid the aged 
stolidity of his aspect, that somewhat puzzled the Doc- 
tor. In this way he surveyed him all over, like a judge, 
when he means to hang a man, and for some reason or 
none, the apothecary felt his nerves shake, beneath this 
steadfast look. 

"Aha! Doctor!” said the Colonel at last, with a doltish 
sneer, "you bear your years well.” 

"Decently well, Colonel; I thank Providence for it,” 
answered the meek apothecary. 

"I should say,” quoth the Colonel, "you are younger 
at this moment than when we spoke together two or 
three years ago. I noted then that your eyebrows were 
a handsome snow-white, such as befits a man who has 
passed beyond his threescore years and ten, and five 
years more. Why, they are getting dark again, Mr. 
Apothecary.” 

"Nay, your worship must needs be mistaken there,” 
said the Doctor, with a timorous chuckle. "It is many a 
year since I have taken a dehberate note of my wretched 
old visage in a glass, but I remember they were white 
when I looked last.” 

"Come, Doctor, I know a thing or two,” said the 
Colonel, with a bitter scoff; "and what’s this, you old 
rogue? Why, you’ve rubbed away a wrinkle since we 
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met. Take off those infernal spectacles, and look me in 
the face. Ha! I see the devil in your eye. How dare you 
let it shine upon me so?” 

“On my conscience, Colonel,” said the apothecary, 
strangely struck with the coincidence of this accusation 
with little Pansies complaint, “I know not what you 
mean. My sight is pretty well for a man of my age. We 
near-sighted people begin to know our best eyesight, 
when other people have lost theirs.” 

“Ah! ah! old rogue,” repeated the insufferable Colo- 
nel, gnashing his ruined teeth at him, as if, for some 
incomprehensible reason, he wished to tear him to pieces 
and devour him. “I know you. You are taking the life 
away from me, villain! and I told you it was my in- 
heritance. And I told you there was a Bloody Footstep, 
bearing its track down through my race.” 

“I remember nothing of it,” said the Doctor, in a 
quake, sure that the Colonel was in one of his mad fits. 
“And on the word of an honest man, I never wronged 
you in my life, Colonel.” 

“We shall see,” said the Colonel, whose wrinkled 
visage grew absolutely terrible with its hardness; and 
his dull eyes, without losing their dulness, seemed to 
look through him. 

“Listen to me, sir. Some ten years ago, there came 
to you a man on a secret business. He had an old musty 
bit of parchment, on which were written some words, 
hardly legible, in an antique hand — an old deed, it 
might have been — some family document, and here and 
there the letters were faded away. But this man had 
spent his life over it, and he had made out the meaning, 
and he interpreted it to you, and left it with you, only 
there was one gap — one torn or obliterated place. Well, 
sir — and he bade you, with your poor little skill at the 
mortar, and for a certain sum — ample repayment for 
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such a service — to manufacture this medicine — this cor- 
dial. It was an affair of months. And just when you 
thought it finished, the man came again, and stood over 
your cursed beverage, and shook a powder, or dropped 
a lump into it, or put in some ingredient, in which was 
all the hidden virtue — or, at least, it drew out all the 
hidden virtue of the mean and common herbs, and 
married them into a wondrous efficacy. This done, the 
man bade you do certain other things with the potation, 
and went away” — the Colonel hesitated a moment— 
"and never came back again.” 

"Surely, Colonel, you are correct,” said the apothe- 
cary; much startled, however, at the Colonels showing 
himself so well acquainted with an incident which he 
had supposed a secret with himself alone. Yet he had 
a little reluctance in owning it, although he did not ex- 
actly understand why, since the Colonel had, appar- 
ently, no rightful claim to it, at all events. 

"That medicine, that receipt,” continued his visitor, 
"is my hereditary property, and I challenge you, on your 
peril, to give it up.” 

"But what if the original owner should call upon me 
for it,” objected Dr. Dolliver. 

"Ill warrant you against that,” said the Colonel; and 
the apothecary thought there was something ghastly in 
his look and tone. "Why, \ is ten year, you old fool; and 
do you think a man with a treasure like that in his pos- 
session would have waited so long?” 

"Seven years it was ago,” said the apothecary. "Sep- 
tem annis passatis: so says the Latin.” 

"Curse your Latin,” answers the Colonel. "Produce 
the stuff. You have been violating the first rule of your 
trade — taking your own drugs — your own, in one sense; 
mine by the right of three hundred years. Bring it forth, 
I say!” 
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“Pray excuse me, worthy Colonel,” pleaded the apoth- 
ecary; for though convinced that the old gentleman was 
only in one of his insane fits, when he talked of the 
value of this concoction, yet he really did not like to 
give up the cordial, which perhaps had wrought him 
some benefit. Besides, he had at least a claim upon it for 
much trouble and skill expended in its composition. This 
he suggested to the Colonel, who scornfully took out of 
his pocket a net-work purse, with more golden guineas 
in it than the apothecary had seen in the whole seven 
years, and was rude enough to fling it in his face. “Take 
that,” thundered he, “and give up the thing, or I will 
have you in prison before you are an hour older. Nay,” 
he continued, growing pale, which was his mode of 
showing terrible wrath; since all through life, till ex- 
treme age quenched it, his ordinary face had been a 
blazing red, “111 put you to death, you villain, as I’ve 
a right!” And thrusting his hand into his waistcoat- 
pocket, lo! the madman took a small pistol from it, which 
he cocked, and presented at the poor apothecary. The 
old fellow quaked and cowered in his chair, and would 
indeed have given his whole shopful of better concocted 
medicines than this, to be out of this danger. Besides, 
there were the guineas; the Colonel had paid him a 
princely sum for what was probably worth nothing. 

“Hold! hold!” cried he as the Colonel, with stem eye 
pointed the pistol at his head. “You shall have it.” 

So he rose all trembling, and crept to that secret 
cupboard, where the precious bottle — since precious it 
seemed to be — was reposited. In all his life, long as it 
had been, the apothecary had never before been threat- 
ened by a deadly weapon; though many as deadly a 
thing had he seen poured into a glass, without winking. 
And so it seemed to take his heart and life away, and he 
brought the cordial forth feebly, and stood tremulously 
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before the Colonel, ashy pale, and looking ten years 
older than his real age, instead of five years younger 
as he had seemed just before this disastrous interview 
with the Colonel. 

"You look as if you needed a drop of it yourself” 
said Colonel Dabney, with a great scorn. "But not a drop 
shall you have. Already have you stolen too much,” said 
he, lifting up the bottle, and marking the space to which 
the liquor had subsided in it in consequence of the 
minute doses with which the apothecary had made free. 
"Fool, had you taken your glass like a man, you might 
have been young again. Now, creep on, the few months 
you have left, poor, torpid knave, and die! Come— a 
goblet! quick!” 

He clutched the bottle meanwhile voraciously, mi- 
serly, eagerly, furiously, as if it were his life that he held 
in his grasp; angry, impatient, as if something long 
sought were within his reach, and not yet secure — with 
longing thirst and desire; suspicious of the world and 
of fate; feeling as if an iron hand were over him, and 
a crowd of violent robbers round about him, struggling 
for it. At last, unable to wait longer, just as the apothe- 
cary was tottering away in quest of a drinking-glass, the 
Colonel took out the stopple, and lifted the flask itself 
to his lips. 

"For Heaven’s sake, no!” cried the Doctor. "The dose 
is one single drop! — one drop. Colonel, one drop!” 

"Not a drop to save your wretched old soul,” re- 
sponded the Colonel; probably thinking that the apothe- 
cary was pleading for a small share of the precious liq- 
uor. He put it to his lips, and, as if quenching a hfelong 
thirst, swallowed deep draughts, sucking it in with des- 
peration, till, void of breath, he set it down upon the 
table. The rich, poignant perfume spread itself through 
the air# 
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The apothecary, with an instinctive carefulness that 
was rather ludicrous under the circumstances, caught 
up the stopper, which the Colonel had let fall, and 
forced it into the bottle to prevent any further escape of 
virtue. He then fearfully watched the result of the mad- 
man s potation. 

The Colonel sat a moment in his chair, panting for 
breath; then started to his feet with a prompt vigor that 
contrasted widely with the infirm and rheumatic move- 
ments that had heretofore characterized him. He struck 
his forehead violently with one hand, and smote his 
chest with the other: he stamped his foot thunderously 
on the ground; then he leaped up to the ceiling, and 
came down with an elastic bound. Then he laughed, a 
wild, exulting ha! ha! with a strange triumphant roar 
that filled the house and reechoed through it; a sound 
full of fierce, animal rapture — enjoyment of sensual life 
mixed up with a sort of horror. After all, real as it was, 
it was like the sounds a man makes in a dream. And 
this, while the potent draught seemed still to be making 
its way through his system; and the frightened apothe- 
cary thought that he intended a revengeful onslaught 
upon himself. Finally, he uttered a loud unearthly 
screech, in the midst of which his voice broke, as if some 
unseen hand were throttling him, and, starting forward, 
he fought frantically, as if he would clutch the life that 
was being rent away — and fell forward with a dead 
thump upon the floor. 

"Colonel! Colonel!” cried the terrified Doctor. 

The feeble old man, with difficulty, turned over the 
heavy frame, and saw at once, with practised eye, that 
he was dead. He set him up, and the corpse looked at 
him with angry reproach. He was so startled, that his 
subsequent recollections of the moment were neither 
distinct nor steadfast, but he fancied, though he told 
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the strange impression to no one, that on his first glimpse 
of the face, with a dark flush of what looked like rage 
still upon it, it was a young man s face that he saw— 
a face with all the passionate energy of early manhood— 
the capacity for furious anger which the man had lost 
half a century ago, crammed to the brim with vigor till 
it became agony. But the next moment, if it were so 
(which it could not have been), the face grew ashen, 
withered, shrunken, more aged than in life, though still 
the murderous fierceness remained, and seemed to be 
petrified forever upon it. 

Written 1863-64 







PLOTS AND 
PROJECTS 




Editor s Note 


Although Hawthorne was almost always silent when 
among strangers, he was a voluble person when left to 
his own company. He conducted, so it seems, an endless 
unspoken conversation, a monologue addressed by one 
self to another of his selves, as if he were addressing 
the public at large. When new ideas for stories occurred 
to him, they were rolled over and over in that stream 
of silent words, until they were smoothed and rounded 
like pebbles by the waves. Many but not all of the ideas 
— since we hear of others from the few friends in whom 
he confided — were jotted down in his notebooks, one 
at a time in the midst of other observations, or some- 
times, in his fruitful periods, a dozen or more on the 
same day. 

It would be a mistake to judge Hawthorne’s plots 
and projects by their bareness of outline as we find them 
in his journals. He was noting them down, not for a 
future public, but merely as a reminder to himself that 
he should continue thinking about them: “Much may be 
made of this idea,” he would say; or again, “It might be 
made emblematical of something.” The best of the ideas 



546 JOURNALS AND LETTERS 

were then returned to his inner monologue, there to be 
further polished and united with other ideas into a sort 
of aggregate, which was polished in its turn. When he 
came to write the stories, he seems to have made few 
changes in manuscript; most of his work had been com- 
pleted while he was pacing back and forth under the 
Concord pines. 

In the following brief selections from his American 
notebooks will be found the seeds or kernels of a dozen 
stories he wrote after 1835, together with a number of 
themes and observations that went into his first three 
novels. Here too are the germs of many other tales and 
romances that were never set down on paper, although 
some of them came to be fully elaborated in his mind. 
The notion somehow persists that Hawthorne’s was a 
meager talent, having its own thin integrity but lacking 
in variety or scope. It is of course true that he had little 
knowledge of the practical world, at least in his early 
years, so that some of his tales lacked earthly substance; 
but he showed a continual rich inventiveness in plots 
and situations and angles for approaching them. His 
notebooks are additional proof of something we know 
from other sources: that his published work is only a 
segment of what he was prepared to write. 

The selections are drawn from two sources. Mrs. 
Hawthorne published a book of Passages from the Amer- 
ican Notebooks in 1868, making a great many changes 
in the text in order to present her late husband in the 
most favorable light and to satisfy the wish for a sort of 
bloodless refinement that prevailed in the years after the 
Civil War. The notebooks themselves were finally ac- 
quired by the Morgan Library, and in 1932 Randall 
Stewart published a faithful transcription of the text; 
this I have followed wherever possible. But one or more 
of the notebooks had been lost in the intervening years; 
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and for the entries they contained I have been forced 
to follow Mrs. Hawthorne’s version. 


The American Notebooks 


1835. 

A HINT of a story — some incident which should 
bring on a general war; and the chief actor in the 
incident to have something corresponding to the mis- 
chief he had caused. 

A sketch to be given of a modern reformer — a type 
of the extreme doctrines on the subject of slaves, cold 
water, and other such topics. He goes about the streets 
haranguing most eloquently, and is on the point of mak- 
ing many converts, when his labors are suddenly in- 
terrupted by the appearance of the keeper of a mad- 
house, whence he has escaped. Much may be made of 
this idea. 

A change from a gay young girl to an old woman; 
the melancholy events, the effects of which have clus- 
tered around her character, and gradually imbued it 
with their influence, till she becomes a lover of sick- 
chambers, taking pleasure in receiving dying breaths 
and in laying out the dead; also having her mind full 
of funeral reminiscences, and possessing more acquaint- 
ances beneath the burial turf than above it. 

A well-concerted train of events to be thrown into 
confusion by some misplaced circumstance, unsuspected 
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till the catastrophe, yet exerting its influence from be- 
ginning to end. 

The world is so sad and solemn, that things meant in 
jest are liable, by an overpowering influence, to become 
dreadful earnest — gayly dressed fantasies turning to 
ghostly and black-clad images of themselves. 

A story, the hero of which is to be represented as 
naturally capable of deep and strong passion, and look- 
ing forward to the time when he shall feel passionate 
love, which is to be the great event of his existence. But 
it so chances that he never falls in love, and although he 
gives up the expectation of so doing, and marries calmly, 
yet it is somewhat sadly, with sentiments merely of 
esteem for his bride. The lady might be one who had 
loved him early in life, but whom then, in his expecta- 
tion of passionate love, he had scorned. 

The scene of a story or sketch to be laid within the 
light of a street-lantern, the time, when the lamp is 
near going out; and the catastrophe to be simultaneous 
with the last flickering gleam. 

Two persons might be bitter enemies through life, 
and mutually cause the ruin of one another, and of all 
that were dear to them. Finally, meeting at the funeral 
of a grandchild, the offspring of a son and daughter 
married without their consent — and who, as well as the 
child, had been the victims of their hatred — they might 
discover that the supposed ground of the quarrel was 
altogether a mistake, and then be wofully reconciled. 


The story of a man, cold and hard-hearted, and ac- 
knowledging no brotherhood with mankind. At his death 
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they might try to dig him a grave, but, at a little space 
beneath the ground, strike upon a rock, as if the earth 
refused to receive the unnatural son into her bosom. 
Then they would put him into an old sepulchre, where 
the coffins and corpses were all turned to dust, and so 
he would be alone. Then the body would petrify; and 
he having died in some characteristic act and expres- 
sion, he would seem, through endless ages of death, to 
repel society as in life, and no one would be buried in 
that tomb forever. 

In an old house, a mysterious knocking might be 
heard on the wall, where had formerly been a doorway, 
now bricked up. 

A young man to win the love of a girl, without any 
serious intentions, and to find that in that love, which 
might have been the greatest blessing of his life, he had 
conjured up a spirit of mischief which pursued him 
throughout his whole career — and this without any re- 
vengeful purposes on the part of the deserted girl. 

Two lovers, or other persons, on the most private 
business, to appoint a meeting in what they supposed 
to be a place of the utmost solitude, and to find it 
thronged with people. 

To make one’s own reflection in a mirror the subject of 
a story. 

In a dream to wander to some place where may be 
heard the complaints of all the miserable on earth. 

A person to consider himself as the prime mover of 
certain remarkable events, but to discover that his ac- 
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tions have not contributed in the least thereto. Another 

person to be the cause, without suspecting it. 

A person or family long desires some particular good. 
At last it comes in such profusion as to be the greatest 
pest of their lives. 

A person to be writing a tale, and to find that it shapes 
itself against his intentions; that the characters act other- 
wise than he thought; that unforeseen events occur; and 
a catastrophe comes which he strives in vain to avert. 
It might shadow forth his own fate — he having made 
himself one of the personages. 

Four precepts. To break off customs; to shake off 
spirits ill-disposed; to meditate on youth; to do nothing 
against one’s genius. 

1836 . 

In this dismal chamber fame was won. (Salem, Union 
Street.) 

The race of mankind to be swept away, leaving all 
their cities and works. Then another human pair to be 
placed in the world, with native intelligence like Adam 
and Eve, but knowing nothing of their predecessors or 
of their own nature and destiny. They, perhaps, to be 
described as working out this knowledge by their sym- 
pathy with what they saw, and by their own feelings. 

A snake taken into a man s stomach and nourished 
there from fifteen years to thirty-five, tormenting him 
most horribly. A type of envy or some other evil passion. 


A new classification of society to be instituted. In- 
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stead of rich and poor, high and low, they are to be 
classed — First, by their sorrows: for instance, whenever 
there are any, whether in fair mansion or hovel, who are 
mourning the loss of relations and friends, and who wear 
black, whether the cloth be coarse or superfine, they are 
to make one class. Secondly, all who have the same 
maladies, whether they lie under damask canopies or on 
straw pallets or in the wards of hospitals, they are to 
form one class. Thirdly, all who are guilty of the same 
sins, whether the world knows them or not; whether 
they languish in prison, looking forward to the gallows, 
or walk honored among men, they also form a class. 
Then proceed to generalize and classify the whole world 
together, as none can claim utter exemption from either 
sorrow, sin or disease; and if they could, yet Death, like 
a great parent, comes and sweeps them all through one 
darksome portal — all his children. 

Fortune to come like a pedlar with his goods — as 
wreaths of laurel, diamonds, crowns, selling them, but 
asking for them the sacrifice of health, of integrity, per- 
haps of life in the battlefield, and of the real pleasures 
of existence. Who would buy, if the price were to be 
paid down? 

The various guises under which Ruin makes his ap- 
proaches to his victims: to the merchant, in the guise of 
a merchant offering speculations; to the young heir, a 
jolly companion, to the maiden, a sighing, sentimentalist 
lover. 

To think, as the sun goes down, what events have 
happened in the course of the day — events of ordinary 
occurrence: as, the clocks have struck, the dead have 
been buried. 
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A recluse, like myself, or a prisoner, to measure time 
by the progress of sunshine through his chamber. 

Fame! Some very humble persons in a town may be 
said to possess it — as, the penny-post, the town-crier, 
the constable — and they are known to everybody; while 
many richer, more intellectual, worthier persons are un- 
known by the majority of their fellow-citizens. Some- 
thing analogous in the world at large. 

To picture a virtuous family, the different members 
examples of virtuous dispositions in their way; then in- 
troduce a vicious person, and trace out the relations 
that arise between him and them, and the manner in 
which all are affected. 

What would a man do, if he were compelled to live 
always in the sultry heat of society, and could never 
bathe himself in cool solitude? 

A girl's lover to be slain and buried in her flower- 
garden, and the earth levelled over him. That particular 
spot, which she happens to plant with some peculiar 
variety of flowers, produces them of admirable splendor, 
beauty, and perfume; and she delights, with an inde- 
scribable impulse, to wear them in her bosom, and scent 
her chamber with them. Thus the classic fantasy would 
be realized, of dead people transformed to flowers. 

To show the effect of gratified revenge. As an in- 
stance, merely, suppose a woman sues her lover for 
breach of promise, and gets the money by instalments, 
through a long series of years. At last, when the misera- 
ble victim were utterly trodden down, the triumpher 
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would have become a very devil of evil passions — they 
having overgrown his whole nature; so that a far greater 
evil would have come upon himself than on his victim. 

Our body to be possessed by two different spirits; so 
that half of the visage shall express one mood, and the 
other half another. 

A rich man left by will his mansion and estate to a 
poor couple. They remove into it, and find there a dark- 
some servant, whom they are forbidden by will to turn 
away. He becomes a torment to them; and, in the finale, 
he turns out to be the former master of the estate. 

Two persons to be expecting some occurrence, and 
watching for the two principal actors in it, and to find 
that the occurrence is even then passing, and that they 
themselves are the two actors. 

There is evil in every human heart, which may re- 
main latent, perhaps, through the whole of life; but cir- 
cumstances may rouse it to activity. To imagine such 
circumstances. A woman, tempted to be false to her 
husband, apparently through mere whim — or a young 
man to feel an instinctive thirst for blood, and to commit 
murder. . . . 

The good deeds in an evil life — the generous, noble, 
and excellent actions done by people habitually wicked 
— to ask what is to become of them. 

A satirical article might be made out of the idea of 
an imaginary museum, containing such articles as Aar- 
on's rod, the petticoat of General Hawion, the pistol 
with which Benton shot Jackson — and then a diorama, 
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consisting of political or other scenes and done in wax- 
work. The idea is to be wrought out and extended. Per- 
haps it might be the museum of a deceased old man. 

An article on fire, on smoke. Diseases of the mind and 
soul — even more common than bodily diseases. 

1837. 

A young man and girl meet together, each in search 
of a person to be known by some peculiar sign. They 
watch and wait a great while for that person to pass. At 
last some casual circumstance discloses that each is the 
one that the other is waiting for. Moral — that what we 
need for our happiness is often close at hand, if we knew 
but how to seek for it. 

The journal of a human heart for a single day in 
ordinary circumstances. The lights and shadows that flit 
across it; its internal vicissitudes. 

Distrust to be thus exemplified: Various good and 
desirable things to be presented to a young man, and 
offered to his acceptance — as a friend, a wife, a fortune; 
but he to refuse them all, suspecting that it is merely a 
delusion. Yet all to be real, and he to be told so, when 
too late. 

A man tries to be happy in love; he cannot sincerely 
give his heart, and the affair seems all a dream. In do- 
mestic life, the same; in politics, a seeming patriot; but 
still he is sincere, and all seems like a theatre. 

An idle man s pleasures and occupations and thoughts 
during a day spent by the sea-shore: among them, that 
of sitting on top of a cliff, and throwing stones at his 
own shadow, far below. 
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To well consider the characters of a family of persons 
in a certain condition — in poverty, for instance — and 
endeavor to judge how an altered condition would af- 
fect the character of each. 

A person conscious that he was soon to die, the humor 
in which he would pay his last visit to familiar persons 
and things. 

A person to be in the possession of something as 
perfect as mortal man has a right to demand; he tries to 
make it better, and ruins it entirely. 

A person to spend all his life and splendid talents in 
trying to achieve something naturally impossible — as to 
make a conquest over Nature. 

Meditations about the main gas-pipe of a great city 
— -if the supply were to be stopped, what would happen? 
How many different scenes it sheds light on? It might 
be made emblematical of something. 

Insincerity in a man's own heart must make all his 
enjoyments, all that concerns him, unreal; so that his 
whole life must seem like a merely dramatic represen- 
tation. And this would be the case, even though he were 
surrounded by true-hearted relatives and friends. 

A story to show how we are all wronged and wrongers, 
and avenge one another. 

A man living a wicked life in one place, and simul- 
taneously a virtuous and religious one in another. 
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An ornament to be worn about the person of a lady — 
as a jewelled heart. After many years, it happens to be 
broken or unscrewed, and a poisonous odor comes out. 

A company of persons to drink a certain medicinal 
preparation, which would prove a poison, or the con- 
trary, according to their different characters. 

A cloud in the shape of an old woman kneeling, with 
arms extended towards the moon. 

An old looking-glass. Somebody finds out the secret 
of making all the images that have been reflected in it 
pass back again across its surface. 

Men of cold passions have quick eyes. 

A virtuous but giddy girl to attempt to play a trick 
on a man. He sees what she is about, and contrives mat- 
ters so that she throws herself completely into his power, 
and is ruined — all in jest. 

A dreadful secret to be communicated to several peo- 
ple of various characters — grave or gay, and they all to 
become insane, according to their characters, by the in- 
fluence of the secret. 

Stories to be told of a certain person’s appearance in 
public, of his having been seen in various situations, 
and of his making visits m private circles; but finally, 
on looking for this person, to come upon his old grave 
and mossy tombstone. 

The influence of a peculiar mind, in close communica- 
tions with another, to drive the latter to insanity. 
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1838 . 

The situation of a man in the midst of a crowd, yet 
as completely in the power of another, life and all, as 
if they two were in the deepest solitude. 

A series of strange, mysterious, dreadful events to 
occur, wholly destructive of a person’s happiness. He 
to impute them to various persons and causes, but ulti- 
mately finds that he is himself the sole agent. Moral, 
that our welfare depends on ourselves. 

The strange incident in the court of Charles IX, of 
France: he and five other maskers being attired in coats 
of linen covered with pitch and bestuck with flax to 
represent hairy savages. They entered the hall dancing, 
the five being fastened together, and the king in front. 
By accident the five were set on fire with a torch. Two 
were burned to death on the spot, two afterwards died, 
one fled to the buttery, and jumped into a vessel of 
water. It might be represented as the fate of a squad 
of dissolute men. 

Mem . — On the road to Northampton, we passed a 
tame crow, which was sitting on the peak of a bam. This 
crow flew down from its perch, and followed us a con- 
siderable distance, hopping along the road, and flying, 
with its great black flapping wings, from post to post of 
the fence, or from tree to tree. The driver said, perhaps 
correctly, that the crow had scented some salmon which 
was in a basket under the seat, and that this was the 
secret of his pursuing us. This would be a terrific inci- 
dent, if it were a dead body that the crow scented, in- 
stead of a basket of salmon. Suppose, for instance, a 
coach traveling along — that one of the passengers sud- 
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denly died — and that one of the indications of his death 

was the deportment of the crow. 

A steam engine in a factory to be supposed to possess 
a malignant spirit; it catches one man’s arm, and pulls 
it off; seizes another by the coat-tails, and almost grap- 
ples him bodily; catches a girl by the hair, and scalps 
her; and finally draws a man, and crushes him to death. 

All the dead that had ever been drowned in a certain 
lake to arise. 

An autumnal feature — boys had swept together the 
fallen leaves from the elms along the street in one huge 
pile, and had made a hollow, nest-shaped, in this pile, 
in which three or four of them lay curled, like young 
birds. 

Character of a man who, in himself and his external 
circumstances, shall be equally and totally false: his 
fortune resting on baseless credit — his patriotism as- 
sumed — his domestic affections, his honor and honesty, 
all a sham. His own misery in the midst of it — it making 
the whole universe, heaven and earth alike, an unsub- 
stantial mockery to him. 

Dr. Johnsons penance in Utoxeter Market. A man 
who does penance in what might appear to lookers-on 
the most glorious and triumphal circumstance of his life. 
Each circumstance of the career of an apparently suc- 
cessful man to be a penance and torture to him on 
account of some fundamental error in early life. 

A person to catch fire-flies, and try to kindle his house- 
hold fire with them. It would be symbolical of some- 
thing. 
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A person, while awake and in the business of life, to 
think highly of another, and place perfect confidence in 
him, but to be troubled with dreams in which this seem- 
ing friend appears to act the part of a most deadly 
enemy. Finally it is discovered that the dream-character 
is the true one. The explanation would be — the soul's 
instinctive perception. 

Pandora’s box for a child’s story. 

Moonlight is sculpture; sunlight is painting. 

H.L. C heard from a French Canadian a stoiy 

of a young couple in Acadie. On their marriage day, all 
the men of the Province were summoned to assemble 
in the church to hear a proclamation. When assembled, 
they were all seized and shipped off to be distributed 
through New England — among them the new bride- 
groom. His bride set off in search of him — wandered 
about New England all her lifetime, and at last, when 
she was old, she found her bridegroom on his death-bed. 
The shock was so great that it killed her likewise . 1 

1839 

When scattered clouds are resting on the bosoms of 
hills, it seems as if one might climb into the heavenly 
region, earth being so intermixed with sky, and gradu- 
ally transformed into it. 

A stranger, dying, is buried; and after many years 
two strangers come in search of his grave, and open it. 


1 This is of course the plot of “Evangeline ” Hawthorne turned it 
over to Longfellow, saying that his friend could make better use of 
it— Ed. 
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1840 - 1841 . 

A man, unknown, conscious of temptation to secret 
crimes, puts up a note in church, desiring the prayers 
of the congregation for one so tempted. 

Some most secret thing, valued and honored between 
lovers, to be hung up in public places, and made the 
subject of remark by the city — remarks, sneers, and 
laughter. 

To represent a man as spending life and the intensest 
labor in the accomplishment of some mechanical trifle 
— as in making a miniature coach to be drawn by fleas, 
or a dinner-service to be put into a cherry-stone. 

A bonfire to be made of the gallows and of all symbols 
of evil. 

The love of posterity is a consequence of the necessity 
of death. If a man were sure of living forever here, he 
would not care about his offspring. 

A phantom of the old royal governors, or some such 
shadowy pageant, on the night of the evacuation of 
Boston by the British. 

Selfishness is one of the qualities apt to inspire love. 
This might be thought out at great length. 

To symbolize moral or spiritual disease by disease of 
the body; thus, when a person committed any sin, it 
might cause a sore to appear on the body; this to be 
wrought out. 
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A man with the right perception of things — a feeling 
within him of what is true and what is false. It might 
be symbolized by the talisman, with which, in fairy 
tales, an adventurer was enabled to distinguish enchant- 
ments from realities. 

1842-1843. 

Some man of powerful character to command a per- 
son, morally subjected to him, to perform some act. The 
commanding person to suddenly die, and, for all the 
rest of his life, the subjected one continues to perform 
that act. 

To trace out the influence of a frightful and disgrace- 
ful crime, in debasing and destroying a character nat- 
urally high and noble — the guilty person being alone 
conscious of the crime. 

A man to swallow a small snake — and it to be a sym- 
bol of cherished sin. 

Questions as to unsettled points of History, and Mys- 
teries of Nature, to be asked of a mesmerized person. 

A gush of violets along a wood-path. 

Imaginary diseases to be cured by impossible reme- 
dies — as, a dose of the Grand Elixir, in the yolk of a 
Phoenix’s egg. The diseases may be either moral or 
physical. 

A Father Confessor — his reflections on character, and 
the contrast of the inward man with the outward, as he 
looks round on his congregation — all whose secret sins 
are known to him. 
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A person with an ice-cold hand — his right hand; 
which people ever afterwards remember, when once 
they have grasped it. 

A physician for the cure of moral diseases. 

The case quoted in Combe's Physiology, from Pinel, 
of a young man of great talents and profound knowledge 
of chemistry, who had in view some new discovery of 
importance. In order to put his mind into the highest 
possible activity, he shut himself up, for several succes- 
sive days, and used various methods of excitement; he 
had a singing girl with him; he drank spirits; smelled 
penetrating odors, sprinkled cologne-water round the 
room &c. &c. Eight days thus passed, when he was 
seized with a fit of frenzy, which terminated in mania. 

A stray leaf from the book of Fate, picked up in the 
street. 

A moral philosopher to buy a slave, or otherwise get 
possession of a human being, and to use him for the 
sake of experiment, by trying the operation of a certain 
vice on him. 

When the reformation of the world is complete, a fire 
shall be made of the gallows; and the Hangman shall 
come and sit down by it, in solitude and despair. To 
him shall come the Last Thief, the Last Prostitute, the 
Last Drunkard, and other representatives of past crime 
and vice; and they shall hold a dismal merry-making, 
quaffing the contents of the Drunkard's last Brandy 
Bottle. 
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The human Heart to be allegorized as a cavern; at 
the entrance there is sunshine, and flowers growing 
about it. You step within, but a short distance, and begin 
to find yourself surrounded with a terrible gloom, and 
monsters of divers kinds; it seems like Hell itself. You 
are bewildered, and wander long without hope. At last 
a light strikes upon you. You peep towards it, and find 
yourself in a region that seems, in some sort, to repro- 
duce the flowers and sunny beauty of the entrance, but 
all perfect. These are the depths of the heart, or of 
human nature, bright and peaceful; the gloom and ter- 
ror may he deep; but deeper still is the eternal beauty. 

Madame Calderon de la B[arca] (in Life in Mexico) 
speaks of persons who have been inoculated with the 
venom of rattlesnakes, by pricking them in various 
places with the tooth. These persons are thus secured 
forever after against the bite of any venomous reptile. 
They have the power of calling snakes, and feel great 
pleasure in playing with and handling them. Their own 
bite becomes poisonous to people not inoculated in the 
same manner. Thus a part of the serpents nature ap- 
pears to be transfused into them. 

A young girl inherits a family grave-yard — that being 
all that remains of rich hereditary possessions. 

The print in blood of a naked foot to be traced 
through the streets of a town. 

The majesty of death to be exemplified in a beggar, 
who, after being seen, humble and cringing, in the 
streets of a city, for many years, at length, by some 
means or other, gets admittance into a rich mans man- 
sion, and there dies — assuming state, and striking awe 
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into the breasts of those who had looked down upon 
him. 

To write a dream, which shall resemble the real 
course of a dream, with all its inconsistency, its eccen- 
tricities and aimlessness — with nevertheless a leading 
idea running through the whole. Up to this old age of 
the world, no such thing has ever been written. 

To allegorize life with a masquerade, and represent 
mankind generally as masquers. Here and there, a natu- 
ral face may appear. 

Sketch of a personage with the malignity of a witch, 
and doing the mischief attributed to one — but by natu- 
ral means; breaking off love-affairs, teaching children 
vices, ruining men of wealth, &c. 

With an emblematical divining-rod to seek for em- 
blematic gold — that is for Truth — for what of Heaven 
is left on earth. 

The emerging from their lurking-places of evil char- 
acters, on some occasion suited to their action — they 
having been quite unknown to the world hitherto. 
For instance, the French Revolution brought out such 
wretches. 

The advantages of a longer life than is allotted to mor- 
tals — the many things that might then be accomplished 
— to which one lifetime is inadequate, and for which the 
time spent is therefore lost; a successor being unable to 
take up the task when we drop it. 

The history of an almshouse in a country village, from 
the eve of its foundation downward — a record of the 



566 JOURNALS AND LETTERS 

remarkable occupants of it; and extracts from interesting 
portions of its annals. The rich of one generation might, 
in the next, seek for a home there, either in their own 
persons or those of their representatives. Perhaps the son 
and heir of the founder might have no better refuge. 
There should be occasional sunshine let into the story; 
for instance, the good fortune of some nameless infant, 
educated there, and discovered finally to be the child 
of wealthy parents. 

Pearl — the English of Margaret — a pretty name for 
a girl in a story. 

A man seeks for something excellent, and seeks it in 
the wrong way, and in a wrong spirit, and finds some- 
thing horrible — as for instance, he seeks for treasure, 
and finds a dead body — for the gold that somebody has 
hidden, and brings to light his accumulated sins. 

The Magic Play of Sunshine, for a child's story — the 
sunshine circling round through a prisoner's cell, from 
his high and narrow window. He keeps his soul alive 
and cheerful by means of it, it typifying cheerfulness; 
and when he is released, he takes up the ray of sun- 
shine and carries it away with him; and it enables him to 
discover treasures all over the world, m places where 
nobody else would think of looking for any. 

For the Virtuoso's Collection — the pen with which 
Faust signed away his salvation, with a drop of blood 
dried on it. 

In moods of heavy despondency, one feels as if it 
would be delightful to sink down in some quiet spot, 
and lie there forever, letting the soil gradually accumu- 
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late and form a little hillock over us, and the grass and 
perhaps flowers gather over it. At such times, death is 
too much of an event to be wished for — we have not 
spirits to encounter it; but choose to pass out of exist- 
ence in this sluggish way. 

A dream, the other night, that the world had become 
dissatisfied with the inaccurate manner in which facts 
are reported, and had employed me, with a salary of a 
thousand dollars, to relate things of public importance 
exactly as they happen. 

A person who has all the qualities of a friend, except 
that he invariably fails you at the pinch. 

1844 - 1846 . 

To typify our mature review of our early prospects 
and delusions, by representing a person as wandering, 
in manhood, through and among the various castles-m- 
the-air that he had reared in his youth, and describing 
how they look to him — their dilapidation, etc. Possibly 
some small portion of these structures may have a cer- 
tain reality, and suffice him to build a humble dwelling 
to pass his life in. 

The search of an investigator for the Unpardonable 
Sin — he at last finds it in his own heart and practice. 

The trees reflected in the river — they are unconscious 
of a spiritual world so near them. So are we. 

The Unpardonable Sin might consist in a want of love 
and reverence for the Human Soul; in consequence of 
which the investigator pried into its dark depths, not 
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with a hope or purpose of making it better, but from a 
cold philosophical curiosity — content that it should be 
wicked in whatever kind or degree, and only desiring to 
study it out. Would not this, in other words, be the 
separation of the intellect from the heart? 

To represent the influence which Dead Men have 
among living affairs — for instance, a Dead Man controls 
the disposition of wealth; a Dead Man sits on the judg- 
ment seat, and the living judges do but respect his de- 
cisions; Dead Men's opinions in all things control the 
living truth; we believe in Dead Men's religion; we 
laugh at Dead Men's jokes; we cry at Dead Men's 
pathos; everywhere and in all matters. Dead Men tyran- 
nize inexorably over us. 

Sketch of a person who, by strength of character or 
assistant circumstances, has reduced another to absolute 
slavery and dependence on him. Then show, that the 
person who appeared to be the master, must inevitably 
be as much a slave, if not more, than the other. All 
slavery is reciprocal, on the supposition most favorable 
to tlie rulers. 

People who write about themselves and their feelings, 
as Byron did, may be said to serve up their own hearts, 
duly spiced, and with brain-sauce out of their own 
heads, as a repast for the public. 

To represent a man in the midst of all sorts of cares 
and annoyances — with impossibilities to perform — and 
almost driven distracted by his inadequacy. Then quietly 
comes Death, and releases him from all his troubles; and 
at his last gasp, he smiles, and congratulates himself on 
escaping so easily — 
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The life of a woman, who, by the old colony law, was 
condemned always to wear the letter A, sewed on her 
garment, in token of her having committed adultery. 

In the eyes of a young child, or other innocent per- 
son, the image of a cherub or an angel to be seen peep- 
ing out; in those of a vicious person, a devil. 

It was believed by the Catholics that children might 
be begotten by intercourse between demons and 
witches. Luther was said to be a bastard of this hellish 
breed. 

Instances of two ladies, who vowed never again to 
see the hght of the sun, on account of disappointments 
in love. Each of them kept their vow, living thenceforth, 
and dying after many years, in apartments closely shut 
up, and lighted by candles. One appears to have lived 
in total darkness. 

In a garden, a pool of perfectly transparent water, the 
bed of which should be paved with marble, or perhaps 
with mosaic-work — images and various figures, which 
through the clear water, would look wondrously beau- 
tiful. 

1847 - 1849 . 

A story of the effects of revenge, in diabolizing him 
who indulges in it. 

A story of the life, domestic and external, of a family 
of birds in a martin-house — for children. 
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Among the survivors of a wreck are two bitter ene- 
mies. The parties (having remained many days without 
food) cast lots to see who shall be killed as food for 
the rest. The lot falls on one of the enemies. The other 
may literally eat his heart! 

A man, arriving at the extreme point of old age, grows 
young again, at the same pace at which he has grown 
old; returning upon his path, throughout the whole of 
life, and thus taking the reverse view of matters. Me- 
thinks it would give rise to some odd concatenations. 

Little gnomes dwelling in hollow teeth; they find a 
tooth that has been plugged with gold; and it serves 
them as a gold mine. 

“Pixilated” — a Marblehead word, meaning bewil- 
dered — wild about any matter — etc., etc. Probably de- 
rived from Pixy — a fairy. 

Sir Walter Raleigh, Sir Thomas More, Algernon Syd- 
ney, or some other great man, on the eve of execution, 
to make reflections on his own Head — considering and 
addressing it in a looking-glass. 

A story, the principal personage of which shall seem 
always on the point of entering the scene; but shall never 
appear. 

A modern magician to make the semblance of a hu- 
man being, with two laths for legs, a pumpkin for a 
head, etc. — of the rudest and most meagre materials. 
Then a tailor helps him to finish his work, and trans- 
forms the scarecrow into quite a fashionable figure. 
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. . . At the end o£ the story, after deceiving the world 
for a long time, the spell should be broken; and the 
gray dandy discovered to be nothing but a suit of 
clothes, with these few sticks inside of it. All through 
his seeming existence as a human being, there should be 
some characteristics, some tokens, that, to a man of close 
observation and insight, betray him to be a mere thing 
of laths and clothes, without heart, soul, or intellect. And 
so this wretched old thing shall become the symbol of 
a large class. 

The golden sands that may sometimes be gathered 
(always, perhaps, if we know how to seek for them) 
along the dry bed of a torrent, adown which passion and 
feeling have foamed, and passed away. It is good, there- 
fore, in mature life, to trace back such torrents to their 
source. 

To inherit a great fortune. To inherit a great mis- 
fortune. 

1850 - 1858 . 

The sunbeam that comes through a round hole in the 
shutter of a darkened room, where a dead man sits in 
solitude. 

The hoary periwig of a dandelion gone to seed. 

The queer gestures and sounds of a hen, looking 
about for a place to deposit her egg; her self-important 
gait; the side-way turn of her head, and cock of her eye, 
as she pries into one and another nook, croaking all the 
while — evidently with the idea that the egg in question 
is the most important thing that has been brought to 
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pass since the world began. A speckled black and white 
tufted hen of ours does it to most ludicrous perfection; 
and there is something laughably womanish in it, too. 

A ray of sunshine, searching for an old blood-spot, 
through a lonely room. 


Representative — misrepresentative. 


To contrive a story of a man building a house, and 
locating it over the pit of Acheron. The [breath?] of hell 
shall breathe up from the furnace that warms it, and 
over which Satan himself shall preside. Devils and 
damned souls shall continually be rising through the 
registers. Possibly an angel may now and then peep 
through the ventilators. 


In a grim, weird story, a figure of a gay, laughing 
handsome youth, or young lady, all at once, in a natural, 
unconcerned way, takes off its face like a mask, and 
shows the grinning bare skeleton face beneath. 


Caresses, expressions of one sort or another, are neces- 
sary to the life of the affections, as leaves are to the life 
of a tree. If they are wholly restrained, love will die at 
the roots. 


A family, consisting of father, mother, and two chil- 
dren, are out on a walk, and sitting together in a wood. 
The little girl rambles away into the wood — they call for 
her — within a brief time, she comes back. At first, they 
notice no difference m her; but by degrees they begin to 
see something odd — they notice it more and more, till, 
in the course of years, they almost suspect it was not 
their own child, but a strange child, who came back. 





I PERSONS AND J 
PLACES I 

Editor s Note 

There is a gradual change in Hawthorne’s journals that 
begins to be noticeable even before his marriage in 1842. 
Year by year there are fewer of the plots and projects 
that had been the most interesting feature of the early 
volumes, and also fewer glimpses of the dark world 
beneath his conscious mind. Year by year there is a 
sharper, more detailed observation of the exterior world, 
with more descriptions of persons and places. It is as 
if, even in his private journals, he had chosen to form a 
crust over his emotions, like the tough sod over a quag- 
mire; and as if the crust grew thicker every year, until 
it was firm enough to support the foundations of his 
new life as a respectable householder. 

The change in his character revealed by his notebooks 
is especially marked during his years in Europe, from 
1853 to 1860. These English and Italian entries might 
have been written by another Hawthorne: a kindly and 
even convivial skeptic, fond of beef and burgundy 
and pretty women, shrewd in his judgment of persons 
and cautious in business matters, so that sometimes he 
writes as if he were reporting confidentially to a board of 
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directors. As a literary personality the second Hawthorne 
is less individual and less of a pioneer than his younger 
brother the recluse. Still, he is a capital entertainer, full 
of good humor and malicious humor, the best of com- 
pany when the ladies have retired and the gentlemen are 
growing mellow over whiskey and cigars. Later, when 
he describes the other guests in his notebook, he resem- 
bles a novelist like Trollope much more than he suggests 
the author of The Scarlet Letter. 

Hawthorne wrote no fiction while he was the Ameri- 
can consul at Liverpool, but he did work faithfully on 
his journals. After four years they formed a manuscript 
of 300,000 words, the fullest and liveliest commentary 
on English life by any American of his time. He felt 
that it was ‘much too good and true to bear publication. 
It would bring a terrible hornet's nest about my ears.” 
Still, he used some of the material in Our Old Home 
(1863) and Mrs. Hawthorne used more of it in the Pas- 
sages from the English Notebooks (1870), while omit- 
ting everything that seemed to her bitter or indecorous. 
The notebooks themselves were acquired by the Morgan 
Library, like the American notebooks; and in 1941 the 
text was at last published integrally, in an edition pre- 
pared by Randall Stewart; this I have used in the ex- 
tracts that follow. As for my extracts from the French 
and Italian notebooks, they are taken from a faithful text 
prepared by Norman Holmes Pearson, which is still in 
manuscript. 





ENGLISH NOTEBOOKS 


575 


The English Notebooks 

1131: LIVERPOOL SLUMS 

August 24th [1853 ] — From one o'clock till two, today, 
I have spent in rambling along the streets, Tithe Barn 
Street, Scotland Road, and that vicinity. I never saw, 
of course, nor imagined from any description, what 
squalor there is in the inhabitants of these streets, as 
seen along the sidewalks. All these avenues (the quota- 
tion occurs to me continually; and I suppose I have 
made it two or three times already) are “with dreadful 
faces thronged.* Women with young figures, but old 
and wrinkled countenances; young girls, without any 
maiden neatness and trimness, barefooted, with dirty 
legs. 

Women of all ages, even elderly, go along with great, 
bare, ugly feet; many have baskets and other burthens 
on their heads. All along the street, with their wares at 
the edge of the sidewalk, and their own seats fairly in 
the carriage-way, you see women with fruit to sell, or 
combs and cheap jewelry, or coarse crockery, or oysters, 
or the devil knows what; and sometimes the woman is 
sewing, meanwhile. This life and domestic occupation 
in the street is very sti iking, in all these meaner quarters 
of the city — nursing of babies, sewing and knitting, 
sometimes even reading. In a drama of low life, the 
street might fairly and truly be the one scene where 
everything should take place — courtship, quarrels, plot 
and counter-plot, and what not besides. My God, what 
dirty, dirty children! And the grown people are the 
flowers of these buds, physically and morally. At every 
ten steps, too, there are “Spirit Vaults,” and often “Beds* 
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are advertised on a placard, in connection with the 

liquor-trade. 

Little children are often seen taking care of little chil- 
dren; and it seems to me that they take good and faith- 
ful care of them. Today, I heard a dirty mother laugh- 
ing and priding herself on the pretty ways of her dirty 
infant — just as a Christian mother might in a nursery or 
drawing-room. I must study this street-life more, and 
think of it more deeply. 

A MURDER ON SHIPBOARD 

September 22nd [1853 ] — Nothing very important has 
happened lately. Some days ago, an American captain 
came to the office, and told how he had shot one of his 
crew, shortly after sailing from New Orleans, and while 
the ship was still in the river. As he described the event, 
he was in peril of his life from this man, who was an 
Irishman; and he only fired his pistol, when the man was 
coming upon him with a knife in one hand, and some 
other weapon of offence in the other; — the captain, at 
the same time, struggling with one or two more of the 
crew. At the time, he was weak, having just recovered 
from the yellow fever. The shot struck him in the pit 
of the stomach, and he only lived about a quarter of an 
hour. 

No magistrate in England has a right to arrest or 
examine the captain, unless by a warrant from the Secre- 
tary of State on the charge of murder. After his state- 
ment to me, the mother of the slain man went to the 
police-officer, and accused him of killing her son. Two 
or three days since, moreover, two of the sailors came 
before me, and gave their account of the matter; and it 
looked very different from that of the captain. Accord- 
ing to them, the man had no idea of attacking the cap- 
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tain, and was so drunk that he could not keep himself 
upright, without assistance. One of these two men was 
actually holding him up, when the captain fired two 
barrels of his pistol, one immediately after the other, and 
lodged two balls in the pit of his stomach. The man 
immediately sank down, saying, “Jack, I’m killed,” — 
and died very shortly. Meanwhile, the captain drove 
this man away, under threat of shooting him likewise. 
Both the seamen described the captain s conduct, both 
then and during the whole voyage, as outrageous, and 
I do not much doubt that it was so. They gave their 
evidence (under oath) like men who wished to tell the 
truth, and were moved by no more than a natural in- 
dignation at the captain’s wrong. 

I did not much like the captain, from the first; a hard, 
rough man, with little education — nothing of the gen- 
tleman about him; a red face, a loud voice. He seemed 
a good deal excited, and talked fast and much about 
the event, but yet not as if it had sunk deeply into him. 
He observed that he would not have had it happen for 
a "thousand dollars” — that being the amount of detri- 
ment which he conceives himself to suffer by the in- 
effaceable blood-stain on his hand. In my opinion, it 
is little short of murder, if at all; but then what would 
be murder, on shore, is almost a natural occurrence, 
when done in such a hell on earth as one of these ships, 
in the first hours of her voyage. The men are then all 
drunk, some of them often in delirium tremens; and the 
captain feels no safety for his life, except in making 
himself as terrible as a fiend. It is the universal testi- 
mony, that there is a worse set of sailors in these short 
voyages between Liverpool and America, than in any 
other trade whatever. 

There is no probability that the captain will ever be 
called to account for this deed. He gave, at the time. 
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his own version of the affair in his log-book; and this 
was signed by the entire crew, with the exception of 
one man, who had hidden himself in the hold in terror 
of the captain. His mates will sustain his side of the 
question; and none of the sailors would be within reach 
of the American courts, even should they be sought for. 

THE ENGLISH DOWAGER 

September 24th [1853 ] — The women of England are 
capable of being more atrociously ugly than any other 
human beings; and I have not as yet seen one whom we 
should distinguish as beautiful in America. They are 
very apt to be dowdy. Ladies often look like cooks and 
housemaids, both in figure and complexion — at least, 
to a superficial observer, although a closer inspection 
shows a kind of dignity, resulting from their quiet good 
opinion of themselves and consciousness of their posi- 
tion in society. I do not find in them those characteris- 
tics of robust health, in which they are said so much 
to exceed our countrywomen. Some have that appear- 
ance, and thereby are well repaid for the coarseness 
which it gives their figures and faces; others, however, 
are yellow and haggard, and evidently ailing women. 
As a general rule, they are not very desirable objects in 
youth, and, in many instances, become perfectly gro- 
tesque after middle-age — so massive, not seemingly with 
pure fat, but with solid beef, making an awful ponder- 
osity of frame. You think of them as composed of sir- 
loins, and with bioad and thick steaks on their immense 
rears. They sit down on a great round space of God's 
footstool, and look as if nothing could ever move them; 
and indeed they must have a vast amount of physical 
strength to be able to move themselves. Nothing of the 
gossamer about them; they are elephantine, and create 
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awe and respect by the muchness of their personalities. 
Then as to their faces, they are stern, not always posi- 
tively forbidding, yet calmly terrible not merely by their 
breadth and weight of feature, but because they show 
so much self-reliance, such acquaintance with the world, 
its trials, troubles, dangers, and such internal means of 
defence — such aplomb — I cant get at my exact idea; 
but without anything salient and offensive, or unjustly 
terrible to their neighbors, they seem like seventy-four 
gun ships in time of peace — you know that you are in 
no danger from them, but cannot help thinking how 
perilous would be their attack, if pugnaciously inclined 
— and how hopeless the attempt to injure them. Really 
they are not women at all — not that they are masculine, 
either, though more formidable than any man I ever 
saw. They are invariably, I think, clad in black. I have 
not happened to see any thin, ladylike old women, such 
as are so frequent among ourselves; but sometimes, even 
in these broadly developed old persons, you see a face 
that indicates cultivation, and even refinement, al- 
though, even in such cases, I am generally disturbed by 
the absence of sex. They certainly look much better able 
to take care of themselves than our women; but I see no 
reason to suppose that they really have greater stiength 
of character than they. They are only strong, I suspect, 
in society, and in the common route of things. 

I have not succeeded in getting my view of the Eng- 
lish dowager into the above — beefy, not pulpy. 


RESPONDING TO A TOAST 

October 5th [1854] — I sat between two ladies, one of 
them a Mrs. Schomberg, a pleasant young woman, who, 
I believe is of American provincial nativity, and whom I 
therefore regarded as half a countrywoman. We talked 
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a good deal together, and I confided to her my annoy- 
ance at the prospect of being called up to answer a 
toast; but she did not pity me at all, though she felt 
much alarm about her husband. Captain Schomberg, 
who was in the same predicament. Seriously, it is the 
most awful part of my official duty; this necessity of 
making dinner-speeches, at the Mayor’s and other pub- 
lic or semi-public tables. However, my neighborhood to 
Mrs. Schomberg was good for me, inasmuch as, by 
laughing over the matter with her, I came to regard it 
in a light and ludicrous way; and so, when the time 
actually came, I stood up with a careless, dare-devil 
feeling, being indeed, rather pot-valiant with cham- 
pagne. The chairman toasted the President immediately 
after the Queen, and did me the honor to speak of my- 
self in a most flattering manner, something like this — 
"great by his position under the Republic — greater still, 
I am bold to say, in the Republic of letters!!” I made no 
reply at all to this dole of soft-sodder; in truth, I forgot 
all about it when I began to speak, and merely thanked 
the company, in behalf of the President and my coun- 
trymen, and made a few remarks, with no very decided 
point to them. However, they cheered and applauded, 
and I took advantage of the applause to sit down; and 
Mrs. Schomberg assured me that I had succeeded ad- 
mirably. It was no success at all, to be sure; neither was 
it a failure; for I had aimed at nothing, and had exactly 
hit it. But, after sitting down, I was conscious of an en- 
joyment in speaking to a public assembly, and felt as if 
I should like to rise again; it is something like being 
under fire — a sort of excitement, not exactly pleasure, 
but more piquant than most pleasures. I have felt this 
before, in the same circumstances; but, while on my 
legs, my impulse is to get through with my remarks and 
sit down again, as quickly as possible. 
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A SINGULAR DREAM 

December 28th [1854 ] — I think I have been happier, 
this Christmas, than ever before — by our own fireside, 
and with my wife and children about me. More content 
to enjoy what I had; less anxious for anything beyond it, 
in this life. My early life was perhaps a good prepara- 
tion for the declining half of life, it having been such a 
blank that any possible thereafter would compare favor- 
ably with it For a long, long while, I have occasionally 
been visited with a singular dream; and I have an im- 
pression that I have dreamed it, even since I have been 
in England. It is, that I am still at college — or, some- 
times, even at school — and there is a sense that I have 
been there unconscionably long, and have quite failed 
to make such progress in life as my contemporaries have; 
and I seem to meet some of them with a feeling of shame 
and depression that broods over me, when I think of it, 
even at this moment. This dream, recurring all through 
these twenty or thirty years, must be one of the effects 
of that heavy seclusion in which I shut myself up, for 
twelve years, after leaving college, when everybody 
moved onward and left me behind. How strange that 
it should come now, when I may call myself famous, and 
prosperous! — when I am happy, too! — still that same 
dream of life hopelessly a failure! 

CONSUL FOR THE COUNTRYLESS 

May 23d [I #55] — The men, whose appeals to the Con- 
sul's charity are the hardest to be denied, are those who 
have no country — Hungarians, Poles, Cubans, Spanish 
Americans, French republicans. All exiles for liberty 
come to me, as if the representative of America were 
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their representative. Yesterday came an old French sol- 
dier, and showed his wounds; today, a Spaniard, a 
friend of Lopez, bringing his little daughter with him. 
He said he was starving, and looked so. The little girl 
was in good case enough, and decently dressed. 

THE SWORD BETWEEN 

December 26th [1856] — There are some English whom 
I like — one or two for whom, I might almost say, I have 
an affection; but still there is not the same union be-* 
tween us, as if they were Americans. A cold, thin me- 
dium intervenes betwixt our most intimate approaches. 
It puts me in mind of Alnaschar, when he went to bed 
with the princess, but placed the cold steel blade of his 
scimitar between. Perhaps, if I were at home, I might 
feel differently, but, in this foreign land, I can never 
forget the distinction between English and American. 


DINNER AT THE REFORM CLUB 

April 5th [J856] — The coffee-room occupies one whole 
side of the edifice, and is provided with a great many 
tables, calculated for three or four persons to dine at; 
and we sat down at one of these, and Doctor Mackay 
ordered some mulligatawny soup and a bottle of white 
French wine. The waiters in the coffee-room were very 
numerous, and most of them dressed in the livery of the 
club, comprising plush-breeches and white silk stock- 
ings; for these English reformers do not seem to include 
Republican simplicity of manners in their system. Nei- 
ther, perhaps, is it anywise essential. After the soup, we 
had turbot, and by-and-by a bottle of Chateau Margaux, 
very delectable; and then some lambs’ feet, delicately 
done, and some cutlets of I know not what peculiar 
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type; and finally a ptarmigan, which is of the same race 
of birds as the grouse, but feeds high up towards the 
summits of the Scotch mountains. Then, some cheese, 
and a bottle of Chambertin. It was a very pleasant din- 
ner, and my companions were both very agreeable men; 
both taking a shrewd, satirical, yet not ill-natured view 
of life and people; and as for Mr. Douglas Jerrold he 
often reminded me of Ellery Channing, in the richer 
veins of the latter, both by his face and expression, and 
by a tincture of something at once wise and humorously 
absurd in what he said. But I think he has a kinder, 
more genial, wholesomer nature than Ellery; and under 
a very thin crust of outward acerbity, I grew sensible of 
a very warm heart, and even of much simplicity of char- 
acter in this man, born in London, and accustomed al- 
ways to London life. 

I wish I had any faculty whatever of remembering 
what people say; but though I appreciate anything 
good, at the moment, it never stays m my memory; nor 
do I think, in fact, that anything definite, rounded, 
pointed, separable, and transferable from the general 
lump of conversation, was said by anybody. I recollect 
that they laughed at Mr. S. C. Hall, and at his shedding 
a tear into a Scottish river, on occasion of some literary 
festival. The great Tupper too (when I told them that 
the Queen gave the Proveibial Philosophy to each of her 
children, as they arrived at a proper age) came in for 
a smile; Douglas Jerrold intimating that he thought 
Solomon might have answered as good a purpose. They 
spoke approvingly of Bulwer, as valuing his literary 
position, and holding himself one of the brotherhood of 
authors, and not so approvingly of Charles Dickens, 
who, born a plebeian, aspires to aristocratic society. But 
I said that it was easy to condescend, and that Bulwer 
knew he could not put off his rank, and that he would 
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have all the advantages of it in spite of his authorship. 
We talked about the position of men of letters in Eng- 
land,* and they said that the aristocracy hated, and de- 
spised, and feared them; and I asked why it was that 
literary men, having really so much power in their 
hands, were content to live unrecognized in the state. 
Douglas Jerrold talked of Thackeray and his success in 
America, and said that he himself purposed going, and 
had been invited thither to lecture. I asked Douglas Jer- 
rold whether it was pleasant to a writer of plays to see 
them performed; and he said it was intolerable, the 
presentation of the author’s idea being so imperfect, 
and Doctor Mackay observed that it was excruciating to 
hear one of his own songs sung. Jerrold spoke of the 
Duke of Devonshire with great warmth, as a true, 
honest, simple, most kind-hearted man, from whom he 
himself had received great courtesies and kindnesses, 
(not, as I understood, in the way of patronage, or es- 
sential favors;) and I (Heaven forgive me!) queried 
within myself, whether this English reforming author 
would have been quite so sensible of the Duke s excel- 
lence, if he had not been a Duke. But, indeed, a noble- 
man, who is at the same time a true and whole-hearted 
man, feeling his brotherhood with men, does really de- 
serve some credit for it. In the course of the evening, 
Jerrold spoke with high appreciation of Emerson, and 
of Longfellow, whose Hiawatha he considered a won- 
derful performance; and of Lowell, whose ‘Table for the 
Critics,” he especially admired. 

I mentioned Thoreau, and proposed to send his works 
to Dr. Mackay, who, being connected with the Illus- 
trated News, and otherwise a critic, might be inclined 
to draw attention to them. Douglas Jerrold asked why 
he should not have them, too. I hesitated a little; but as 
he pressed me, and would have an answer, I said that 
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I did not feel quite so sure of his kindly judgment on 
Thoreau's books; and it so chanced that I used the word 
“acrid , 1 ** for lack of a better, in endeavoring to express 
my idea of Jerrold’s way of looking at men and books. 
It was not quite what I meant; but, in fact, he often is 
acrid, and has written pages and volumes of acridity, 
though, no doubt, with an honest purpose, and from a 
manly disgust at the cant and humbug of the world. 
Jerrold said no more, and I went on talking with Dr. 
Mackay; but, in a moment or two, I became aware that 
something had gone wrong, and looking at Douglas Jer- 
rold, there was an expression of pain and emotion in his 
face. By this time, we had begun upon a second bottle 
of Burgundy (Clos Vougeot, the best the club could pro- 
duce, and far richer than the Chambertin), and that 
warm and potent wine may have had something to do 
with the depth and vivacity of Mr. Jerrold s feelings. But 
he was indeed greatly hurt by that little word “acrid"; 
he knew, he said, that the world considered him a sour, 
bitter, ill-natured man, but that such a man as I should 
have the same opinion, was almost more than he could 
bear. As he spoke, he threw out his arms, sank back in 
his seat, and I was really a little apprehensive of his 
actual dissolution into tears. Hereupon, I spoke, as was 
good need, and (though, as usual, I have forgotten 
everything I said) I am quite sure it was to the purpose, 
and went to this good fellow's heart, as it came warmly 
from my own. I do remember saying that I felt him to 
be as genial as the glass of Burgundy which I held in my 
hand; and I think that touched the very Tightest spot, 
for he smiled, and said he was afraid the Burgundy was 
better than he, but yet was comforted. Dr. Mackay said 
that he himself likewise had a reputation for bitterness; 
and I assured them, if I might venture to join myself in 
the brotherhood of two such men, that I was considered 
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a very ill-natured person by many people in my own 
country. Douglas Jerrold said he was glad of it. 

We were now in sweetest harmony; and Jerrold spoke 
more than it would become me to say in praise of my 
own books, which he said he admired, and that he found 
the man more admirable than his books. I hope so, cer- 
tainly. The Clos Vougeot, alas! being now exhausted, 
we went to the Haymarket Theatre, where Douglas Jer- 
rold is on the free list; and after seeing a ballet by some 
Spanish dancers, we separated, and betook ourselves, I 
suppose, to our several homes or lodgings. I like Douglas 
Jerrold very much. 


MBS. OAKUM 

May 24th [1856 ] — If an Englishman were individually 
acquainted with all our twenty-five millions of Ameri- 
cans — and liked every man of them, and believed that 
each man of those millions was a Christian, honest, up- 
right, and kind — he would doubt, despise and hate them 
in the aggregate, however he might love and honor the 
individuals. 

Captain Devereux and his wife Oakum — they spent 
an evening at Mrs. Blodget’s. The Captain is a Marble- 
head man by birth, not far from sixty years old; very 
talkative, and anecdotic in regard to his adventures, 
funny, good-humored, and full of various nautical ex- 
perience. Oakum (it is a nickname which he gives his 
wife) is an inconceivably tall woman — taller than he — 
six feet at least, and with a well-proportioned largeness 
in all respects, but looks kind and good, gentle, smiling 
— a fine old girl; and almost any other woman might sit 
like a baby on her lap. She does not look at all awful and 
belligerent, like the massive Englishwomen whom one 
often sees. You at once feel her to be a benevolent 
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giantess, and apprehend no harm from her. She is a 
lady, and perfectly well-mannered, but with a sort of 
naturalness and simplicity that becomes her well; for any 
but the slightest affectation would be so magnified in 
her vast personality, that it would be absolutely the 
height of the ridiculous. This wedded pair have no chil- 
dren, and Oakum has so long accompanied her husband 
on his voyages that, I suppose, by this time, she could 
command a ship as well as he. In case of a mutiny, she 
would be a host by herself . 1 . . . They sat with us till 
pretty late, diffusing cheerfulness all about them; and 
then, “Come, Oakum,” cried the Captain, “we must hoist 
sail!” — and uprose Oakum to the ceiling, and moved 
towerlike to the door, looking down with a benignant 
smile on the poor little pigmy women around her. “Six 
feet,” did I say? Why she must be seven, eight, nine — 
and whatever be her size, she is good as she is great. 


HERMAN MELVILLE 

November 20th [1856] — A week ago last Monday, Her- 
man Melville came to see me at the Consulate, looking 
much as he used to do (a little paler, and perhaps a lit- 
tle sadder), in a rough outside coat, and with his char- 
acteristic gravity and reserve of manner. He had crossed 
from New York to Glasgow in a screw steamer, about a 
fortnight before, and had since been seeing Edinburgh 
and other interesting places. I felt lather awkward at 
first; because this is the first time I have met him since 
my ineffectual attempt to get him a consular appoint- 
ment from General Pierce. However, I failed only from 

x At this point four lines were inked out of the notebook, pre- 
sumably by Mrs. Hawthorne, who liked to destroy evidence of her 
husband's sometimes earthy tastes. Randall Stewart, m editing the 
English notebooks, deciphered eight of the blotted-out words “What 
a vast amount of connubial bliss she . .” — Ed. 
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real lack of power to serve him; so there was no reason 
to be ashamed, and we soon found ourselves on pretty 
much our former terms of sociability and confidence. 
Melville has not been well, of late, he has been affected 
with neuralgic complaints in his head and limbs, and 
no doubt has suffered from too constant literary occupa- 
tion, pursued without much success, latterly; and his 
writings, for a long while past, have indicated a morbid 
state of mind. So he left his place at Pittsfield, and has 
established his wife and family, I believe, with his fa- 
ther-in-law in Boston, and is thus far on his way to 
Constantinople. I do not wonder that he found it neces- 
sary to take an airing through the world, after so many 
years of toilsome pen-labor and domestic life, following 
upon so wild and adventurous a youth as his was. I in- 
vited him to come and stay with us at Southport, as 
long as he might remain in this vicinity; and accord- 
ingly, he did come, the next day, taking with him, by 
way of baggage, the least little bit of a bundle, which, he 
told me, contained a night-shirt and a tooth-brush. He 
is a person of very gentlemanly instincts in every re- 
spect, save that he is a little heterodox in the matter of 
clean linen. 

He stayed with us from Tuesday till Thursday; and, 
on the intervening day, we took a pretty long walk to- 
gether, and sat down in a hollow among the sand hills 
(sheltering ourselves from the high, cool wind) and 
smoked a cigar. Melville, as he always does, began to 
reason of Providence and futurity, and of everything 
that lies beyond human ken, and informed me that he 
had ‘pretty much made up his mind to be annihilated”; 
but still he does not seem to rest in that anticipation; 
and, I think, will never rest until he gets hold of a defi- 
nite belief. It is strange how he persists — and has per- 
sisted ever since I knew him, and probably long before 
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— in wandering to-and-fro over these deserts, as dismal 
and monotonous as the sand hills amid which we were 
sitting. He can neither believe, nor be comfortable in 
his unbelief; and he is too honest and courageous not 
to try to do one or the other. If he were a religious man, 
he would be one of the most truly religious and reveren- 
tial, he has a very high and noble nature, and better 
worth immortality than most of us. 


92nd STREET, PHILADELPHIA 

September 6th [1857 ] — There has come a-begging to 
me, two or three times, at the Consulate, a very ragged 
and pitiable old fellow, who professes to be an Ameri- 
can; shabby beyond all description, lean, depressed, hun- 
gry-looking, but with a large and somewhat red nose. 
He says he is a printer, born in Philadelphia (at 92nd 
Street, or some such locality) , but that he came to Eng- 
land seventeen years ago, and has never been able to 
get back again. He wishes very much to go home, and 
says, with great apparent simplicity, “Sir, I would ra- 
ther be there than here.” His manner and accent do not 
convince me that he is an American, and I tell him so; 
but he still says, “Sir, I was born and have lived in 92nd 
Street, Philadelphia”; and goes on to mention some pub- 
lic edifice, or other local objects, with which he used to 
be familiar. If I speak harshly to him, he takes no of- 
fence, still replying with the same mild depression, and 
insisting still on 92nd Street. I give him a trifle, and he 
goes away, appearing again, after an interval of months, 
telling me of wanderings hither and thither, and of his 
getting now and then a little work, and perhaps how 
an American gentleman told him that if he could only 
have spared time he would have found him a passage 
home; likewise that he had nothing to eat yesterday, 
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and how earnestly he wishes that he had never left 92nd 
Street, Philadelphia. Nevertheless, I do not half believe 
that he ever saw America in his life; he is only one of 
the shapes of English vagabondism — perhaps now, how- 
ever, and then how sad and how queer a fate! — home- 
less on this foreign shore, looking always toward his 
country, coming again and again to the point whence so 
many set sail for it — so many that will soon tread in 
92nd Street — losing, in all these years, the distinctive 
characteristics of an American, and at last dying and 
giving his clay to be a portion of the soil from which he 
could not escape in his lifetime. 

SPIRITUALISM 

December 20th [1857 ] — Here we are still in London, 
at least a month longer than we expected, and at the 
very dreariest and dullest season of the year. Had I 
thought of it sooner, I might have found interesting peo- 
ple enough to know, even when all London is said to 
be out of town; but meditating a stay only of a week or 
two, it did not seem worth while to seek acquaintances. 
I have been out only for one evening; and that was to 
Dr. Wilkinsons, who had been attending the children 
in the measles. He is a Homeopathist, and is, I think, 
somehow known either in scientific or general literature, 
though I do not know precisely in what way; at all 
events, a sensible and enlightened man, with an un- 
English freedom of mind, on some points. For example, 
he is a Swedenborgian, and a believer in the whole sub- 
ject of modern Spiritualism. He showed me some draw- 
ings that had been made under the spiritual influence, 
by a miniature-painter, who possesses no imaginative 
power of his own, and is merely a good mechanical and 
literal artist; but these drawings, representing angels 
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and allegorical people, were done by an influence which 
directed the artist's hand, he not knowing what his next 
touch would be, nor what the final result. The sketches 
certainly did — if examined in a trustful mood — show 
a high and fine expressiveness. Dr. Wilkinson also spoke 
of Mr. Harris, the American poet of spiritualism, as 
being the best poet of the day; and he produced his 
works, in several volumes, and showed me songs, and 
paragraphs of longer poems, in support of his opinion. 
They seemed to me to have a certain light and splendor, 
but not to possess much power, either passionate or in- 
tellectual. Mr. Harris is the medium of deceased poets, 
Milton among the rest, and Lord Byron; and Dr. Wilkin- 
son said that Lady Byron (who is a devoted admirer 
of her husband, in spite of their conjugal troubles) pro- 
nounced some of these posthumous strains to be worthy 
of his living genius. Then the Doctor spoke of various 
strange experiences which he himself has had, in these 
spiritual matters; for he has witnessed the miraculous 
performances of Hume, the American medium, and he 
has seen, with his own eyes, and felt with his own 
touch, those ghostly hands and arms, the reality of 
which has been certified to me by other beholders. Dr. 
Wilkinson tells me that they are cold to the touch, and 
that it is a somewhat awful matter to see and feel them. 
I should think so, indeed. Do I believe in these wonders? 
Of course; for how is it possible to doubt either the 
solemn word or the sober observation of a learned and 
sensible man like Dr. Wilkinson. But, again, do I really 
believe it? Of course not; for I cannot consent to let 
Heaven and Earth, this world and the next, be beaten 
up together like the white and yolk of an egg, merely 
out of respect to Dr. Wilkinson’s sanity and integrity. 
I would not believe my own sight or touch of the spir- 
itual hands; and it would take deeper and higher strains 
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than those of Mr. Harris to convince me. I think I might 
yield to higher poetry or heavenlier wisdom than mortals 
in the flesh have ever sung or uttered. Meanwhile, this 
matter of Spiritualism is surely the strangest that ever 
was heard of; and yet I feel unaccountably little interest 
in it — a sluggish disgust, and repugnance to meddle 
with it — insomuch that I hardly feel as if it were worth 
this page or two in my not very eventful journal. . . . 

The shops in London begin to show some tokens of 
approaching Christmas; especially the toy-shops and the 
confectioners, the latter ornamenting their windows with 
a profusion of bonbons and all manner of pigmy figures 
in sugar; the former exhibiting Christmas trees hung 
with rich and gaudy fruit. At the butchers’ shops, there 
is a great display of fat carcasses, and abundance of 
game at the poulterers. We think of going to the Crystal 
Palace to spend the festival-day and eat our Christmas- 
dmner; but, do what we may, we shall have no home- 
feeling nor fireside enjoyment. I am weary, weary of 
London, and of England, and can judge now how the 
old Loyalists must have felt, condemned to pine out 
their lives here when the Revolution had robbed them 
of their native country. And yet there is still a pleasure 
in being in this dingy, smoky, midmost haunt of men; 
and I trudge through Fleet Street, and Ludgate Street, 
and along Cheapside, with a kind of enjoyment as great 
as I ever felt in a wood-path at home; and I have come 
to know these streets as well, I believe, as I ever knew 
Washington Street, in Boston, or even Essex Street in 
my stupid old native-town. For Piccadilly, or for Regent 
Street, though more brilliant promenades, I do not care 
nearly so much. 
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The French and Italian Notebooks 

THE COUNTESS MARGARET 

April 3d [I <$58], Rome — A few days ago, my wife and 
I visited the studio of Mr. Mozier, an American, who 
seems to have a good deal of vogue as a sculptor. We 
found a figure of Pocahontas, which he has repeated 
several times; another which he calls the “Wept of Wish- 
ton-Wish”; a figure of a smiling girl playing with a cat 
and dog, and a school-boy mending a pen. These two 
last were the only ones that gave me any pleasure, or 
that really had any merit, for his cleverness and in- 
genuity appear in homely subjects, but are quite lost 
in attempts at a higher ideality. Nevertheless, he has a 
group of the Prodigal Son, possessing more merit than 
I should have expected from Mr. Mozier; the son resting 
his hand on his father s breast, with an expression of 
utter weariness, at length finding perfect rest, while the 
father bends his benign visage over him, and seems to 
receive him calmly into himself. This group (the plaster 
cast standing beside it) is now taking shape out of an 
immense block of marble, and will be as indestructible 
as the Laocoon; an idea at once awful and ludicrous, 
when we consider that it is at best but a respectable 
production. Miss Lander tells me that Mr. Mozier has 
stolen — adopted we will rather say — the attitude and 
general idea of this group from one executed by a stu- 
dent from the French Academy, and to be seen there in 
plaster. 

Mr. Mozier has now been seventeen years in Italy; 
and, after all this time, he is still intensely American in 
everything but the most external surface of his manners; 
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scarcely Europeanized, or much modified, even in that. 
He is a native of Ohio, but had his early breeding in 
New York and might — for any polish or refinement that 
I can discern in him — still be a country shopkeeper in 
the interior of New York or New England. How strange! 
For one expects to find the polish, the close grain, and 
white purity of marble, in the artist who works in that 
noble material; but after all, he handles clay and, judg- 
ing from the specimens I have seen here is apt to be 
clay, not of the finest, himself. Mr. Mozier is sensible, 
shrewd, keen, clever; an ingenious workman, no doubt, 
with tact enough, and not destitute of taste; very agree- 
able and lively in his conversation, talking as fast and 
as naturally as a brook runs, without the slightest affec- 
tation. His naturalness is, in fact, a rather striking char- 
acteristic, in view of his lack of culture, while yet his 
life has been concerned with idealities, and a beautiful 
art. What degree of taste he pretends to, he seems 
really to possess; nor did I hear a single idea from him 
that struck me as otherwise than sensible. 

He called to see us last night, and talked for about 
two hours in a very amusing and interesting style; his 
topics being taken from his own personal experience, 
and shrewdly treated. He spoke much of Greenough, 
whom he described as an excellent critic of art, but 
possessed of not the slightest inventive genius. His statue 
of Washington at the Capitol, is taken precisely from 
the Phidian Jupiter; his Chanting Cherubs are copied 
in marble from two figures in a picture by Raphael. He 
did nothing that was original with himself. From Green- 
ough, Mr. Mozier passed to Margaret Fuller, whom he 
knew well, she having been an intimate of his during a 
part of her residence in Italy. His developments about 
poor Margaret were very curious. He says that Ossolfs 
family, though technically noble, is really of no rank 
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whatever, the elder brother, with the title of marquis, 
being at this very time a working bricklayer, and the 
sisters walking the streets without bonnets — that is, be- 
ing in the station of peasant girls, in the female populace 
of Rome. Ossoli himself, to the best of his belief, was 
Margaret’s servant, or had something to do with the 
care of her apartments. He was the handsomest man 
whom Mr. Mozier ever saw, but entirely ignorant even 
of his own language, scarcely able to read at all, desti- 
tute of manners; in short, half an idiot, and without any 
pretensions to be a gentleman. At Margaret’s request, 
Mr. Mozier had taken him into his studio, with a view 
to ascertain whether he was capable of instruction in 
sculpture; but after four months’ labor, Ossoli produced 
a thing intended to be a copy of a human foot; but the 
“big toe” was on the wrong side. He could not possibly 
have had the least appreciation of Margaret, and the 
wonder is, what attraction she found in this boor, this 
man without the intellectual spark — she that had al- 
ways shown such a cruel and bitter scorn of intellectual 
delinquency. As from her towards him, I do not under- 
stand what feeling there could have been, except it were 
purely sensual; as from him towards her, there could 
hardly have been even this, for she had not the charm 
of womanhood. But she was a woman anxious to try all 
things, and fill up her experience in all directions; she 
had a strong and coarse nature, too, which she had done 
her utmost to refine, with infinite pains, but which of 
course could only be superficially changed. The solution 
of the riddle lies in this direction; nor does one’s con- 
science revolt at the idea of thus solving it; for — at least, 
this is my own experience — Margaret has not left, in 
the heart and minds of those who knew her, any deep 
witness of her integrity and purity. She was a great 
humbug; of course with much talent, and much moral 
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reality, or else she could not have been so great a hum- 
bug. But she had stuck herself full of borrowed qualities, 
which she chose to provide herself with, but which had 
no root in her. 

Mr. Mozier added, that Margaret had quite lost all 
power of literary production, before she left Rome, 
though occasionally the charm and power of her con- 
versation would reappear. To his certain knowledge, she 
had no important manuscripts with her when she sailed 
(she having shown him all she had, with a view to his 
securing their publication in America; ) and the History 
of the Roman Revolution, about which there was so 
much lamentation, in the belief that it had been' lost 
with her, never had existence. Thus there appears to 
have been a total collapse in poor Margaret, morally 
and intellectually; and tragic as her catastrophe was, 
Providence was, after all, kind in putting her, and her 
clownish husband, and their child, on board that fated 
ship. There never was such a tragedy as her whole story; 
the sadder and sterner, because so much of the ridicu- 
lous was mixed up with it, and because she could bear 
anything better than to be ridiculous. It was such an 
awful joke, that she should have resolved — in all sin- 
cerity, no doubt — to make herself the greatest, wisest, 
best woman of the age; and, to that end, she set to work 
on her strange, heavy, unpliable, and, in many respects, 
defective and evil nature, and adorned it with a mosaic 
of admirable qualities, such as she chose to possess; put- 
ting in here a splendid talent, and there a moral excel- 
lence, and polishing each separate piece, and the whole 
together, till it seemed to shine afar and dazzle all who 
saw it. She took credit to herself for having been her 
own Redeemer, if not her own Creator; and, indeed, she 
was far more a work of art than any of Mr. Mozier s 
statues. But she was not working on an inanimate sub- 
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stance, like marble or clay; there was something within 
her that she could not possibly come at, to re-create and 
refine it; and, by and by, this rude old potency bestirred 
itself, and undid all her labor in the twinkling of an eye. 
On the whole, I do not know but I like her the better for 
it; — the better, because she proved herself a very 
woman, after all, and fell as the weakest of her sisters 
might. 


MISS FREDERIKA BREMER 1 

Rome , May 22nd [1858 ] — At seven o’clock. Mamma, 
Miss Shepard, and I, went by invitation to take tea with 
Miss Bremer. After much search, and lumbering pain- 
fully up two or three staircases in vam, and at last going 
up stairs and down, in a strange circuity, we found her 
in a little chamber of a large old building, situated a 
little way from the brow of the Tarpeian Rock. It was 
the smallest and humblest domicile that I have seen in 
Rome, just large enough to hold her narrow bed, her tea- 
table, and a table covered with books, photographs of 
Roman ruins, and some pages written by herself. — I 
wonder whether she is poor. Probably so; for she told 
us that her expense of living here is only five Pauls a 
day. She welcomed us, however, with the greatest cor- 
diality and lady-like simplicity, making no allusion to 
the humility of her environment, and making us also 
lose sight of it (only that we had hardly room enough 
to sit down) by the absence of all apology, any more 
than if she were receiving us in a palace. There is not a 
better-bred woman in the world; and one does not think 


1 Miss Bremer was a Swedish novelist, then famous m many 
countries She had met Hawthorne during her American travels. The 
description of the Tarpeian Rock was to be used m The Marble 
Faun; see “On the Edge of a Precipice/' m this volume — Ed 




FRENCH AND ITALIAN NOTEBOOKS 599 
still, in this little withered rose — its recompense for 
never having been worn in anybody’s bosom, but only 
smelt at on the stem. I forget mamly what we talked 
about; a good deal about art, of course, although that is 
a subject of which Miss Bremer evidently knows noth- 
ing. Once we talked of fleas; animals that, in Rome, 
come home to everybody’s business and bosom, and are 
so common and inevitable that no delicacy is felt about 
alluding to the sufferings they inflict. Poor little Miss 
Bremer was tormented with one while turning out our 
tea, and positively had to indicate the fact, and the spot 
too, by rubbing it. She talked, among other tilings, of 
the winters in Sweden, and said that she liked them, 
long and severe as they are; and this made me feel 
ashamed of dreading the winters of New England, as I 
did before coming away, and do now still more, after 
five or six mild English Decembers. 

By and by two young ladies came in, her neighbors, 
it seemed, fresh from a long walk on the Campagna — 
fresh and weary at the same time. One apparently was 
German and the other French, and they brought her an 
offering of flowers, and chattered to her with affection- 
ate vivacity; and, as we were about taking leave, Miss 
Bremer asked them to accompany her and us on a visit 
to the edge of the Tarpeian Rock. Before we left the 
room, she took a bunch of roses, that were in a tumbler, 
and gave them to Miss Shepard, who told her that she 
should make each of her six sisters happy by giving 
them one apiece. We went down the intricate stairs, and 
emerging into the garden, walked round the brow of 
the hill, which plunges down with exceeding abrupt- 
ness, but, so far as I could see in the moonlight, is no 
longer quite a precipice. Then we re-entered the house, 
and went up stairs and down again, through intricate 
passages, till we got into the street, which was still 
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peopled with the ragamuffins who infest and burrow in 
that part of Rome. We returned through an archway 
and down the broad flight of steps into the piazza of 
the Capitol; and from the extremity of it, just at the 
head of the long descent, where Castor and Pollux and 
the old mile-stones stand, we turned to the left, and 
followed a somewhat winding way till we came into the 
court-yard of a palace. This couit-yard is bordered by 
a parapet, leaning over which, we saw a sheer precipice 
of the Tarpeian Rock, about the height of a four-story 
house; not that the precipice was a bare face of rock, 
but appeared to be cased in some sort of ancient stone- 
work, through which the primeval rock, here and there, 
looked grimly and doubtfully. Bright as the Roman 
moonlight was, it could not show the front of wall, or 
rock, so well as I should have liked to see it, but left 
it in pretty much the same degree of dubiety and half- 
knowledge, in which the antiquaries leave almost all the 
Roman ruins. Perhaps this last precipice may have been 
the traitors’ leap; perhaps the one on which Miss Brem- 
er s garden verges; possibly, neither of the two. At any 
rate, it was a good idea of the stern old Romans, to fling 
political criminals down from the very height of the 
Capitoline Hill, on which stood the temples and public 
edifices, symbols of the institutions which they sought 
to violate. 

On the edge of the Tarpeian Rock, before we left the 
court-yard of the palace, Miss Bremer bade us farewell, 
kissing my wife most affectionately on each cheek, 'be- 
cause,” she said, “you look so sweetly”; kissing Miss 
Shepard too; and then turning towards myself. I was in 
a state of some little tremor, not knowing what might be 
about to befall me; but she merely pressed my hand, and 
we parted, probably never to meet again. God bless her 
good heart, and every inch of her little body, not for- 
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getting her red nose, preposterously big as it is in pro- 
portion to the rest of her! She is a most amiable little 
woman, worthy to be the maiden-aunt of the whole 
human race. I suspect, by the by, that she does not like 
me half so well as I do her; it is my impression that she 
thinks me unamiable, or that there is something or other 
not quite right about me. I am sorry if it be so, because 
such a good, kindly, clear-sighted, and delicate person 
is very apt to have reason at the bottom of her harsh 
thoughts, when, in rare cases, she allows them to har- 
bour within her. 

AN EVENING AT THE BROWNINGS* 

Florence , June 9th [1858] — Mamma, Miss Shepard, 
and I went last evening, at eight o’clock, to see the 
Brownings; and after some search and inquiry, we found 
the Casa Guidi, which is a palace in a street not veiy 
far from our own. It being dusk, I could not see the 
exterior, which, if I remember, Browning has celebrated 
in song; at all events, he has called one of his poems the 
“Casa Guidi Windows.” The street is a narrow one, but 
on entering the house, we found a spacious staircase, 
and ample accommodations of vestibule and hall; the 
latter opening on a balcony, where we could hear the 
chanting of priests in a church close by. Browning told 
us that this was the first church where an oratorio had 
ever been performed. He came into the ante-room to 
greet us; as did his little boy, Robert, whom they nick- 
name Penny for fondness. This latter cognomen is a 
diminutive of Appennini, which was bestowed upon 
him at his first advent into the world, because he was 
so very small; there being a statue in Florence nick- 
named Appennini, because it is so huge. I never saw 
such a boy as this before; so slender, fragile, and sprite- 
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like, not as if he were actually in ill-health, but as if he 
had little or nothing to do with human flesh and blood. 
His face is very pretty and most intelligent, and exceed- 
ingly like his mother’s, whose constitutional lack of 
stamina I suppose he inherits. He is nine years old, and 
seems at once less childlike and less manly than would 
befit that age. I should not quite like to be the father 
of such a boy, and should fear to stake so much interest 
and affection on him as he cannot fail to inspire. I won- 
der what is to become of him — whether he will ever 
grow to be a man — whether it is desirable that he 
should. His parents ought to turn their whole attention 
to making him gross and earthly, and giving him a 
thicker scabbard to sheathe his spirit in. He was born 
in Florence, and prides himself on being a Florentine, 
and is indeed as un-English a production as if he were 
native in another planet. 

Mrs. Browning met us at the door of the drawing- 
room and greeted us most kindly; a pale little woman, 
scarcely embodied at all; at any rate, only substantial 
enough to put forth her slender fingers to be grasped, 
and to speak with a shrill, yet sweet, tenuity of voice. 
Really, I do not see how Mr. Browning can suppose that 
he has an earthly wife, any more than an earthly child; 
both are of the elfin breed, and will flit away from him 
some day, when he least thinks of it. She is a good and 
kind fairy, however, and sweetly disposed towards the 
human race, although only remotely akin to it. It is 
wonderful to see how small she is; how diminutive, and 
peaked, as it were, her face, without being ugly; how 
pale her cheek; how bright and dark her eyes. There is 
not such another figure in this world; and her black 
ringlets cluster down into her neck and make her face 
look the whiter for their sable profusion. I could not 
form any judgment about her age; it may range any- 
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where within the limits of human life, or elfin-life. When 
I met her in London, at Mr. Milnes’s breakfast-table, she 
did not impress me so strangely; for the morning light 
is more prosaic than the dim illumination of their great, 
tapestried drawing-room; and besides, sitting next to 
her, she did not then have occasion to raise her voice in 
speaking, and I was not sensible what a slender pipe she 
has. It is as if a grasshopper should speak. It is marvel- 
lous to me how so extraordinary, so acute, so sensitive a 
creature, can impress us as she does, with the certainty 
of her benevolence. It seems to me there were a million 
chances to one that she would have been a miracle of 
acidity and bitterness. 

We were not the only guests. Mr. and Mrs. Eckers, 
Americans, recently from the East, and on intimate 
terms with the Brownings, arrived after us; also, Miss 
Fanny Haworth, an English literary lady, whom I have 
met several times in Liverpool; and lastly came the 
white head and palmer-like beard of Mr. [William Cul- 
len] Bryant, with his daughter. Mr. Browning was very 
efficient in keeping up conversation with everybody, and 
seemed to be in all parts of the room and in every group 
at the same moment; a most vivid and quick-thoughted 
person, logical and common-sensible, as I presume poets 
generally are, in their daily talk, Mr. Bryant, as usual, 
was homely and plain of manner, with an old-fashioned 
dignity, nevertheless, and a remarkable deference and 
gentleness of tone, in addressing Mrs. Browning. I 
doubt, however, whether he has any high appreciation 
either of her poetry or her husband’s; and it is my im- 
pression that they care as little about his. 

We had some tea and some strawberries, and passed 
a pleasant evening. There was no very noteworthy con- 
versation; the most interesting topic being that disagree- 
able, and now wearisome one, of spiritual communica- 
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tions, as regards which Mrs. Browning is a believer, and 
her husband an infidel. Bryant appeared not to have 
made up his mind on the matter, but told a story of a 
successful communication between Cooper, the novelist, 
and his sister, who had been dead fifty years. Browning 
and his wife had both been present at a spiritual session 
held by Mr. Hume, and had seen and felt the unearthly 
hands; one of which had placed a laurel wreath on Mrs. 
Browning’s head. Browning, however, avowed his belief 
that these aforesaid hands were affixed to the feet of 
Mr. Hume, who lay extended in his chair, with his legs 
stretching far under the table. The marvellousness of the 
fact, as I have read of it, and heard it from other eye- 
witnesses, melted strangely away, in his rude, hearty 
grip, and at the sharp touch of his logic; while his wife, 
ever and anon, put in a little shrill and gentle word of 
expostulation. I am rather surprised that Brownings 
conversation should be so clear, and so much to the 
purpose of the moment; since his poetry can seldom 
proceed far without running into the high grass of latent 
meanings and obscure allusions. 

Mrs. Brownings health does not permit late hours; so 
we began to take leave at about ten o’clock. I heard her 
ask Mr. Bryant if he did not mean to re-visit Europe, 
and heard him answer, not uncheerfully, taking hold of 
his white hair, “It is getting rather too late in the eve- 
ning now.” If any old age can be cheerful, I should 
think his might be; so good a man, so cool, so calm — so 
bright, too, we may say — his life has been like the days 
that end in pleasant sunsets. He has a great loss, how- 
ever — or what ought to be a great loss — soon to be 
encountered in the death of his wife, who, I think, can 
hardly live to reach America. He is not eminently an 
affectionate man. I take him to be one who cannot get 
closely home to his sorrow, nor feel it so sensibly as he 
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gladly would; and in consequence of that deficiency, the 
world lacks substance to him. It is partly the result, 
perhaps, of his not having sufficiently cultivated his ani- 
mal and emotional nature; his poetry shows it, and his 
personal intercourse — though kindly — does not stir one’s 
blood in the least. 

Little Penny, during the evening, sometimes helped 
the guests to cake and strawberries; joined in the con- 
versation when he had anything to say, or sat down 
upon a couch to enjoy his own meditations. He has long 
curling hair, and has not yet emerged from his frock 
and drawers. It is funny to think of putting him into 
breeches. His likeness to his mother is strange to behold. 





A BUNDLE OF 
LETTERS 




Like many other dignified and shy New Englanders, 
Hawthorne revealed himself in his letters. Indeed, he 
revealed himself more fully than did any of the others, 
partly because he knew himself better, from years of 
lonely introspection, but chiefly because, more than any 
of his New England contemporaries, he was a profes- 
sional writer, concerned at all times with the writer s 
problem of finding the proper word to express the most 
revealing detail. He seldom talked about himself and m 
fact he scarcely talked, except to a few close friends; 
but he wrote about himself as freely and dispassionately 
as if he were one of his own characters. The truth is that 
he was one of those characters, and the chief among 
them; for he projected himself into most of his stories 
either as the hero or else, more often, as the villain, the 
victim, or the observer. In his letters he simply lets him- 
self be seen, as in a mirror. 

All but a few of the letters written in his early man- 
hood have vanished, including what seem to have been 
the most intimate, those addressed to Horatio Bridge, 
his college friend; Bridge burned a great bundle of them 
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at Hawthorne s request. After 1837, however, his letters 
began to be regarded as valuable properties, and most 
of them are now preserved in various collections. To- 
gether they form a sort of autobiography, the liveliest 
and most complete that we possess for any American 
author of his period. I am reprinting a dozen of them, 
in full or in part, for the light they cast on his solitude 
in Salem, his courtship, his literary tastes, his political 
activities, and his struggles with the last novel that re- 
fused to be written. 

The first of the letters dates from a turning point in 
his career. In 1837 Hawthorne was trying to climb out 
of his “owl’s nest,” and apparently he thought of getting 
married (perhaps to the unidentified young woman 
about whom he nearly fought a duel) . Meanwhile his 
first book, Twice-Told Tales , had been published in the 
early spring and Hawthorne had sent a presentation 
copy to Longfellow, another Bowdoin classmate, who 
was already a pretty famous author. Longfellow hadn’t 
been one of his college friends, but now he acknowl- 
edged the gift in cordial terms; and Hawthorne an- 
swered by telling him what he had been doing in the 
twelve years since their graduation. When he wrote this 
letter, he didn’t know that Longfellow had already re- 
viewed his Tales in an article that established his literary 
reputation. 

Salem, June 4th, 1837 

Dear Sir, 

Not to burthen you with my correspondence, I have 
delayed a rejoinder to your very kind and cordial letter, 
until now. It gratifies me to find that you have occasion- 
ally felt an interest in my situation; but your quotation 
from Jean Paul, about the ‘lark’s nest,” makes me smile. 
You would have been nearer the truth if you had pic- 
tured me as dwelling in an owl’s nest, for mine is about 
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as dismal; and, like the owl I seldom venture abroad 
till after dark. By some witchcraft or other — for I really 
cannot assign any reasonable why and wherefore — I 
have been carried apart from the main current of life, 
and find it impossible to get back again. Since we last 
met — which, I remember, was in Sawtell’s room, where 
you read a farewell poem to the relics of the class — ever 
since that time, I have secluded myself from society; 
and yet I never meant any such thing, nor dreamed 
what sort of life I was going to lead. I have made a cap- 
tive of myself and put me into a dungeon, and now I 
cannot find the key to let myself out — and if the door 
were open, I should be almost afraid to come out. You 
tell me that you have met with troubles and changes. I 
know not what they may have been; but I can assure 
you that trouble is the next best thing to enjoyment, and 
that there is no fate in this world so horrible as to have 
no share in either its joys or sorrows. For the last ten 
years, I have not lived, but only dreamed about living. 
It may be true that there have been some unsubstantial 
pleasures here in the shade, which I should have missed 
in the sunshine, but you cannot conceive how utterly 
devoid of satisfaction all my retrospects are. I have laid 
up no treasure of pleasant remembrances, against old 
age; but there is some comfort in thinking that my fu- 
ture years can hardly fail to be more varied, and there- 
fore more tolerable, than the past. 

You give me more credit than I deserve, in supposing 
that I have led a studious life. I have, indeed, turned 
over a good many books, but in so desultory a way that 
it cannot be called study, nor has it left me the fruits 
of study. As to my literary efforts, I do not think much 
of them — neither is it worth while to be ashamed of 
them. They would have been better, I trust, if written 
under more favorable circumstances. I have had no ex- 
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ternal excitement — no consciousness that the public 
would like what I wrote, nor much hope nor a very 
passionate desire that they should do so. Nevertheless, 
having nothing else to be ambitious of, I have felt con- 
siderably interested in literature; and if my writings had 
made any decided impression, I should probably have 
been stimulated to greater exertions; but there has been 
no warmth of approbation, so that I have always written 
with benumbed fingers. I have another great difficulty, 
in the lack of materials; for I have seen so little of the 
world, that I have nothing but thin air to concoct my 
stories of, and it is not easy to give a lifelike semblance 
to such shadowy stuff. Sometimes, through a peep-hole, 
I have caught a glimpse of the real world; and the 
two or three articles, in which I have portrayed such 
glimpses, please me better than the others. I have now, 
or shall soon have, one sharp spur to exertion, which I 
lacked at an earlier period; for I see little prospect but 
that I must scribble for a living. But this troubles me 
much less than you would suppose. I can turn my pen 
to all sorts of drudgery, such as childrens books, etc., 
and by and by, I shall get some editorship that will an- 
swer my purpose. Frank Pierce, who was with us at 
college, offered me his influence to obtain an office in 
the Exploring Expedition; but I believe that he was 
mistaken in supposing that a vacancy existed. If such 
a post were attainable, I should certainly accept it; for, 
though fixed so long to one spot, I have always had a 
desire to run around the world. 

The copy of my Tales was sent to Mr. Owen s, the 
bookseller’s in Cambridge. I am glad to find that you 
had read and liked some of the stories. To be sure, you 
could not well help flattering me a little; but I value 
your praise too highly not to have faith in its sincerity. 
When I last heard from the publisher — which was not 
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very recently — the book was doing pretty well. Six or 
seven hundred copies had been sold. I suppose, how- 
ever, these awful times have now stopped the sale. 

I intend in a week or two to come out of my owls 
nest, and not return to it till late in the summer — em- 
ploying the interval in making a tour somewhere in New 
England. You, who have the dust of distant countries 
on your "sandal-shoon,” cannot imagine how much en- 
joyment I shall have in this little excursion. Whenever 
I get abroad, I feel just as young as I did, ten years 
ago. What a letter I am inflicting on you! I trust you will 
answer it. Yours sincerely, 

Nath. Hawthorne. 

Besides establishing his literary reputation, Twice- 
Told Tales led indirectly to a still greater change in 
Hawthorne's life. The redoubtable Miss Elizabeth Pal- 
mer Peabody, friend of all the Boston cranks and re- 
formers, had been excited by reading "The Gentle Boy” 
and other unsigned stories that appeared in the gift- 
books and magazines; she suspected that they were the 
work of a single author. Now she learned that the author 
was her neighbor in Salem and she immediately laid 
siege to the Hawthorne family, doing her best to draw 
its members out of their separate monklike cells. Bead- 
ing the Peabody correspondence, one suspects that she 
had her designs on Nathaniel; but if so she hid her dis- 
appointment when he fell in love with her younger sister 
Sophia. The engagement between an invalid — as Sophia 
was at the time — and a penniless recluse was kept secret 
for years, while Hawthorne cast about for means to sup- 
port a wife, and Sophia tried to cure her chronic head- 
aches. The letter that follows was written while he was 
employed as a weigher and gauger in the Boston custom 
house; but he had already decided to resign from this 
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political post (which he would have lost in any case 
under the Whig administration elected that fall), and 
meanwhile he had returned to Salem for a vacation. As 
in other letters of the period he speaks of himself as 
Sophia's husband, although two more years would pass 
before their marriage. 

Salem, October 4th, 1840 . — Vz past 10 a.m. 
Mine ownest, 

Here sits thy husband in his old accustomed chamber, 
where he used to sit in years gone by, before his soul 
became acquainted with thine. Here I have written 
many tales — many that have been burned to ashes — 
many that doubtless deserved the same fate. This de- 
serves to be called a haunted chamber; for thousands 
upon thousands of visions have appeared to me in it; 
and some few of them have become visible to the world. 
If ever I should have a biographer, he ought to make 
great mention of this chamber in my memoirs, because 
so much of my lonely youth was wasted here, and here 
my mind and character were formed; and here I have 
been glad and hopeful, and here I have been despond- 
ent; and here I sat a long, long time, waiting patiently 
for the world to know me, and sometimes wondering 
why it did not know me sooner, or whether it would 
ever know me at all — at least, till I were in my grave. 
And sometimes (for I had no wife then to keep my heart 
warm) it seemed as if I were already in the grave, with 
only life enough to be chilled and benumbed. But of- 
tener I was happy — at least, as happy as I then knew 
how to be, or was aware of the possibility of being. By 
and by, the world found me out in my lonely chamber, 
and called me forth — not, indeed, with a loud roar of 
acclamation, but rather with a still, small voice, and 
forth I went, but found nothing in the world that I 
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thought preferable to my old solitude, till at length a 
certain Dove was revealed to me, in the shadow of a 
seclusion as deep as my own had been. And I drew 
nearer and nearer to the Dove, and opened my bosom 
to her, and she flitted into it, and closed her wings there 
— and there she nestles now and forever, keeping my 
heart warm, and renewing my life with her own. So now 
I begin to understand why I was imprisoned so many 
years in this lonely chamber, and why I could never 
break through the viewless bolts and bars; for if I had 
sooner made my escape into the world, I should have 
grown hard and rough, and been covered with earthly 
dust, and my heart would have become callous by rude 
encounters with the multitude; so that I should have 
been all unfit to shelter a heavenly Dove in my arms. 
But living in solitude till the fullness of time was come, 
I still kept the dew of my youth and the freshness of my 
heart, and had these to offer to my Dove. 

Well, dearest, I had no notion what I was going to 
write, when I began; and indeed I doubted whether I 
should write anything at all; for after such intimate 
communion as that of our last blissful evening, it seems 
as if a sheet of paper could only be a veil betwixt us. 
Ownest, in the times that I have been speaking of, I 
used to think that I could imagine all passions, all feel- 
ings, all states of the heart and mind; but how little did 
I know what it is to be mingled with another’s being! 
Thou only hast taught me that I have a heart — thou 
only hast thrown a deep light downward, and upward, 
into my soul. Thou only hast revealed me to myself; for 
without thy aid, my best knowledge of myself would 
have been merely to know my own shadow — to watch it 
flickering on the wall, and mistake its fantasies for my 
own real actions. Indeed, we are but shadows — we are 
not endowed with real life, and all that seems most real 
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about us is but the thinnest substance of a dream — till 
the heart is touched. That touch creates us — then we 
begin to be — thereby we are beings of reality, and in- 
heritors of eternity. Now, dearest, dost thou compre- 
hend what thou hast done for me? And is it not a some- 
what fearful thought, that a few slight circumstances 
might have prevented us from meeting, and then I 
should have returned to my solitude, sooner or later 
(probably now, when I have thrown down my burthen 
of coal and salt) and never should have been created 
at all! But this is an idle speculation. If the whole 
world had stood between us, we must have met — if we 
had been born in different ages, we could not have been 
sundered. 

Belovedest, how dost thou do? If I mistake not, it was 
a southern rain yesterday, and, next to the sunshine of 
Paradise, that seems to be thy element. 

[The last eight lines of the letter are missing.] 

Many of Hawthorne’s letters to his wife have survived 
in a mutilated form. Some have been scissored down to 
mere fragments; in others there are phrases or sentences 
inked out by Mrs. Hawthorne for fear that strangers 
might read them. Most of the inked-out passages have 
now been restored, through the efforts of Randall Stew- 
art and the staff of the Huntington Library. They reveal 
no scandals about Hawthorne; they merely show that 
his love for Sophia was earthly as well as spiritual. “You 
looked like a vision, beautifullest wife/’ he said in one 
of the letters written during the first months of their be- 
trothal, 'with the width of the room between us — so 
spiritual that my human heart wanted to be assured 
that you had an earthly vesture on, and your warm 
kisses gave me that assurance.” Mrs. Hawthorne inked 
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out the kisses, leaving herself and her husband without 
their earthly garments. A similar deletion — the sentence 
about creeping into a cold bed — has been restored to 
this next letter, which is one of the first that Hawthorne 
wrote after joining a community of earnest spirits at 
Oak Hill, later known as Brook Farm: 

Oak Hill, April 13th, 1841 

OwNEST LOVE, 

Here is thy poor husband in a polar Paradise! I know 
not how to interpret this aspect of Nature — whether it 
be of good or evil omen to our enterprise. But I reflect 
that the Plymouth pilgrims arrived in the midst of storm 
and stept ashore upon mountain snow-drifts; and never- 
theless they prospered, and became a great people — 
and doubtless it will be the same with us. I laud my 
stars, however, that thou wilt not have thy first impres- 
sions of our future home from such a day as this. Thou 
wouldst shiver all thy life afterwards, and never realize 
that there could be bright skies, and green hills and 
meadows, and trees heavy with foliage, when now the 
whole scene is a great snow-bank, and the sky full of 
snow likewise. Through faith, I persist in believing that 
spring and summer will come in their due season; but 
the unregenerated man shivers within me, and suggests 
a doubt whether I may not have wandered within the 
precincts of the Arctic circle, and chosen my heritage 
among everlasting snows. Dearest, provide thyself with 
a good stock of furs; and if thou canst obtain the skin 
of a polar bear, thou wilt find it a very suitable summer 
dress for this region. Thou must not hope ever to walk 
abroad, except upon snow-shoes, nor to find any warmth, 
save in thy husband’s heart. 

Belovedest, I have not yet taken my first lesson in 
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agriculture, as thou mayst well suppose — except that I 
went to see our cows foddered, yesterday afternoon. We 
have eight of our own, and the number is now increased 
by a transcendental heifer, belonging to Miss Margaret 
Fuller. She is very fractious, I believe, and apt to kick 
over the milk pail. Thou knowest best, whether, in these 
traits of character, she resembles her mistress. Thy hus- 
band intends to convert himself into a milk-maid, this 
evening; but I pray heaven that Mr. Ripley be moved 
to assign him the kindliest cow in the herd— otherwise 
he will perform his duty with fear and trembling. 

Ownest wife, I like my brethren in affliction very well; 
and couldst thou see us sitting round our table, at meal- 
times, before the great kitchen-fire, thou wouldst call it 
a cheerful sight. Mrs. Parker is a most comfortable 
woman to behold; she looks as if her ample person were 
stuffed full of tenderness — indeed, as if she were all one 
great, kind heart. Wert thou but here, I should ask for 
nothing more — not even for sunshine and summer 
weather; for thou wouldst be both, to thy husband. And 
how is that cough of thine, my belovedest? Hast thou 
thought of me, in my perils and wanderings? Thou must 
not think how I longed for thee, when I crept into my 
cold bed last night — my bosom remembered thee — and 
refused to be comforted without thy kisses, I trust that 
thou dost muse upon me with hope and joy, not with re- 
pining. Think that I am gone before, to prepare a home 
for my Dove, and will return for her, all in good 
time. 

Thy husband has the best chamber in the house, I 
believe; and though not quite so good as the apartment 
I have left, it will do very well. I have hung up thy 
two pictures; and they give me a glimpse of summer 
and of thee. The vase I intended to have brought in my 
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arms, but could not very conveniently do it yesterday; 
so that it still remains at Mrs. Hillard’s, together with 
my carpet. I shall bring them the next opportunity. 

Now farewell, for the present, most beloved. I have 
been writing this in my chamber; but the fire is getting 
low, and the house is old and cold; so that the warmth 
of my whole person has retreated to my heart, which 
burns with love for thee. I must run down to the kitchen 
or parlor hearth, where thy image shall sit beside me — 
yea, be pressed to my breast. At bed-time, thou shalt 
have a few lines more. Now I think of it, dearest, wilt 
thou give Mrs. Ripley a copy of Grandfather’s Chair and 
Liberty Tree; she wants them for some boys here. I have 
several copies of Famous Old People. 

April 14th. 10 a.m. Sweetest, I did not milk the cows 
last night, because Mr. Ripley was afraid to trust them 
to my hands, or me to their horns — I know not which. 
But this morning, I have done wonders. Before break- 
fast, I went out to the barn, and began to chop hay for 
the cattle; and with such “righteous vehemence” (as 
Mr. Ripley says) did I labor, that, in the space of ten 
minutes, I broke the machine. Then I brought wood and 
replenished the fires; and finally sat down to breakfast 
and ate up a huge mound of buckwheat cakes. After 
breakfast, Mr. Ripley put a four-pronged instrument into 
my hands, which he gave me to understand was called 
a pitch-fork; and he and Mr. Farley being armed with 
similar weapons, we all three commenced a gallant at- 
tack upon a heap of manure. This affair being con- 
cluded, and thy husband having purified himself, he 
sits down to finish this letter to his most beloved wife. 
Dearest, I will never consent that thou come within half 
a mile of me, after such an encounter as that of this 
morning. Pray Heaven that this letter retain none of the 
fragrance with which the writer was imbued. As for thy 
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husband himself, he is peculiarly partial to the odor; but 
that whimsical little nose of thine might chance to quar- 
rel with it. 

Belovedest, Miss Fuller s cow hooks the other cows, 
and has made herself ruler of the herd, and behaves in 
a very tyrannical manner. Sweetest, I know not when I 
shall see thee; but I trust it will not be longer than till 
the end of next week. I love thee! I love thee! I would 
thou wert with me; for then would my labor be joyful — 
and even now, it is not sorrowful. Dearest, I shall make 
an excellent husbandman. I feel the original Adam re- 
viving within me. 

Hawthorne left Brook Farm in the autumn of 1841, 
after deciding, as he wrote to Sophia, “that a man’s soul 
may be buried and perish under a dung-heap or in the 
furrow of a field, just as well as under a pile of money.” 
In July of the following year the lovers were married. 
They went to live in the Old Manse at Concord, where 
Hawthorne raised a garden and tried to earn a living 
by selling stories to the magazines. He seldom had 
trouble in publishing his work, but the miserable sums 
he was paid for it were always late in coming, with the 
result that he hated to walk into the village for fear of 
meeting his creditors. The project of making a book out 
of Bridge’s voyage to the coast of Africa, discussed in 
the next letter, was partly designed to earn extra money 
— since Hawthorne was to receive the royalties — but it 
had another purpose as well. Bridge had been feeling 
despondent, and Hawthorne told him that writing travel 
sketches “might give your life somewhat of an adequate 
purpose — which, at present, it lacks.” It is pleasant to 
add that the sketches were written on the principles sug- 
gested in the letter, that Hawthorne did a masterly piece 
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of editing, and that The Journal of an African Cruiser , 
published in 1845, was well received by the critics and 
had a respectable sale. 


Concord, May 8, 1843 

Dear Bridge, 

I am almost afraid that you will have departed for 
Africa before this letter reaches New York; but I have 
been so much taken up with writing for a living, and 
likewise with physical labor out of doors, that I have 
hitherto had no time to answer yours. It was perhaps 
as well that you did not visit Concord again, for, by 
comparison of dates, I am led to believe that my wife 
and yourself were in Boston at the same time. She had 
gone thither to take leave of her sister Mary, the “gal” 
of your stage-coach story, who is now married, and has 
sailed in the May steamer for Europe. 

I formed quite a different opinion from that which 
you express about your description of the storm. It 
seemed to me very graphic and effective, and my wife 
coincides in this judgment. Her criticism on such a point 
is better worth having than mine, for she knows all about 
storms, having encountered a tremendous one on a voy- 
age to Cuba. You must learn to think better of your 
powers. They will increase by exercise. I would advise 
you not to stick too accurately to the bare fact, either 
in your descriptions or narrations; else your hand will 
be cramped, and the result will be a want of freedom 
that will deprive you of a higher truth than that which 
you strive to attain. Allow your fancy pretty free license, 
and omit no heightening touches because they did not 
chance to happen before your eyes. If they did not hap- 
pen, they at least ought-— which is all that concerns you. 
This is the secret of all entertaining travellers. If you 
meet with any distinguished characters, give personal 
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sketches of them. Begin to write always before the im- 
pression of novelty has worn off from your mind, else 
you will begin to think that the peculiarities which at 
first attracted you are not worth recording; yet these 
slight peculiarities are the very things that make the 
most vivid impression upon the reader. Think nothing 
too trifling to write down, so it be in the smallest degree 
characteristic. You will be surprised to find, on reperus- 
ing your journal, what an importance and graphic power 
these little particulars assume. After you have had due 
time for observation, you may then give grave reflections 
on national character, customs, morals, religion, the in- 
fluence of peculiar modes of government, etc., and I 
will take care to put these in their proper places and 
make them come in with due effect. I by no means de- 
spair of putting you in die way to acquire a very pretty 
amount of literary reputation, should you ever think it 
worth your while to assume the authorship of these pro- 
posed sketches. All the merit will be your own, for I 
shall merely arrange them, correct the style, and per- 
form other little offices as to which only a practised 
scribbler is au fait. 

In relation to your complaints that life has lost its 
charm, that your enthusiasm is dead — and that there is 
nothing worth living for — my wife bids me advise you 
to fall in love. It is a woman’s prescription, but a man 
— videlicet , myself — gives his sanction to its efficacy. You 
would find all the fresh coloring restored to the faded 
pictures of life; it would renew your youth — you would 
be a boy again, with the deeper feeling and purposes 
of a man. Tiy it — try it — first, however, taking care that 
the object is in every way unexceptionable; for this will 
be your last chance in hfe. If you fail you will never 
make another attempt . . . 


God bless you. — N H. 
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Another of Hawthorne’s college friends, Franklin 
Pierce, was the Democratic nominee in the presidential 
campaign of 1852. Hawthorne was persuaded to write 
his campaign biography. He introduced it by describing 
himself as “so little of a politician that he scarcely feels 
entitled to call himself a member of any party”; that 
was a pose he always assumed before the public. The 
fact was that he had always been regarded as a Demo- 
crat (belonging to the “Young America” wing of the 
party), that several of his friends were party leaders 
and that Hawthorne himself knew more about the busi- 
ness of getting political jobs than any other American 
writer of his time. After Pierce’s election, Hawthorne 
was plagued by office seekers, one of whom was Richard 
Henry Stoddard, the poet and editor. Hawthorne not 
only wrote him the letter that follows, with its practical 
advice, but also recommended him to Democratic lead- 
ers, with the result that Stoddard was named to an in- 
spectorship in the New York custom house. 

Concord, March 16th, 1853 

Dear Stoddard, 

I beg your pardon for not writing before; but I have 
been very busy, and not particularly well. I enclose a 
letter from Atherton. Roll up and pile up as much of a 
snowball as you can, in the way of political interest; for 
there never was a fiercer time than this, among the office- 
seekers. You had better make your point in the Custom 
House at New York, if possible; for, from what I can 
learn, there will be a poor chance of clerkships in Wash- 
ington. 

Atherton is a man of rather cold exterior, but has a 
good heart, — at least, for a politician of a quarter of a 
century’s standing. If it be certain that he cannot help 
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you, he will probably tell you so. Perhaps it would be 
as well for you to apply for some place that has a 
literary fragrance about it, — Librarian to some Depart- 
ment, the office which Lanman held. I don’t know 
whether there is any other such office. Are you fond of 
brandy? Your strength of head (which you tell me you 
possess) may stand you in good stead at Washington, 
for most of these public men are inveterate guzzlers, 
and love a man that can stand up to them in that par- 
ticular. It would never do to let them see you corned, 
however. But I must leave you to find your own way 
among them. If you have never associated with them 
heretofore, you will find them a new class; and very 
unlike poets. 

I have finished the “Tangle wood Tales / 7 and they will 
make a volume about the size of the “Wonder-Book/’ 
consisting of six myths — the Minotaur, the Golden 
Fleece, the story of Proserpine, etc., etc., etc., done up 
in excellent style, purified from all moral stains, re- 
created as good as new, or better, and fully equal, in 
their own way, to Mother Goose. I never did anything 
else so well as these old baby stories. In haste, 

Truly yours, 

Nath. Hawthorne. 

P.S. When applying for office, if you are conscious of 
any deficiencies (moral, intellectual, or educational, or 
whatever else), keep them to yourself, and let those find 
them out whose business it may be. For example, sup- 
posing the office of Translator to the State Department 
to be tendered you, accept it boldly, without hinting 
that your acquaintance with foreign languages may not 
be the most familiar. If this unimportant fact be dis- 
covered afterwards, you can be transferred to some more 
suitable post. The business is, to establish yourself, some- 
how and anywhere. 
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I have had as many office-seekers knocking at my 
door, for three months past, as if I were a prime minister; 
so that I have made a good many scientific observations 
in respect to them. The words that Bradamante (I think 
it was) read in the Enchanted Hall are, and ought to be, 
their motto — “Be bold, be bold, and evermore be bold.” 
But over one door she read, “Be not too bold.” A subtile 
boldness, with a veil of modesty over it, is what is needed. 

Hawthorne’s share in the spoils of Democratic victory 
was the consulate at Liverpool, then regarded as the 
biggest plum in the foreign service. Until Congress 
changed the law in 1855, consuls kept their fees instead 
of being paid a fixed salary; and Liverpool, as the busiest 
port in Europe, had the most fees to offer. The financial 
side of Hawthorne’s European years is best revealed in 
his letters to William D. Ticknor, who, besides being 
senior partner in the publishing house of Ticknor and 
Fields, also acted as Hawthorne’s banker. Ticknor was 
disturbed when his favorite author insisted on lending 
$3,000 to Horatio Bridge; and his businesslike warning 
brought forth the letter that follows. In this case Bridge 
repaid the money, with interest at six percent; but an- 
other friend — probably the dashing and irresponsible 
John Louis O’Sullivan — was less scrupulous about the 
large sum he burrowed. Moreover, Hawthorne invested 
and lost $10,000 in a copper mine that O’Sullivan was 
promoting, with the result that he was penniless by the 
year of his death — and this in spite of the $30,000 he 
saved during the four years of his consulship. 

Liverpool, Jan. 19th, ’55 

Dear Ticknor, 

I am sorry to have given a false alarm; but as it turns 
out, I shall have no occasion to draw on you at present 
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— having a good portion of the requisite amount on 
hand, and supplying the rest by drafts on the State De- 
partment for advances made. I shall lose nothing by this 
investment; and as to your advice not to lend any more 
money, I acknowledge it to be good, and shall follow 
it so far as I can and ought. But when the friend of half 
my lifetime asks me to assist him, and when I have per- 
fect confidence in his honor, what is to be done? Shall 
I prove myself to be one of those persons who have 
every quality desirable in friendship, except that they 
invariably fail you at a pinch? I doht think I can do 
that; but, luckily, I have fewer friends than most men, 
and there are not a great many who can claim anything 
of me on that score. As regards such cases as those of 
Rogers and Gibson, my official position makes it neces- 
sary that I should sometimes risk money in that way; 
but I can assure you I exercise a great deal of discretion 
in the responsibilities which I assume. I have not been a 
year and a half in this office, without learning to say 
"No” as peremptorily as most men. 

I enclose a letter to Rogers, which you will please to 
send to his direction, unless he has already deposited 
funds for your draft and that of Mr. Cunard. I also trans- 
mit the latter, which has been returned by Cunard, and 
paid by me. If Mr. Rogers neglects to refund, he is the 
meanest scoundrel that ever pretended to be a gentle- 
man; for without my interference and assistance, he 
could have had no resource but starvation, or possibly a 
Liverpool workhouse. If he refuses to pay, himself, the 
fact of my aiding him, and of his extreme necessity at the 
time, should be stated to his brother or nearest relative, 
who, in the merest decency, cannot but pay the amount. 
But I still believe that he has a sense of honor in him. 

It seems to be a general opinion that the consular bill 
will not pass. If it should, I shall (according to your 
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statement) be at least a good deal better off than when 
I took the office. Reckoning O’Sullivan’s three thousand 
dollars, I shall have bagged about $15,000; and I shall 
estimate the Concord place and my copyrights together 
at $5,000 more, — so that you see I have the twenty 
thousand, after all! I shall spend a year on the Conti- 
nent, and then decide whether to go back to the Way- 
side, or to stay abroad and write books. But I had rather 
hold this office two years longer; for I have not seen 
half enough of England, and there is the germ of a new 
Romance in my mind, which will be all the better for 
ripening slowly. Besides, America is now wholly given 

over to a d d mob of scribbling women, and I shall 

have no chance of success while the public taste is oc- 
cupied with their trash — and should be ashamed of my- 
self if I did succeed. What is the mystery of these 
innumerable editions of the Lamplighter, and other 
books neither better nor worse? — worse they could not 
be, and better they need not be, when they sell by the 
100,000. . . . Your friend, 

Nathl Hawthorne. 

At first living in England strengthened Hawthorne’s 
American nationalism, which became a stronger senti- 
ment than he was willing to admit. Although his political 
activities had been concerned with patronage lather 
than with broader policies, his friends in the Democratic 
party were most of them Young Americans; and then- 
aim, put bluntly, was to distract the public mind from 
the internal conflict between North and South by fol- 
lowing an aggressive foreign policy. "Uncle John” O’Sul- 
livan, the feckless borrower, was one of the Young 
Americans; in fact he invented the phrase "manifest des- 
tiny,” which became their slogan. Franklin Pierce was 
regarded as their friend in the White House. And Haw- 
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thorne, sympathizing with their aims, felt for a time that 
England was the national enemy. When she went to war 
with Russia, m 1854, he said in a letter to Longfellow 
that the Russians were “fighting our battle.” When she 
threatened American neutrality by trying to recruit 
Americans for service in the Crimea, he thought that 
the British Minister should be handed his passports. 
Hawthorne discussed the prospect of war with England 
in a long letter to Ticknor, from which I am quoting 
only two paragraphs: 

Liverpool, Nov. 9th, 1855 

Dear Ticknor, 

We have all been in commotion here, for a fortnight 
past, in expectation of a war; but the peaceful tenor of 
the last accounts from America have gone far towards 
quieting us. No man would be justified in wishing for 
war; but I trust America will not bate an inch of honor 
for the sake of avoiding it; and if it does come, we have 
the fate of England in our hands. If the Yankees were 
half so patriotic, at home, as we on this side of the 
water, I rather think we should be in for it. I hate Eng- 
land; though I love some Englishmen, and like them 
generally, in fact. . . . 

I shall wait with much interest for the response of 
Young America to the hostile demonstrations on the 
part of England. If I mistake not, John Bull is now 
heartily afraid of the consequences of what he has done, 
and will gladly seize any decent method of getting out 
of the scrape. If we do not fight him now, I doubt 
whether he will ever give us another chance. He has 
partly learned what he himself is, and begins to have 
some idea of what we are. There has been a great 
change, on both these points, since I first came to Eng- 
land. Truly yours, 

Nathl Hawthorne. 



626 


JOURNALS AND LETTERS 


There was a gradual change in Hawthorne's attitude 
toward his own country as he began to hear more and 
more distressing news from home. The years of his 
Liverpool consulate were also the years of “irrepressible 
conflict,” of the battle over slavery in Kansas, and of the 
outcry against the Fugitive Slave Law. In his disillusion- 
ment Hawthorne retreated from American nationalism 
into a feeling that was older and deeper in his nature, 
a simple love for New England; he was willing to relin- 
quish everything south of the Potomac as foreign soil. 
The sentiments he expressed in an 1857 letter to Bridge 
were those he continued to hold through the Civil War. 
He used to say of the Southerners, “I hope that we shall 
give them a terrible thrashing, and then kick them out." 

Liverpool, Jan. 15th, 1857 

Dear Bridge, 

Yours of the 23d ult. is received, and I have read it 
with much interest. I regret that you think so doubtfully 
(or, rather, despairingly) of the prospects of the Union; 
for I should like well enough to hold on to the old thing. 
And yet I must confess that I sympathize to a large ex- 
tent with the Northern feeling, and think it is about time 
for us to make a stand. If compelled to choose, I go for 
the North. At present we have no country — at least, 
none in the sense an Englishman has a country. I never 
conceived, in reality, what a true and warm love of 
country is till I witnessed it in the breasts of English- 
men. The States are too various and too extended to 
form really one country. New England is quite as large 
a lump of earth as my heart can really take in. 

Don't let Frank Pierce see the above, or he would 
turn me out of office, late in the day as it is. However, 
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I have no kindred with, nor leaning towards, the Aboli- 
tionists. . . . Most truly yours, 

Nath Hawthorne. 


Having resigned his consulship, Hawthorne left Eng- 
land in January 1858 and made a leisurely trip to Italy; 
it was there, in Florence, that he wrote the first draft 
of The Marble Faun. He finished the novel in Leaming- 
ton, an English watering place, during the winter of 
1859-60. Shortly afterwards he wrote the following let- 
ter to James T. Fields, who, in addition to being Tick- 
nor s junior partner, would soon become editor of the 
Atlantic Monthly: 


Leamington, Feb. 11th, 1860 

Dear Fields, 

I received your letter from Florence, and conclude 
that you are now in Rome, and probably enjoying the 
carnival — a tame description of which, by the by, I have 
introduced into my Romance. I thank you most heartily 
for your kind wishes in favour of the forth-coming 
work, and sincerely join my own prayers to yours in its 
behalf, but without much confidence of a good result. 
My own opinion is, that I am not really a popular writer, 
and that what popularity I have gained is chiefly acci- 
dental, and owing to other causes than my own kind or 
degree of merit. Possibly I may (or may not) deserve 
something better than popularity; but looking at all my 
productions, and especially this latter one, with a cold 
and critical eye, I can see that they do not make their 
appeal to the popular mind. It is odd enough, moreover, 
that my own individual taste is for quite another class 
of works than those which I myself am able to write. 
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If I were to meet with such books as mine, by another 
writer, I don't believe I should be able to get through 
them. Have you ever read the novels of Anthony Trol- 
lope? They precisely suit my taste, solid and substantial, 
written on the strength of beef and through the inspira- 
tion of ale, and just as real as if some giant had hewn 
a great lump out of the earth and put it under a glass 
case, with all its inhabitants going about their daily 
business, and not suspecting that they were made a show 
of. And these books are just as English as a beefsteak. 
Have they ever been tried in America? It needs an Eng- 
lish residence to make them thoroughly comprehensible, 
but still I should think that the human nature in them 
would give them a success anywhere. 

To return to my own moonshiny Romance; its fate 
will soon be settled, for Smith & Elder mean to publish 
on the 28th of this month. Poor Tieknor will have a tight 
scratch to get his edition out contemporaneously; they 
having sent him the third volume only a week ago. I 
think, however, there will be no danger of piracy in 
America. Perhaps nobody will think it worth stealing. 

Give my best regards to William Story, and look well 
at his Cleopatra, for you will meet her again in one of 
the chapters which I wrote with most pleasure. If he 
does not find himself famous henceforth, the fault will 
be none of mine. I, at least, have done my duty by him, 
whatever delinquency there may be on the part of other 
critics. 

Smith & Elder (who seem to be pig-headed individ- 
uals) persist in calling the book ‘‘Transformation,” which 
gives me the idea of Harlequin in a pantomime; but I 
have strictly enjoined upon Tieknor to call it "The Mar- 
ble Faun; a Romance of Monte-Beni.” . . . 

Most truly yours — 

Nathl Hawthorne. 
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Hawthorne had planned to use his English notebooks 
as material for a novel about a young American visiting 
his ancestral home. When the project was laid aside, 
during the Civil War, he wrote a collection of essays 
based on his English travels. Our Old Home , as he 
called his last book, was dedicated to Franklin Pierce 
as an act of persdnal loyalty, at a time when Pierce was 
being reviled in the newspapers as a traitor to the North- 
ern cause. Ticknor and Fields thought that Pierce’s un- 
popularity would injure the sale of the book and tried 
to persuade Hawthorne that the dedication should be 
withdrawn; that was the background of the letter he 
wrote to Fields in July 1863. The sequel was that the 
dedication was printed as written and that Hawthorne 
not only sacrificed “a thousand or two of dollars” in 
royalties but also lost the friendship of his literary neigh- 
bors in Concord. There were few visitors to his house, 
the Wayside, during the last year of his life. Emerson 
tore out the dedication from Our Old Home before he 
would admit the book to his library. 

Concord, July 18th, ’63 

Dear Fields, 

I thank you for your note of the 15th instant, and 
have delayed my reply thus long in order to ponder 
deeply on your advice, smoke cigars over it, and see 
what it might be possible for me to do towards taking 
it. I find that it would be a piece of poltroonery in me 
to withdraw either the dedication or the dedicatory let- 
ter. My long and intimate personal relations with Pierce 
render the dedication altogether proper, especially as 
regards this book, which would have had no existence 
without his kindness; and if he is so exceedingly un- 
popular that his name is enough to sink the volume, 
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there is so much the more need that an old friend should 
stand by him. I cannot, merely on account of pecuniary 
profit or literary reputation, go back from what I have 
deliberately felt and thought it right to do; and if I were 
to tear out the dedication, I should never look at the 
volume again without remorse and shame. As for the 
literary public, it must accept my book precisely as I 
think fit to give it, or let it alone. 

Nevertheless, I have no fancy for making myself a 
martyr when it is honorably and conscientiously pos- 
sible to avoid it; and I always measure out my heroism 
very accurately according to the exigencies of the occa- 
sion, and should be the last man in the world to throw 
away a bit of it needlessly. So I have looked over the 
concluding paragraph and have amended it in such a 
way that, while doing what I know to be justice to my 
friend, it contains not a word that ought to be objection- 
able to any set of readers. If the public of the North see 
fit to ostracize me for this, I can only say that I would 
gladly sacrifice a thousand or two of dollars rather than 
retain the good-will of such a herd of dolts and mean- 
spirited scoundrels. I enclose the rewritten paragraph, 
and shall wish to see a proof of that and the whole dedi- 
cation. . . . Your friend, 

Nathl Hawthorne. 

In the years before his death Hawthorne was desper- 
ately trying to write a novel about a man who discov- 
ered the secret of eternal life. He had started it m 1861 
and laid it aside after completing an unsatisfactory first 
draft. In 1863 he found what he thought was the right 
framework for the story and began working on a book 
that he tentatively called "The Dolliver Romance/’ 
Much against his custom, but with his English savings 
nearly exhausted, he agreed to publish the novel serially 
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in the Atlantic Monthly , which Fields was then editing. 
The first instalment, ready for publication in January 
1864, was written in his happiest style; but by that time 
Hawthorne's health had become so frail that he couldn't 
go on with his work. The malady from which he suffered 
seemed mysterious to his family; one doctor with whom 
I discussed his recorded symptoms guessed that he suf- 
fered from a stomach ulcer which had turned malignant. 
Hawthorne himself knew that the end was near when he 
wrote to Fields two months before he died: 

Concord, Feb. 25th, '64 

Dear Fields, 

I hardly know what to say to the public about this 
abortive Romance, though I know pretty well what the 
case will be. I shall never finish it. Yet it is not quite 
pleasant for an author to announce himself, or to be 
announced, as finally broken down as to his literary 
faculty. It is a pity that I let you put this work in your 
programme for the year, for I had always a presentiment 
that it would fail us at the pinch. Say to the public what 
you think best, and as little as possible; — for example — 
"We regret that Mr. Hawthorne’s Romance, announced 
for this magazine some months ago, still lies upon the 
author’s writing-table, he having been interrupted in his 
labor upon it by an impaired state of health” — or — "We 
are sorry to hear (but know not whether the Public will 
share our grief) that Mr. Hawthorne is out of health and 
is thereby prevented, for the present, from proceeding 
with another of his promised (or threatened) Romances, 
intended for this magazine” — or — "Mr. Hawthorne’s 
brain is addled at last, and, much to our satisfaction, he 
tells us that he cannot possibly go on with the Romance 
announced on the cover of the January magazine. We 
consider him finally shelved, and shall take early occa- 
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sion to bury him under a heavy article, carefully sum- 
ming up his merits (such as they were) and his de- 
merits, what few of them can be touched upon in our 
limited space” — or — "We shall commence the publica- 
tion of Mr. Hawthorne’s Romance as soon as that gen- 
tleman chooses to forward it. We are quite at a loss how 
to account for this delay in the fulfilment of his contract; 
especially as he has already been most liberally paid for 
the first number.” 

Say anything you like, in short, though I really don’t 
believe that the public will care what you say or whether 
you say anything. If you choose, you may publish the 
first chapter as an insulated fragment, and charge me 
with $100 of overpayment. I cannot finish it unless a 
great change comes over me; and if I make too great 
an effort to do so, it will be my death; not that I should 
care much for that, if I could fight the battle through 
and win it, thus ending a life of much smoulder and 
scanty fire in a blaze of glory. But I should smother my- 
self in mud of my own making. 

I mean to come to Boston soon, not for a week, but 
for a single day, and then I can talk about my sanitary 
prospects more freely than I choose to write. I am not 
low-spirited, nor fanciful, nor freakish, but look what 
seem to be realities in the face, and am ready to take 
whatever may come. If I could but go to England now, 
I think that the sea voyage and the "Old Home” might 
set me all right. 

This letter is for your own eye, and I wish especially 
that no echo of it may come back in your notes to me. 

Your friend, 

Nathl Hawthorne. 

P.S. Give my kindest regards to Mrs. Fields, and tell 
her that one of my choicest ideal places is her drawing- 
room, and therefore I seldom visit it. 
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